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OUR   WISH    FOR   YOU. 

Ah!  if  ive  on  that  hohj  night 
Could  have  beheld  the  wondrous  sight 
Of  Christ  the  Child,  so  sweet  and  small, 
Born  through  love  to  save  us  all! 

Loretto,  at  this  time  of  year, 

Imparts  to  you  a  hope  sincere, 

That  Christ  the  Child  so  sweet  and  small 

Will  shower  blessings  on  you  all. 

Mary  Lofranco,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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PHYSICAL  TRAINING. 

Excellent  Laboratories,  Gymnasium,  Natatorium,  and   Campus  for  outdoor  sports. 

For  further  infonnation,  api)ly  to  3Iother  Sui)erior,  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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CATHOLIC  WOMEN'S  COLLEGE  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  THROUGH 

ST.  MICHAEL'S. 

ALL    COURSES    LEADING    TO    DEGREES. 

Excellent  Residence  Accommodation  and  Facilities  for  Study. 

Attractive   Home   Life   and   Participation  in  all  University  Activities 

Dramatic   and  Debating  Societies.        Modern   Language   Clubs. 

Send  for   our    Commercial   and  Secretarial   Booklet 

Address:      The  Dean. 
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Earth's  noblest  thing— a  woman  perfected. 


TORONTO,  JANUARY,  1932 


No.  8 


ROME 

By  Reverend  Gerald  Doyle. 


Rome  —  truthfully  enoug;!!  —  is  Rome. 

Before  leaving  Toronto  I  had  tried  to  find 
out  something  definite  about  this  justly  famous 
city,  and  I  now  reali/ze  AAiiy  I  failed ;  it  is  too 
vast  a  subject  to  be  exhausted  by  any  indivi- 
dual. Of  course,  for  me  Rome  is  Catholic  Rome 
with   its   churches   and   traditions. 

At  Lisieux  eveiything  centered  around  the 
Little  Fh)wer;  1  knew  what  to  expect,  and  T 
nuide  the  most  of  my  pilgrimage;  and  at 
Lourdes  devotion  to  Mary  Immaculate  held 
sway.  But  here  one  go^es  into  a  church  and 
discovers  a  number  of  treasures:  pictures,  sta- 
tues, tombs,  —  any  one  of  which  would  make 
an  ordinary'  church  famous. 

On  the  day  after  my  arrival  I  went  into  the 
('hurch  of  St.  Ignatius,  which  is  really  beauti- 
ful, and  my  companion  led  the  way  to  a  side 
altar  and  Avhispered  that  the  body  under  the 
altar  was  that  of  St.  Robert  Bellarmine.  I  was 
properly  impressed,  and  knelt  and  asked  the 
intercession  of  this  great  saint  and  doctor. 
While  still  meditating  on  St.  Robert,  I  followed 
my  companion  to  the  next  altar,  and  heard  him 
say  that  here  was  the  tomb  of  St.  Aloysius 
Gonzaga.  It  required  a  quick  mental  readjust- 
ment to  appreciate  that  in  the  blue-and-gold 
coffin  under  the  altar  was  the  body  of  the  youth- 


ful saint  of  the  Society  of  .lesns.  With  my  miiul 
full  of  St.  Aloysius,  we  crossed  over  to  an  altar 
on  the  Gospel  side  of  the  church,  and  I  was 
informed  that  the  body  of  St.  John  licrchiiians 
was  under  the  altar.  It  was  too  much  i'or  thr 
first  day  in  Rome. 

Now.  aftei-  several  weeks.  I  am  hecomiiig 
settled  in  the  Eternal  City,  able  to  atlmire  its 
treasures  individually  and  (|uietly,  Ix-giniiing 
to  api)reciate  its  soul,  and — yes — to  love  this 
city  of  traditions. 

It  was  with  such  thoughts  in  my  mind  that 
1  walked  along  Viii  X.i/.ionale,  a  very  fine. 
ver\  busy,  and  very  noisy  street..  Those  I 
passed  on  the  street  were,  on  the  whole,  attrac- 
tive, dressed  well  although  not  extravagantly; 
and  the  average  of  thosse  who  were  good-look- 
ing was  exceptionally  high.  .\o  other  city  I 
have  visited  presents  such  an  attractive  people 
As  one  of  my  confreres  naively  said:  "Why' 
These  people  do  not  look  like  Italians!" 

In  the  second  block  a  neat  name-plate  an- 
nounced: '^INSTITUTO  B.  V.  M.  DA.MK  IN 
GLEST,"  and,  turning  in.  I  found  my  usual 
welcome  in  this  Roman  convent  of  the  I.P..V.M., 
being  greeted  by  Mother  Joseph,  who  is  the 
English  Assistant  to  the  ]\Iotiun-  (^.eneral,  who 
lives  at  the  Generalate  just  outside  of  Rome. 
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The  atmosphere  in  this  convent  on  Via  Na/io- 
nale  is  much  the  same  as  in  Loretto  Convents 
at  home:  St.  Michael  g:reets  you  in  the  hall, 
and  a  large  picture  of  Mary  Ward,  Foundress 
of  the  Institute,  has  itn  proper  place  in  the 
parlour;  and  the  Sisters— although  their  habit, 
which  is  very  becoming,  more  closely  resembles 
that  of  Mary  Ward,  who  adopted  the  widows' 
dress  of  the  seventeenth  century — are  naturally 
imbued  with  the  same  spirit,  the  spirit  with 
which  Mary  Ward  animated  her  daughters.  In- 
cidently,  it  is  very  probable  that  Mary  Ward 
will  be  beatified  within  the  next  few  years. 
Letters  dealing  with  her  case  have  been  found 
which  have  cleared  away  many  difficulties  and 
completely  vindicated  her.  All  that  rJie  Cause 
requires  now  are  more  and  better  miracles,  aiiJ 
perhaps  a  little  financial  assistance. 

It  was  over  a  cup  of  good  English  tea  that 
I  inquired  about  Christmas  in  Rome,  and  sug- 
gested that  there  would  probably  be  a  big  cere- 
mony at  St.  Peter's.  To  my  surprise  I  learned 
that  St.  Peter's  took  a  second  place  on  that 
great  day,  yielding  to  St.  Mary  Major,  which 
possesses  the  relics  of  the  Holy  Manger,  and, 
after  Loretto,  ranks  above  all  the  churches  of 
Our  Lady  in  the  world. 

It  was  on  a  Thursday  afternoon  that  I  visit- 
ed this  famous  basilica,  also  known  as  "Our 
Lady  of  the  Snow."  The  reason  for  this  name 
is  found  in  a  tradition  which  relates  that  John, 
a  Roman  patrician,  owning  the  ])roperty  on  the 
Esquiline  Hill,  the  present  site  of  the  basilica, 
married  a  pious  lady,  and,  having  no  children, 
he  and  his  wife  decided  to  leave  all  their  pro- 
perty to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  prayed  to  find 
out  how  this  might  be  done.  They  were  inform- 
ed in  sleep  to  build  a  church  on  that  part  of 
the  Esquiline  Hill  which  they  should  find  mark- 
ed out  in  snow.    This  was  on  Augu.st  5,  358,  and 


as  August  is  the  hottest  month  of  the  year  in 
Rome,  a  fall  of  snow  can  not  be  explained  natur- 
ally. John  informed  Pope  Liberius  of  Our 
Lady's  Avish,  and  the  Pope,  who  had  been  or- 
dered by  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  co-operate  in 
the  work,  hastened  to  the  Esquiline  Hill  and 
there  found  the  plan  of  the  future  church 
traced  out  in  tli^e  snow  which  covered  the 
ground.  Work  on  the  basilica  was  begun  im- 
mediately and  completed  in  the  year  360. 

Inside,  the  church  is  magnificent.  On  the 
ceiling  is  gold,  the  first  to  come  into  the  new 
world,  coming  from  South  America  by  way  of 
Spain.  In  the  crypt  beneath  the  Papal  altar 
is  the  chapel  of  the  Holy  Crib,  enshrining  the 
relic  of  the  Holy  Manger  where  Our  Lord  was 
laid.  It  consists  of  a  few  boards  enclosed  in 
an  adorned  silver  reliquary.  It  was  at  the 
altar  of  the  Holy  Crib  that  St.  Ignatius  said 
his  first  Mass  on  Christmas,  1538. 

It  is  the  practice  now  on.  the  afternoon  of 
the  eve  of  Christmas  to  earrj'  the  Crib  around 
the  church  in  procession  and  expose  it  publicly 
in  the  Baptistry.  Then,  seemingly,  all  Rome 
comes  and  venerates  this  precious  relic.  At 
midnight  it  is  brought  back  to  the  crypt  and 
j)laced  behind  the  altar.  It  is  at  this  altar 
that  the  fortunate  priests  say  Mass  on  Christ- 
mas. Later  on  the  Crib  is  brought  to  the  main 
altar  for  the  High  Mass. 

On  the  Epistle  side  of  the  basilica  is  the 
chapel  where  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  reserv- 
ed, and  directly  opposite  this  chapel  is  the 
famous  Borghese  Chapel,  which  not  only  com- 
memorates the  incident  connected  with  "Our 
Lady  of  the  Snow"  is  a  special  way,  but  has 
one  of  Rome's  greatest  treasures,  the  Madonna 
of  St.  Luke,  the  miraculous  painting  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  which  is  said  to  have  been 
painted  by  St.  Luke.  Many  saints  have  prayed 
before  this  picture,  among  them  St.  Stanislaus, 
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St.  Philip  Neri,  St.  John  Berchinan>i,  St.  Charles 
Borromeo  and  St.  Francis  Borgia. 

This  Borghese  Chapel,  which  is  said  to  be 
the  richest  and  most  beautiful  in  Rome,  was 
several  times  the  scene  of  an  event  closely  con- 
nected with  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary,  for  it  is  the  tradition  that  it  was  to  this 
chapel  that  Mary  "Ward  brought  the  first  mem- 
bers of  the  Institute  to  make  their  vows,  during 
the  years  1621-1630. 

Standing  in  this  great  basilica  of  Our  Lady, 
I  looked  down  at  the  Holy  Manger,  and  then 
over  at  the  famous  chapel  —  the  Crib  in  which 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  laid  the  Infant  Christ 
— ■  and  then  at  the  cradle  of  the  Institute  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 


As  we  go  to  press,  our  friend  and  benefac- 
tor. Reverend  W.  J.  Lynch,  St.  Bride's  Church, 
Chicago,   is  still  seriously   ill.        We   ask   our 


lieveroiul  W.  J.  LYXCH,  St.  Hiide's  Church,  Chicago 

readers  for  earnest  i)rayers  for  his  complete 
recovery,  that  with  the  people  of  St.  Bride's 
we  may  soon  welcome  liotiio  this  beloved  i)astor. 


A  THOUGHT  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR.  The  old  year  wanes;  the  new  dawns  pnre  and 

still : 
"Peace  unto  men  of  good  will,"  first  to  earth      These  be  its  gifts  —  peace,  blessing  and  good- 
Sang  angel-choirs  at  our  dear  Saviour's  birth.  Avill, 

No  finer  text,  no  anthem  more  sublime,  To  mold  for  bettei*  things,  and  shape  anew 

Will  e'er  resound  until  the  end  of  time.  Man's  destinies   for  iiiiictceii   thirty-two. 

Kind  thoughts  and  words  and   actions   hence 

shall    flow. 
And  love  for  God  and  man  shall  stronger  grow  : 
A  glad  New  Year  to  us  will  then  be  given, 
And  life  on  earth  be  nearer  like  to  Heaven. 


May  Kenny,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  p]nglewood,  (-hicago. 
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CAUSA    BEATIFICATIONIS    SERVAE    DEI    MARIAE  WARD 

FUNDATRICIS  INSTITUTIS   B.V.M. 

By  MATER  MARIA  THEODOLINDA,  I. B.V.M. 

from  the  davs  of  her  childhood  until  her  death, 


(We  are  indebted  for  this  article  of  intense 
interest  to  all  of  us,  to  the  September,  1931, 
issue  of  the  School  Magazine  of  St.  Mary's  Con- 
vent (I.B.V.M.),  South  Ascot,  B^erkshire,  Eng- 
land). 

Another  year's  work  has  brought  us  nearer 
to  the  Beatification  of  our  holy  Foundress, 
Mary  AVai'd.  The  research  work  in  the  various 
archives  in  Rome  is  finished:  those  of  the  In- 
quisition, of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  of 
the  Congregation  of  Religious,  the  secret  arch- 
ives of  the  Vatican,  the  Vatican  Library  and 
tlie  Library  of  the  Casanatense. 

The  most  important  result  of  these  re- 
searches is  the  a])])reciation  of  Mary  Ward 
and  her  institute  written  by  P"'ather  Grisar, 
S.J'.,  at  the  re(juest  of  the  Congregation  of  the 
Tiiquisition.  It  was  completed  in  June  and  will 
probably  be  presented  to  the  Holy  Office  in 
the  Autumn  of  this  year.  Then  it  will  be  de- 
cided whether  the  process  is  to  be  continued. 
Prayer  is  needed  now  more  than  ever  so  that 
Rome  may  soon  pronounce  its  "nihil  obstat." 

On  the  first  Friday  in  March,  the  sittings 
began  in  Munich  of  the  Process  of  Information. 
The  witnesses  were :  An  historian  of  the  Or- 
der of  St.  Francis,  a  member  of  the  Institute, 


and  through  the  three  centuries  which  have 
since  elapsed.  The  preparations  for  this  pro- 
cess are  sufficiently  advanced  to  begin  it  this 
year. 

Important  witnesses  have  i)romised  their 
help:  Reverend  Mother  General  of  Mainz,  the 
Su]>erior  of  Krenis  (representing  the  Reverend 
Mother  General  of  St.  Polten),  other  members 
of  the  Institute,  and  Professors  of  the  Univer- 
sities of  Munich,  Munster,  and  Innsbruck. 

His  Eminence,  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of 
Munich,  nominated  the  Archdean  of  Munich 
to  preside  at  both  processes;  wonderful  disposi- 
tion of  divine  Providence!  Three  hundred 
years  ago  the  rnquisition  ordered  the  Archdean 
of  Munich  to  imprison  our  foundress  in  the 
convent  of  Poor  Clares  at  the  Anger:  to-day  the 
Archdean  of  Munich  is  working  for  the  beati- 
fication of  the  servant  of  God. 

A  great  deal  has  also  been  prepared  this 
year  for  the  Apostolic  Process,  especially  copies 
of  the  oldest  biographies  of  Mary  Ward,  those 
written  in  the  17th  century  immediately  after 
her  death.     We  are  in  possession  of  five  such : 

(1)  Winifred  Wigmore,  one  of  Mary  Ward's 
B.V.M.,  an  historian  O.S.B.,  The  Vicar-General      first  companions,  wrote  an  English  Life,  which 


of  Augsburg,  the  Provincial  of  the  Carmelites, 
and  several  directors  of  Government  Archives. 
So  far  there  have  been  twenty-three  sittings, 
each  lasting  between  three  and  four  hours. 
On  September  23rd  they  M'ill  recommence,  and 
in  November  the  Process  of  Information  will 
be  completed.  Then  there  will  begin  in  Munich 
another  process  which  is  to  prove  that  the  Ser- 
vant  of  God   had   the   reputation   of   holiness 


very  soon  was  translated  into  French,  prob- 
ably by  Marj'  Poyntz ;  the  Bar  Convent  at  York 
is  in  possession  of  the  oldest  copy  of  this 
biography. 

(2)  In  1662,  Pageti,  secretary  of  Cardinal 
Borghese,  wrote  a  short  Italian  Life  of  Mary 
Ward,  in  thanksgiving  for  the  wonderful  cure 
of  an  affection  in  liis  eyes,  which  cure  he  at- 
tributed to  Mary  Ward. 
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(8)  In  1674  Father  Bissel,  a  Canon  of  the 
Holy  Cross  in  Au^sbnrjr,  wrote  a  Latin  Bio- 
fyraphy  of  the  Servant  of  God,  the  facts  of 
which  were  furnished  by  Mary  Poyntz,  who 
was  then  Superior  of  Augsburg.  There  still 
exist  two  manuscript  coi)ies  of  this  work ;  one 
is  in  the  Archives  of  Westminster  Diocese,  the 
other  in  the  National  Library  in  Munich. 

(4)  The  most  interesting  biography  dating 
from  that  time  is  without  doubt  the  wonderful 
collection  of  fifty  large  oil-paintings,  repre- 
senting scenes  from.  Mar}'  Ward's  life,  and 
provided  with  explanatory  notes.  They  were 
j)ainted  in  Rome  soon  after  the  death  of  Mary 
Ward,  as  is  proved  by  a  letter  in  the  Nymphen- 
burg  Archives;  in  the  18th  century  they  were 
in  the  house  of  the  Institute  in  Munich,  but 
they  are  now  in  that  of  Augsburg. 

(5)  In  1689  Father  Tobias  Lohner,  S.J., 
wrote  in  IVIunich  the  tirst  German  life  of  ]\rary 
Ward,  of  which  three  copies  are  extant  in  the 
Institute  Archives  of  Nymphenburg  and  Al- 
tiitting. 

Not  one  of  these  Lives  appeared  in  ])rint; 
therefore  authentic  copies  of  these  manuscripts 
mu.st  be  sent  to  Rome. 

Devotion  to  Mary  Ward  steadilj'  increases. 
Several  of  the  hospitals  have  recently  asked 
for  Relics  of  Mary  Ward,  which  the  nursing 
sisters  use  with  great  confidence  in  the  case 
of  those  seriously  ill.  In  many  places  help  has 
been  granted  through  her  interces.sion.  Al- 
though so  far  no  first-class  miracle  can  be  re- 
corded, still  we  are  confident  that  when  the 
right  moment  comes  this  grace  will  be  granted 
to  our  prayers ;  all  are,  therefore,  very  earnest- 
ly asked  to  interest  themselves  in  this  matter, 
bj'  seeking  to  obtain  through  Mary  Ward's  in- 
tercession favours  that  will  constitute  such 
miracles,  and  at  the  same  time  they  are  begged 
to  help  to  make  Mary  Ward  widely  known  and 


Thf  Scivaiit   ol    (Jod,   Mary    Ward. 

r-'oundress   of  the  Institute  of   the    Blessed   Virpin 
Mary  ( I58i>-1  645  ). 

PRAYER  FOR  BHATIFICATIOX. 

O  Heavenly  Father,  Almighty  God,  I  offer  up 
to  Thee  this  day  all  the  Holy  Masses  said  through- 
out the  whole  Catholic  world,  to  obtain  the  grace 
that  the  Servant  of  God,  Mary  Ward,  may  be  pub- 
licly acknowledged  worthy  of  Beatification.  O 
.Jesus,  deign  soon  to  glorify  Thy  humble  servant. 
Amen. 

We  grant  an  indulgeuce  of  200  days,  to  be 
gained  once  a  day  by  all  who  devoutly 
recite  the  above  prayer. 

Francis  Cardinal  Bourne, 

Archbishop  of  Westminster. 
May  22nd,  1928. 

to  pray  fervently  and  ])orseveringly  for  her 
hoatification. 

.  We  must  not  close  this  brief  account  of  the 
work  done  during  the  i)ast  year  for  Mary 
Ward's  Cause  without  expressing  our  regret 
at  the  loss  of  an  indefatigable  worker  in  that 
Cause — Mother  Mar\-  Salome  Oates  of  the  Bar 
(^onvent,  York,,  whose  death  (in  harness,  as 
she  would  have  wished)  occurred  this  year  on 
July  24th.  The  readers  of  the  Magazine  will 
remember  the  zeal  and  energy  with  which  she 
spread  the  knowledge  of  our  venerated  Foun- 
dress, and  the  untiring  devotion  with  which 
she  worked  to  promote  the  beatification  we  so 
earnestly  desire,  and  so  we  ask  all  to  unite 
with  us  in  prayer  that  she  may  .speeKlily  attain 
her  reward  in  Heaven,  and  meet  face  to  face  the 
saintly  woman  whom  she  followed  and  served 
so  faithfullv  on  earth. 
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EDITORIAL 


A  college  group,  like  any  other,  affords  a 
splendid  opportiiniity  lor  character  study. 
Four  years  of  higher  education,  with  its  conse- 
quent crjistallization  of  opinion,  enables  us  at 
least  to  discern  the  qualities  that  go  to  make  up 
a  well-rounded  personalit\^  Now  it  is  editorial 
opinion  that  among  the  more  conventional  re- 
quisites of,  not  (heaven  forbid!)  the  perfect 
character,  but  the  thinking  one,  gallantry 
is  an  essential. 

The  ''  'Varsity"  has  been  greatly  concerned 
of  late  Avith  the  death  of  chivalry,  which  they 
evidently  believe  to  be  solely  of  the  masculine 
gender,  when  and  where  it  exists  —  if  at  all. 
We  contend  that  gallantry,  chivalry,  "noblesse 
oblige,"  or  what  you  will,  should  be  an  in- 
trinsic feminine  quality. 

Women  of  history  Avho  have  attained  the 
heights  have  posisessed  this  virtue.  Poets  have 
more  often  portrayed  it  in  men  or  youths,  but 
think  for  a  moment  of  all  that  the  picture  of 
Joan  of  Arc  conjures  up.  One  cannot  think  of 
her  except  as  the  young  ardent  figure  carrying 
aloft  the  torch  —  gallant  to  the  last.     When 


we  think  of  gallantry  we  think  in  personalities. 
We  may  think  of  Galahad ;  but  we  have  near- 
ef,  more  appropriate  ^examples  —  Mary  Ward, 
for  instance  —  or  other  examples  nearer  still. 
Recently  we  saw  an  incident  that  for  sheer 
force  of  its  nobility  was  a  powerful  thing. 
There  was  no  panoply  of  arms  to  enhance  it, 
nor  was  there  a  brazen  drum  to  glorify  it ;  but 
it  possessed  the  essence  of  ''noblesse  oblige." 
These  happenings  are  usually  too  personal  to 
permit  of  an  exact  description  —  and  such  Avas 
this  one.  We  all  recognize  the  quality  when 
we  see  it.  We  all  recognized  this  instance. 
Let  us,  then,  grow  imitative.  This  is  the  kind 
of  thing  that  means  doing  a  brave  action, 
without  smugness,  and  with  a  verve  of  some- 
thing higher  than  mere  physical  courage.  It 
is  but  another  part  of  the  idealism  we  are  all 
striving  for;  and  one  of  the  advantages  of  a 
(Vitholic  college  is  seeing  it  exemplified  in 
those  —  after  all,  women,  as  we  are  —  who 
have  given  themselves  to  the  cause. 

C.  M.  3T2. 
Loretto  Abbey  College. 


IN  MEMORIAM. 
Mother  M.  Salome  Gates,  I.B.V.M. 


During  the  paist  summer  occurred  a  death 
that  saddened  members,  pupils  and  friends  of 
of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  all 
over  the  world  —  that  of  Mother  M.  Salome 
Oates,  of  the  Bar  Convent,  York,  England.  She 
was  seventy-one  years  of  age,  and  had  been 
forty-eight  years  a  religious.  Her  death  was 
almost  sudden.  Her  grave  is  at  York,  close  to 
that   of  Mother  Loyola,   her  life-long  friend, 


the  author  of  "Welcome"  and  many  other  of 
our  favourite  books  of  devotion. 

Mother  Salome  was  a  very  remarkable 
woman.  She  possessed  vinusual  literary  tal- 
ents, and  she  dedicated  them  above  all  to  the 
great  cause  sihe  had  so  much  at  heart  —  the 
Beatification  and  Canonization  of  Mary  Ward. 
This  wais  her  work,  to  Avhich  she  gave  her  life 
and  influence.     Her  last  published  book  is  an- 
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other  life  of  tihe  beloved  foundress,  simply  en- 
titled "The  Life  of  Mary  Ward."  It  should  be 
of  interest  to  Loretto  students  the  world  over, 
its  cause  is  our  cause,  for  we  also  are  the  child 
ren  of  Mary  Ward.  Mother  Salome  felt  this, 
and  her  letters  conistantly  appeal  for  prayers 
from  the  stude.nt  bodies:  "Are  you  instilling 
a  great  love  for  our  foundress  in  your  pupils?" 
she  asks,  and  adds:  "Prayer  is  the  great  thing." 
Although  we  have  not  been  so  fortunate  as 
other  Loretto  students  in  knowing  Mother  Sal- 
ome personally,  yet  we  have  had  ])leasant  eon- 


tacts  with  her  through  our  magazine,  for  which 
she  wrote  s«veral  times;  and  every  Loretto  girl 
must  join  in  a  tribute  of  praise  and  admiration 
for  this  courageous  and  high-minded  woman 
whose  ideal  mission  in  life  was  the  cultivation 
in  young  hearts,  and  the  perpetuation,  of  the 
brave,  beautiful  spirit  and  the  noble  as'pirations 
of  Mary  Ward,  by  ^Vorking  and  praying  for 
the  Cause  of  her  Beatification. 


Dorothy  Smith,  3T2. 


Loretto  Abbev  College. 


COLLEGE  NOTES. 


What  College  term  has  been  more  active 
and  full  of  interest  than  the  one  iust  coming  to 
a  close?  In  proof  of  this  we  hear  from  all  sides 
students  bewailing  the  fact  that  the  first  term 
— a  third  of  our  College  year — has  already 
sped.  Since  the  last  issue  of  the  "Rainbow" 
we  have  been  fairly  carried  along  by  events. 

Early  in  the  term  the  announcement  in 
tho  daily  papers  of  the  purchase  of  a  new 
College  property  on  St.  Ceorge  Street,  and  the 
"Sold"  placard  on  the  fine  old  house  just  o))- 
posite  the  University  eam])us.  gladdened  our 
hearts,  and  we  can  admire  our  future  residence 
as  we  pass  it  every  day  on  our  way  to  or  from 
leeture.«i. 

In  October,  Third  Year  entertained  the 
Freshmen  at  Newman  Club  at  a  Bridge  that 
gave  the  right  imi)etus  to  succeeding  social 
functions. 

The  first  literary  meeting  took  the  form  of 
a  debate  at  which  th«i  forensic  ability  of  our 
Freshmen  was  exhibited  to  advantage. 

In  the  early  part  of  November,  Reverend 
Joseph   McSorley,    C.S.P.,   Toronto,    gave   our 


annual  three  days'  Retreat  —  a  salutary  and 
refreshing  interlude  to  social  and  academic 
functions.  Its  distinctive  character  was  con- 
structive spirituality,  the  need  of  which  is  so 
great  in  modern  life. 

Shortly  after  this,  Reverend  E.  J.  McCork- 
ell,  C.S.B.,  was  the  guest  of  honour  and  speaker 
at  tea  in  the  common-room.  His  graphic  ac- 
count of  his  recent  trip  through  France  and 
Italy  was  interesting  and  educating,  and  made 
altogether  captivating  by  his  happy  touch  of 
humour.  The  common-room  has  been  further 
enhanced  this  year  by  a  handsome  walnuttable, 
the  gift  of  3T1,  for  wliioh  w.e  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  thanking  them. 

The  official  date  for  the  distribution  of 
l)rizes  and  scholarships  was  set  for  November 
24th,  and  it  was  decided  that  instead  of  a 
lecture,  usual  on  this  occasion,  we  should  give 
G.  K.  Chesterton's  comedy,  "The  Judgement  of 
Doctor  Johnson,"  an  account  of  which  appears 
elsewhere  in  this  issue. 

Two  weeks  later  we  added  another  chapter 
to  the  already  glorious  annals  of  College  de- 
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bating  when  Miss  Marie  Writt  and  Miss  Mary 
Plirkis  succeeded  in  making  tlie  inter-collegiate 
team,  and  victory. 

The  eighth  of  December  was  fittingly  cele- 
brated at  the  College  b}'  a  Sodality  reception 
in  the  chapel,  rich  with  roses  and  chrysanthe- 
mums, and  by  the  annual  Sodality  dinner,  at 
which  Reverend  M.  J.  Carty,  C.S.P.,  and  Rever- 
end Leo  Devine,  O.M.T.,  were  the  guests  of 
honor.  Miss  Palma  Dorazio,  a  former  pupil 
of  Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  already  win- 
ning a  name  for  herself  in  the  musical  world, 
])1ayed  some  beautiful  piano  numbers. 

On  December  12th  the  girls  held  their  an- 
nual Christmas-tree  for  som>e  forty-eight  little 
children.  For  a  wieek  before,  conversation  was 
all  of  viisiting  poor  families,  of  buying  rice  and 
potatoes,  or  lamenting  that  it  was  "just  im- 


possible" to  finish  a  sweater.  However,  the 
Christmas-tree  turned  out  better  than  ever ; 
the  sweaters  were  finished,  and  the  hampers 
filled  to  overflowing.  The  Sodality  executive 
thanks  Reverend  M.  J.  Carey,  C.S.P.,  Rector 
of  St.  Peter's,  for  i)roviding  cars  to  take  his 
little  parishioners  to  and  from  the  party;  also 
former  students  of  the  College,  Mrs.  Burr  Price 
(Madeleine  Coffee),  New  York;  Miss  Josephine 
Coffey,  Ottawa ;  and  Miss  Dorothy  Sullivan, 
Toronto,  for  substantial   contributions. 

But  these  things  are  all  over  now,  and  as 
this  issue  of  the  "Rainbow"  goes  to  press,  we 
are  paying  off  all  arrears  in  civility  to  our 
notes  and,  text-books,  and  the  result  of  term 
examinations  "sits  around  the  corner." 

Margaret  linger,  3T3. 
Ijoretto  Abbey  College. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  COMMENCEMENT. 


November  the  24th  was  the  occasion  of  the 
annual  Commencement  I^lxercises,  held  in  the 
College  Auditorium.  \^ery  Reverend  H.  S. 
BellLSle,  C.S.P.,  Superior  of  St.  Michael's  (^ol- 
legei,  was  the  chairman  of  the  evening.  AVith 
him  on  the  i)]atform  wer»^  Mrs.  David  O'Meara, 
Mrs.  J.  C.  Keenan,  Mrs.  William  Roesler,  Dr. 
Paul  O'Sullivan,  and  ^Ir.  J.  L.  Dillon,  the  re- 
presentatives of  the  donors  of  the  various 
scholarships  and  prizes,  who  made  the  presen- 
tations as  follows: — 

1.  The  Mary  Ward  Scholarship  for  First 
Class  Honours  in  the  Classics  Course — Miss 
Mary  Purkis. 

Miss  Purkis  ranked  first  in  this  course  in 
Second  Year  in  the  whole  University  of  Toron- 
to. 

2.  The   Mary  Ward   Scholarship   for   "A" 


standing    in    the    Pass    Course. — Miss    Clare 
Tumpane. 

3.  Prize  for  First  Class  Honours  in  Greek, 
Ihc  gift  of  Dr.  Paul  O'Sullivan— Miss  Mary 
Purkis. 

4.  The  Catholic  Women's  League  Scholar- 
shij),  the  gift  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League 
of  Canada — Miss  Carolyn  Hamel. 

5.  The  Loretto  Alumnae  Matriculation 
Scholarship,  the  gift  of  the  Loretto  Alumnae 
Association — Miss  Viola  Lynch  (received  in 
proxy  by  Miss  Marion  Flynn). 

G.  The  first  Mary  Ward  Matriculation  Schol- 
arship— Miss  .Marjorie  iMosbaugh. 

7.  The  Mother  Joachim  Murray  Scholarship, 
the  gift  of  former  pupils  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Bond  Street,  Toronto — Miss  Regis  Teehan, 
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8.  The   second   Mary   Ward  Matriculation 
Scholarship — Miss  Marion  Noonan. 

9.  The    third     Mary    Ward    Matriculation 
Scholarship — Miss  Christine  LoPresti. 

10.  The  Knights  of  Columbus  Scholarship  in 
U'ndergraduate  Course — Miss  Mary  L'Eveque. 

12.   The  Norah  Kavana-^h  Meiuorial   Prize 
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for  "A"  standiiif,'  in   First    ^Ciir   Latin — Miss 
Clare  Tnnipane. 

13.  Prize  for  "A"  standin<r  in  First  Year 
.Mathematics,  the  gift  of  Miss  Lota  Williams, 
Niagara  Fa.lKs — Miss  Ethel  M.-Lctli. 

Loretto  Panicll.  :5TL 
Loretio  Abbey  College. 


LORETTO       WINS       ANOTHER       INTER-COLLEGIATE     DEBATE. 


For  many  years  now  there 
liave  been  brilliant  debaters 
supporting  Loretto  traditions 
abroad.  Since  the  days  of  Miss 
Josei)hine  Brophy,  Miss  Nora 
Storey,  Miss  Josephine  Phelan 
and  Miss  Helena  McGrath,  to 
last  year,  when  Miss  Agnes 
O'Dea  and  JNIiss  Bernice  Ven- 
ini  wrested  the  laurels  from 
Queen's,  we  have  basked  in  the 
reflected  glory  of  their  tri- 
umphs. 

In  Trinity  College  Library 
on  the  evening  of  November 
30th,  1931,  history  repeated  it- 
self once  more.  Miss  Mary 
Purkis,  3T3,  and  Miss  Marie  Writt, 
3T3,  both  of  Loretto  Abbey  College,  re- 
presented the  University  of  Toronto  against 
McMaster  University.  The  Loretto  team  up- 
held the  affirmative  of  the  motion:  "This  house 
approves  of  syndicate  news})apers,"  against 
Miss  Muriel  Jacobson  and  Miss  Marjorie  Brit- 
tain. 

Miss  Mary  Purkis  stated:  "In  this  age  we 
must  realize  that  co-operation  is  the  mode  of 
the  day,  and  every  day  the  syndicate  newspaper 
is  showing  its  purpose  better  than  its  rivals." 
She  argued  from  the  viewpoint  of  economy  and 


Miss 


Mary  Purkis.  Miss    Marie    Writt. 

utility.  Syndicate  n^ewspapers  have  behind 
them  the  strong  financial  support  of  a  syndi- 
cate. For  this  reason,  independent  newspapers 
are  deprived  of  the  news  received  through 
co*>tly  cable  messages.  Moreover,  the  independ- 
ent i)a])er  depends  for  its  financial  success  on 
its  advertising,  whicli  thoi-efore  nnist  siiit  the 
demand.s  of  the  biisini'ss  man. 

Mis«  ]\Iarie  Writt  said  that  syndicate  news- 
papers wei-e  free  financially  from  politics;  for 
example,  William  Hearst  does  less  injury  to 
public  opinion  than  the  bribed  individual  news- 
paper; also  syndicate  newspapers  can  -eixpress 
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both  isides  in  a  political  question,  as  did  the 
"Hamilton  Spectator"  of  the  Southam  Press 
at  the  last  Dominion  election.  They  are  also 
a  stimulus  to  talent  and  an  aid  to  education, 
as  shown  by  St.  John  Irvine's  writings  in  ]5ea- 
verbrook's  "Daily  Express."  More  emphasis, 
too,  is  laid  on  the  newspaper  and  less  on  the 
editor. 

Both  the  judges  and  the  vote  of  the  house 
decided  in  favor  of  the  affirmative.    The.  judges 


were :  Mrs.  Donald  Sinclair,  Miss  K.  Cart- 
Avright  and  Mr.  A.  B.  llood.  Miss  Margot 
Thompson  occupied  the  chair,  and  Miss  Pauline 
Mills  was  clerk  of  the  house. 

"The  llainbow"  takes  this  oi)[)ortnnity  of 
congratulating  Miss  Purkis  and  Miss  Writt,  of 
whom  Jjoretto  Abbey  College  and  3T3  are 
justly  proud. 

Mary  McLaughlin,  3T3. 
Loretto  Abbey  College. 


"THE  JUDGEMENT  OF  DR.  JOHNSON'  AT  LORETTO  ABBEY  SCHOOL. 


Ijift  to  Right:  Burke — Miss  Kirkland;  Lat-key — Miss  Cain;  Mary — Miss  Hainel;  Wilkes — 
Miss  McNamara;  Boswell — Miss  Laberge;  Marquise — 3Iiss  Unger;  (^apt.  Draper — Miss  Mc- 
Laughlin; Swift — Miss  Writt;  Crockford — Miss  Long;    Dr.    Johnsoii — Miss   Nolan. 


On  the  evening  of  Tuesday,  November  24th, 
the  Juniors  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  upheld 
the  reputation  won  by  the  College  Players  in 
previous  years  by  their  splendid  presentation 
of  "The  Judgment  of  Dr.  Johnson,"  by  O.  K. 
Chesterton.  This  difficult  play  was,  according 
to  "The  Varsity,"  "an  ambitious  achievement 
for  amateurs." 

The  choice  of  this  play,  in  itself,  gives  am- 
ple  indication   that   the   traditions   of  former 


years  have  not  been  forgotten.  There  is  the 
additional  fact  that  this  is  the  first  time  it  has 
been  produced  on  this  continent,  and  perhaps 
in.  the  world.  The  good-natured  sub-rosa  con- 
troversies that  agitated  savants  as  w^ell  as  ama- 
teur etymologists,  as  to  the  correct  spelling  of 
"judgement,"  further  whetted  the  appetite  of 
the  appreciative  audience  awaiting  the  raising 
of  the  curtain. 

The  role  of  Doctor  Johnson,  that  bluff  old 
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philosopher  of  life,  was  skillfully  interpreted 
by  Miss  Aileen  Nolan.  James  Boswell,  John- 
son's biographer,  and  ever  faithful  satellite, 
was  played  in  fine  style  by  Miss  Dorothy  La- 
Berge.  As  the  American  "secret-agent,"  Jona- 
than Swift,  who  wa.s  for  ever  providing  fod- 
der for  the  wrath  of  Doctor  Johnson,  Miss 
]\rarie  Writt  was  convincing.  Miss  Carol  Ilamel 
showed  rare  histrionic  ability  in  representing 
Mary  Swift.  Especially  in  the  second  scene 
was  she  particularly  good  as  the  perfect  hos- 
tess of  the  eighteenth-century  drawing-room. 
With  a  tine  voice  and  striking  stage  presence, 
Miss  Mary  McLaughlin  in  the  role  of  the  gov- 
ernment spy,  Captain  Draper,  was  admirable. 
Much  praise  is  due  Miss  Lilian  McNamara  for 
the  unusual  talent  she  displayed  in  acting  the 
part  of  John  Wilkes,  that  adventurer  and  wit, 
with  nonchalance  and  savior-faire.    Mi.ss  Mar- 


YOUR  HEART. 

Your  heart  is  like   a  mountain  vast. 
Moon-tipped  'mid  silver  rain, 
Yet  sheltering  'neath  its  surface  clefts 
Of  loneliness  and  pain. 

Your  heart  is  like  the  linnet's  song 
That  rises  filled  Avith  sheer  delight. 
Then  slow-receding,  droops  and  dies 
With  shadows  of  the  night. 

Your  heart  is  like  the  fairest  rose, 
That  hides  beneath  each  leaf 
The  essence  of  its  fragrance 
And  the  echoes  of  your  grief. 

Dorothea  Cain,  3T4, 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto. 


Wilkes — Miss      McNamara;       Mai-quise,      Miss 
Tiiger;  Swift — Miss  Writt. 


garet  Unger  was  lovely  as  the.  Marquise  de 
Montmoral,  the  "grande-dame"  of  the  French 
Salon. 

As  the  impractical  Scotch  llighhuid  pii)er, 
and  as  the  hard-working,  practical  wife,  Miss 
Gertrude  Cain  and  Miss  Mary  Purkis  did  fine 
bits  of  acting.  Their  rendering  of  the  Scotch 
dialect  was  perfect.  Miss  Mary  Ii'Eve(iue  as 
a  Scottish  gentleman,  and  Mi.ss  Kathleen  Kirk- 
land  as  Burke,  the  famous  orator,  were  excel- 
lent. Miss  Dorothy  Long  as  Lieutenant  Crock- 
ford,  and  Miss  Agnes  Cain  as  a  butler,  showed 
how  the  characters  in  shorter  roles  can  never- 
theless make  their  i)resence  felt.  Black  Frank 
caused  a  sensation  in  a  significant  incident  in 
the  play,  and  under  the  negro  disguise  was 
Miss  Patricia  Healy. 

The  beauty  of  the  scenes,  the  sparkling  dia- 
logue, combined  with  fine  acting  on  the  part 
of  the  entire  caste,  made  the  performance  of 
"The  Judgement  of  Doctor  Johnson"  a  dis- 
tinct success. 

Evelyn  Whelan,  3T2, 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto. 
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ANOTHER  LORETTO  GRADUATE  WINS   DISTINCTION. 


Miss   llrh'iiii  McGrath, 
M.A. 


P^roni  Newfoundland 
comes  the  news  that 
another  Loretto 
Abbey  College  gra- 
duate has  found  suc- 
cess in  her  chosen 
field.  Miss  Helena 
McGrath,  M.A.,  2T9, 
acting  Professoi*  of 
English  at  Memorial 
College,  St.  John's 
Newfoundland,  has 
distinguished  h  e  r  - 
self  in  her  first  i)ublic  lecture,  and  we  learn 
from  the  daily  papers  (hat  "she  read  herself 
ii\"  with  the  enthusiastic  a])proval  of  staif  and 
students. 

This  is  of  particular  interest  to  the  present 
students  of  the  College,  for  apart  from  the 
fact  that  Miss  McGrath  was  well-known  by  the 
majority  of  us,  she  was  Editor  of  the  "Rain- 
bow" for  the  year  1928-29. 

The  occasion  was  the  celebration  of  the 
Cowper  Bi-Centenary,  and  the  address,  as  Miss 
McGrath  herself  indicated  at  the  outset,  dealt 
with  Cowper  the  man  rather  than  the  poet. 
Because  of  the  interest  to  so  many  of  our  read- 
ers, we  take  the  liberty  of  quoting  at  length 
the  St.  John's  paper  of  the  following  day: 

"Of  a  sensitive,  shrinking  disposition,  he 
needed  someone  who  loved  him  and  understood 
liim,  to  shield  him  from  the  harshness  of  the 
world,  and  make  his  approach  to  it  a  little 
easier.  For  six  years  he  found  that  care  in  his 
mother.  On  her  death  he  was  thrust  into  th-e 
rough  life  of  boarding-school.  The  sufferings 
that  super-sensitive  child  endured  imprinted 
upon  his  young  mind  the  belief  that  Fate  had 


singled  him  out  for  misfortune,  and  throughout 
his  life  he  was  subject  to  periods  of  deep  de- 
pression. This  melancholy,  which  merged  at 
times  into  madness,  hangs  over  his  life  like  a 
dark  cloud;  but  the  endearing  humanity  of  the 
man  is  heightened  by  the  darkness  in  which 
it  shines  like  a  jewel. 

"Cowper  was  taken  from  school,  and  passed 
a  few  happy  years  at  We^stminster.  He  studied 
law,  but  from  the  outset  the  sensitive  youth 
was  doomed  to  failure.  He  regarded  himself 
as  a  reprobate,  an  outcast.  In  the  following 
poem  we  see  an  expression  of  his  tortured 
spirit : 

"  '  I  was  a   stricken   deer,   that  left  the   herd 
Long  since;  with  many  an  arrow  deep  infixt 
^ly  j)anting  side  was  charged,  when  I  Avithdrew 
To  seek  a  tranquil  death  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one  who  had  himself 
Been  hurt  by  the  archers.    In  his  side  he  bore 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet  the  cruel  scars. 
With  gentle  force,  soliciting  the  darts. 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  healed,  and  bade  me 
live.' 

"At  the  age  of  fifty  Cowper  began  to  write 
poetry  which  was  to  make  him  one  of  the  most 
important  of  the  Transition  poets,  and  the  ex- 
ponent of  Romanticism." 

The  "Rainbow"  is  looking  forward  to  ac- 
counts of  Miss  McGrath's  further  successes. 
While  in  College  she  was  a  member  of  the  Uni- 
versity debating  team,  and  we  feel  confident 
that  the  forensic  ability  thus  developed  will 
prove  a  valuable  factor  in  determining  her 
achievement. 

]\Iary  Purkis,  3T3. 
Loretto  Abbey  College. 
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AN  ADVENTURE. 


Morning  dawned  over  the  lake,  cool  and 
beautiful.  It  was  a  perfect  day  for  a  trip  — 
at  least  to  the  minds  of  Alice  and  Joy  Ctraiit 
it  was.  Although  it  was  late  Hepteniber  most 
of  the  trees  were  still  decked  in  their  many- 
coloured  leaves;  only  a  few  birches  were 
stripped  of  their  foliage. 

The  two  girls  woke  early  this  bright  morn- 
ing and  soon  finished  their  morning  tasks  and 
prepared  their  lunch.  They  set  off  in  high 
spirits,  and  as  the  day  was  so  promising  they 
made  the  trip  in  their  light  canoe. 

"Where  shall  we  go f '  was  Joy's  first  ques- 
tion. 

''Let's  go  over  to  the  abandoned  iron-mines," 
said  Alice.  "We've  never  been  there,  and 
everybody  says  it's  perfectly  beautiful." 

They  cut  diagonally  across  the  lake  towards 
the  south-west,  and  after  paddling  steadily 
for  an  hour  and  a  half  reached  the  mines.  They 
climbed  out,  beached  the  canoe,  and  taking 
the  blankets  and  cushions  and  Avhatever  other 
luggage  they  had  brought,  trudged  up  a  steep 
path.  They  reached  the  summit  of  the  highest 
of  several  hills,  and  after  arranging  everything 
according  to  their  tastes,  set  out  on  a  tour  of 
inspection. 

The  hills  were  thickly  Wooded  Avith  huge, 
magnificent  pines,  and  the  ground  was  covered 
four  inches  deep  with  pine-needles.  The  two 
girls  followed  a  track  around  the  bases  of  the 
hills  where  once  trains  to  transport  the  ore 
had  come  in  to  the  heart  of  the  mine.  The 
tracks  led  between  two  low  slopes,  and  were 
bordered  with  beautiful  young  blue-pine?,  and 
came  out  suddenly  on  a  hill  sloping  gently  to 
the  west,  Avhere  once  had  stood  a  flourishing 


mining-town.  Now  nothing  remained  but  a  few 
stones,  or  the  foundation  of  walls  to  show 
where  the  houses  had  mice  stood.  After  opera- 
tion in  the  miu'es  had  cea'sed,  fire  had  ravaged 
the  village,  and  in  a  single  night  had  gutted 
every  building  in  the  pla<5e,  and  tak'en  the  lives 
of  those  Avho  still  remained  there.  Walking 
soberly  back  towards  the  east,  the  girls  canie 
abruptly  to  a  stop,  and  saw  before  them  a  long, 
narrow  green  pool  where  years  ago  men  had 
found  iron,  but  which  was  now  filled  with  the 
dark,  sullen  Avater  that  sparkled  ■evilly  in  the 
sunlight.  Along  the  side  of  the  pool  Avas  a 
path,  Avhich  the  girls  folloAved  to  the  south 
hill  Avhich  sloped  down  to  the  lake,  and  here 
among  the  singing  pines  they  discovered  the 
only  building  left  —  the  stone  powder-house. 
It  Avas  still  almost  intact,  except  Avhere  the 
roof  had  fallen  in  one  place,  and  the  floor  was 
matted  Avith  spicy  pin<e-needles. 

The  path  now  led  around  to  the  east,  and 
here,  climbing  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  they  saAV 
far  beloAv  them  the  huge,  Avide,  deep,  green 
pool  that  had  once  been  the  main  mine.  Above 
it  rose,  in  iron-red  tinted  majesty,  the  cliff. 
It  Avas  streaked  Avith  gold  and  bronze,  and 
half-Avay  down,  on  a  ledge,  grew  a  tall  slender 
sturdy,  young  birch.  The  sisters  stood  there, 
caught  by  the  beauty  and  perfection  of  the 
scene,  speechless  and  aAved.  Joy  broke  the 
absolute  silence: 

"I'm  going  back  to  get  my  paints,'  she 
Avhispered  in  awe,  and  hurried  off. 

When  she  returned  she  sat  down  at  her 
sister's  feet  and  immediately  began  to  sketch 
the  picture  before  her.  Perhaps  the  beauty  of 
the  place  inspired  her  hand,  for  even  her  criti- 
cal sister  was  surprised  at  her  progress.   Alice 
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prepared  their  late  lunch,  and  as  soon  as  she 
could  after  it,  Joy  went  back  to  her  sketch. 

All  afternoon  she  worked  hard,  and  so  en- 
grossed were  both  girls  that  they  did  not  notice 
the  sudden  squall  that  had  arisen,  and  it  Avas 
uot  until  the  clouds  had  obscured  the  sun  that 
they  realized  that  they  were  in  for  a  bad 
storm. 

''I'll  take  your  sketch  and  the  other  things 
down  to  the  powder-house,  Joy,  and  you  get  the 
canoe  in.  I  hope  it's  safe,"  cried  Alice  as  she 
hurried  up  the  slope.  Joy  ran  down,  and 
breaking  her  way  through  the  thick  bushes  to 
shorten  her  trip,  came  out  onto  the  deserted 
beach,  on  which  the  waves  dashed  furiously. 
Just  as  the  awful  realization  came  to  her  that 
they  had  lost  their  canoe  and  were  stranded 
here  for  the  night  at  least,  the  rain  descended 
in  torrents.  Drenched,  she  turned  back  quickly 
and  made  her  way  to  the  power-house.  She 
imparted  the  dreadful  news  to  Alice,  and  they 
huddled  together  and  covered  themselves  with 
the  blankets  and  some  canvas  they  had  brought 
to  sit  upon. 

"Jolly  lucky  we  brought  these  things  along, 
and  took  the  cushions  from  the  canoe,"  was 
Alice's  first  comment. 

"Yes,  it's  bad  enough  having  to  stay  here 
with  them,  but  if  we  didn't  have  them  it  would 
be  worse.  That  thunder  and  lightning  are  near. 
I  hope  nothing  gets  struck.  Mother  and  Dad 
will  be  so  worried ;  they'll  think  we're  dead  — 
caught  in  the  squall  and  drowned.  That's  not 
a  very  cheerful  idea;  but  it's  a  fact.  They'll 
worry  terribly," 

There  was  silence  for  some  time.  Then 
Alice  broke  it  vsuddenly. 

"Do  you  suppose  we  could  collect  enough 
of  these  pine-needles  to  build  a  fire  on  the  hill- 
top, when  the  rain  stops?  It  can't  last  long, 
and  some  one  might  see  and  come  to  help  us." 


"Well,  we  might  try,"  was  Joy's  dubious 
answer.  "But  I  doubt  it.  However,  the  very 
idea  makes  me  feel  warmer;  so  let's  keep  think- 
ing of  it,  anyway." 

Gradually  the  rain  ceased,  and  it  was  nine 
o'clock  by  Alice's  watch  when  they  emerged 
from  the  power-house,  with  blanket-fulls  of 
drj^  pine-needles  and  sticks,  and  with  the  aid 
of  a  lighted  stick  trudged  fearfully  up  the  hill 
to  the  top,  and  after  some  trouble  succeeded 
in  getting  a  fire  burning.  They  stood  beside 
it  casting  frightened  glances  at  the  grotesque 
dancing  shadows  the  fire  made  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  forest.  The  fire  burned  high  for  a  few 
moments,  and  in.  that  time  the  girls  succeeded 
in  getting  warm.  When  it  had  entirely  died 
down  they  returned  again  to  the  power-house, 
hoping  that  soon  they  might  be  rescued  by 
someone  who,  seeing  the  unusual  phenomenon 
of  a  fire  on  the  Briarton  Hills,  might  come  to 
investigate. 

Joy  had  fallen  asleep  from  sheer  weariness 
and  excitement  when  she  was  roused  by  a 
glad  cry  from  Alice,  whose  sharp  listening 
ears  had  caught  the  sound  of  a  motor-car. 

"I  don't  eare  if  it's  a  crowd  of  bandits," 
she  cried  excitedly  to  Joy.  "I'm  not  staying 
here  the  rest  of  the  night  to  be  nearly  fright- 
ened to  death  at  every  sound  while  you  lie 
there  and  sleep.  Do  Avake  up,  Joy,  and  come 
onl" 

Suddenly  the  welcome  sound  of  "Alice! 
Joy  I"  reverberated  through  the  hills,  and  in 
happy  and  relieved  voices  they  answered. 

"Dad,  we're  in  the  power-house.  Where  are 
you?  Did  you  see  our  fire?"  they  called,  until 
presently  their  thankful  parents  came  upon 
them  and  there  was  a  glad  reunion. 

"We  were  afraid  you  Avere  drowned,"  their 
mother  cried,  as  she  embraced  them  both  at  the 
same  time,  "and  we  couldn't  get  here  sooner 
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because  the  roads  were  blocked  by  the  storm. 
Some  of  tlie  neighbours  told  us  of  the  fire,  so 
we  came  immediately." 

Comfortably  installed  before  the  fire  in  their 
eottaj^e,  the  girl  told  the  details  of  their  ad- 
venture, and  Joy  proudly  exhibited  her  sketch 
to  the  group  of  relatives  and  neighbours,  who 
stayed  to  talk  over  the  eventful  day  until  the 
wee  small  hours  of  the  morning. 

''Except  for  Dad's  and  Mother's  fright,  I 
don't  care  if  we  did  get  stranded  there,"  said 
Alice,  "even  if  we  lost  the  best  canoe  we  ever 
had." 

"We  had  an  adventure,  anyway,"  said  Joy. 

"And  your  beautiful  picture,"  added  Alice 
admiringly. 

Barbara  Jeft'erys,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


LITTLE  THINGS. 

Only  a  word  of  kindness 

Spoken, 

Only  a  smile, 

Only  a  helping-hand, 

A  token : 

Life  is  made  worth-wliile. 

Millicent  Penfound,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


A    BLESSING    IN    DISGUISE. 

White  Waters  is  a  charming  little  town 
nestling  among  the  rising  hills  of  Northern 
Ontario.  For  sheer  beaurj  of  scenery  it  is  un- 
surpassed. No  wonder  the  Irish  settlers  of 
more  than  a  century  ago  had  found  comfort  in 
its  wiM  beauty  —  a  compensation  for  the  many 
hardships  they  had  to  put  up  with.  In  White 
Waters  everybody  knew  everybody  else.  To- 
gether  they    rejoiced   over   a    marriage    or   a 


birth ;  together  they  mourijed  over  a  departed 

one. 

Anne  Parell  and  Tom  Blake  lived  side  by 
side  on  a  pretty  street  along  the  lake.  Together 
they  had  played  away  their  childhood ;  to- 
gether they  had  tripped  their  way  through  the 
parochial  school  and  White  Waters  High 
School.  Now  they  had  left  school  these  three 
years.  Anne  had  grown  up  into  a  tall,  graceful, 
not  exactly  beautiful  girl ;  but  her  simple  charm 
and  winning  smile  made  her  a  general  favorite. 
She  took  care  of  her  rather  elderly  father  and 
was  deeply  devoted  to  him. 

Tom  was  a  stalwart  youth,  six  feet  high,  and 
well  developed ;  he  played  hockey  for  his  town 
and  was  also  on  the  rugby  team.  His  steady 
head  and  active  body  easily  won  success  for 
him  in  everything  he  attempted.  He  was  teller 
of  the  town  bank.  And  he  was  saving  and 
working  for  promotion,  for  he  hoped  some  day 
to  marry  Anne, 

Nothing  very  eventful  ever  hapi)ened  in 
White  Waters.  Once,  Tom  recollected,  county- 
wide  interest  had  been  aroused  when  the  town- 
hall  burned  down,  and  they  had  talked  of  it 
ever  since.  "The  year  the  town  hall  burned 
down"  was  the  phrase  in  this  town  where 
everything  ran  in  regulation.  For  Tom  it  was 
the  bank,  his  supper,  and  an  evening  spent  at 
Anne's,  at  church,  or  perhaps  at  a  show  oa* 
Bridge. 

And  then  came  the  change. 

It  was  on  a  lovely  evening  when  Ann-e  and 
Tom  were  walking  together  along  the  lake- 
shore  that  he  spoke  suddenly. 

"Anne,"  he  said,  "everything  is  so  dull 
around  here;  always  the  same,  getting  up  in 
the  morning,  going  to  the  bank  —  not  a  chance 
of  getting  anywhere,  I've  decided  to  go  to 
the  city  —  and  next  w-eek." 

He  had  not  consulted  her  at  all. 
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"O  Tom,  how  could  you  want  to  leave 
White  Waters  — ■  the  lake,  the  trees,  the  snowy 
hills  in  Manter,  the  old  church  —  everything? 
And  our  friends,  and  especially  Father  Ryan? 
What  a  contrast  to  spend  your  days  practically 
friendless  in  a  strange  city.  Think  it  over, 
•Stay  for  another  month,  anyway,  and  don't 
V  rush  into  it." 

She  sighed.  She  knew  hy  the  set  determina- 
tion of  his  mouth  that  all  advice  would  fall 
on  deaf  ears. 

The  next  week  Avas  a  busy  one  for  Anne. 
Between  a  church  bazaalr  and  her  father's 
rheumatism  she  saw  little  of  Tom,  and  was 
rather  surprised  when  he  came  in  a  week  later 
in  high  spirits  and  told  her: 

''Well,  Anne,"  he  said  in  his  cheery  voice, 
"I'm  off  to-morrow.  I've  secured  a  position. 
It  isn't  just  what  I  could  wish,  but  it  will  do 
for  a  beginning." 

"O  why  do  you  have  to  go?  Can't  you  be 
contented  here?"  began  Anne   disconsolately. 


"Anne,"  reproached  Tom,  "it's  just  for  your 
sake  I'm  going,  to  be  able  to  buy  the  old  Sarwin 
Manor  and  have  it  all  fixed  over;  and  —  we'll 
write  to  each  other  faithfully,  and  I'll  be  home 
at  Christmas  for  a  visit,  anyhow." 

The  last  words  cheered  Anne  considerably, 
an'd  she  tried  to  be  her  old  self  again. 

"You've  just  seen  Father  Ryan,  so  there 
isn't  any  advice  I  can  give  you;  but  you  go 
with  my  blessing,"  she  said. 

Tom  set  out  by  the  early  train  next  morn- 
ing, and  after  a  rather  tiresome  journey  reach- 
ed the  city  on  the  following  day.  He  went  to 
bed  early  that  night,  but  the  rumbling  of  trains 
and  street-cars,  policemen's  whistles,  and  the 
general  noise  of  a  big  city  made  him  heartily 
wish  himself  back  in  the  old  home-town.  He 
was  not  in  the  best  of  humour  when  he  walked 


into  the  office  on  the  next  day,  and  the  cold 
indifference  with  which  he  was  received  did 
not  improve  his  spirits.  He  was  strongly  tempt- 
ed to  take  the  five  o'clock  train  home  that 
afternoon.  While  he  was  walking  dejectedly 
back  to  his  boarding-house  he  heard  somebody 
call  him.  It  was  Dave  CaroU,  an  old  school 
chum. 

"Hello!"  he  said.  "How  is  it  that  you're 
here?  And  how's  everything  back  home ?  You 
look  rather  down.  How  about  joining  us  to- 
night?   We'll  give  you  a  good  time." 

Tom  was  a  little  dubious  about  the  idea  of 
a  good  time  of  this  wayward  son  of  White 
Waters,  but  he  was  too  lonely  to  refuse  any- 
thing that  suggested  company,  and  he  accepted 
at  once. 

It  was  on  that  first  evening  that  he  m-et 
Gloria,  and  her  sophisticated  beauty  forced 
Anne  into  insignificance  in  comparison. 

Two  years  had  passed.  The  correspondence 
between  Tom  and  Anne  had  dwindled  to  no- 
thing; his  visits  home  became  fewer  and  far- 
ther between,  and  finally  the  engagement  was 
tactfully  broken  by  Anne  herself.  Tom  worked 
hard  at  the  office.  He  had  risen  to  the  position 
of  assistant  manager,  and  he  had  a  growing 
bank  account.  He  wished  to  ask  Gloria  to 
marry  him,  but  not  until  he  could  give  her 
the  luxury  to  which  she  was  accustomed,  and 
more.  He  was  now  working  feverishly  to  at- 
tain his  goal.  But  the  way  to  wealth  by  the 
slow  process  of  saving  was  a  long  one.  It  was 
Gloria  herself  who  once  suggested  to  him  that 
the  stock  market  was  a  quicker  way.  And 
Tom  impulsively  put  all  his  savings  into  what 
he  thought  to  be  a  reliable  compan3^  He  was 
absorbed  in  money-making;  he  neglected  his 
religion.     Gloria  was  not  of  his  faith. 

Meanwhile  reproachful  letters  were  reaching 
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him  from  White  Waters,  from  his  father  and 
mother,  and  one  from  Father  Ryan.  But  this 
was  the  only  cloud  on  his  horizon  —  or  he 
thought  so. 

It  was  a  dark  early-fall  morning  and  the 
rain  was  drizzling  down  when  Tom,  glancing 
hastily  on  his  way  to  the  office  at  the  latest 
reports,  learned  that  his  stock  was  off  the 
market.  The  thought  stunned  him.  He  re- 
fused to  believe  it;  it  was  some  horrible  night- 
mare. Then  he  heard  the  newsboys  screaming 
it  in  the  streets.  In  a  few  days  he  knew  the 
worst.  All  his  savings  gone  !  He  had  nothing 
in  the  world  but  a  couple  of  hundred  dollars  in 
the  bank  and  his  position.  He  must  begin  all 
over  again. 

W^hen  Gloria  learned  the  facts  she  sympa- 
thized politely,  and  then  quietly  "dropped" 
him.    He  was  no  longer  eligible.    That  was  all. 

His  salary  was  paid  in  advance,  and  he  was 
glad  that  he  had  only  a  month  and  a  half  more 
to  go.  For  he  was  going  home  to  White  Waters. 
An  intense  longing  had  taken  possession  of  him 
for  the  little  town,  the  lake,  the  trees,  the 
church,  his  father  and  mother  —  and  Anne. 
Would  she  ever  forgive  him? 

It  was  Christmas  Eve  and  the  snoW' lay 
like  a  deep  carpet  spread  over  the  earth,  and 
the  moon  shone  down  on  the  trees  heavily  laden 
with  snow.  He  had  not  announced  his  coming. 
He  walked  from  the  station  through  the  quiet 
streets  of  the  little  town,  and,  without  ringing, 
pushed  open  the  front  door  of  his'  father's 
house.  An  inexpressible  peace  came  over  him 
as  he  saw  his  mother  sitting  there  with  Anne. 
Some  neighbour  children  were  amusing  them- 
selves decorating  the  Christmas-tree.  They 
would  all  be  going  to  Midnight  Mass  presently. 
And  he  would  go  with  them.  He  stood  there 
quietly  for  a  moment  enjoying  the  peaceful 
scene  before  him  until  his  mother  and  Anne  saw 


him.  And  then  he  knew  that  here  was  true 
happiness,  and  that  all  his  late  misfortune  was 
but  a  blessing  in  disguise. 

Madeleine  Cunimijis,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


FOR     THE    TEAM. 

"All  aboard!  All  aboard!"  the  roar  of  the 
engine,  the  clang  of  the  bell,  last  farewells  call- 
ed hurriedly  —  and  they  were  off  I  The  renown- 
ed rugby  team  of  Central  College  was  on  its 
way  to  a  royal  battle  with  Morton  University ! 
The  train  became  smaller  and  smaller  to  the 
eyes  of  the  spectators,  until  it  faded  away  in 
the  blue  of  the  horizon,  leaving  behind  only 
a  trail  of  lazy  smoke,  until  it  too  disappeared 
beyond  the  ken  of  human  vision.  / 

Jack  Nelson  turned  slowly  away  from  the 
station  platform,  sick  at  heart.  It  mattered 
little  to  him  that  the  sun  was  shining  and  the 
birds  singing,  and  that  nature  by  her  very  radi- 
ance seem^ed  to  be  in  the  thrall  of  a  holy  joy. 
He  walked  onward,  heedless  of  where  his  steps 
carried  him.  His  head  was  bent  as  if  he  were 
immersed  in  deep  thought,  and  his  feet  were 
scattering  the  leaves  in  every  direction.  His 
whole  appearance  spoke  dejection  —  the  droop 
of  his  head,  the  sag  of  his  should-ers,  and  the 
shuffle  of  his  feet. 

In  the  realm  of  imagination  he  was  speeding 
onward  with  the  departing  train,  in  the  midst 
of  the  laughing  group  of  football  players, 
where  he  rightfully  belonged,  and  where  he  had 
been  so  often  in  the  past.  He  could  hear  their 
very  words;  they  were  probably  diseu.ssing  the 
coming  game,  perhaps  -even  lamenting  his  ab- 
sence. 

With  an  angry  exclamation  he  came  down 
to  earth  and  forced  himself  to  face  realities. 
He,  Jack  Nelson,  the  star  player,  had  been  put 
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off  Central's  team.  The  coach  had  said  that 
he  was  no  longer  worthy  to  play  on  it;  and  it 
was  true ;  he  knew  it.  He  was  looking  facts 
boldly  in  the  face  now,  and  was  surprised  to 
find  that  it  hurt  his  pride  less  than  avoiding 
the  issue.  He  had  ''let  the  team  down"  in 
order  to  cover  himself  with  glory  on  what  seem- 
ed to  be  a  sure  play  —  and  had  failed.  And 
this  not  once  only.  The  coaeh  was  a  hard 
master,  and  now  Jack  was  paying  for  his  folly 
a  price  greater  than  anything  it  could  have 
gained  for  him. 

Jack  Nelson  had  been  the  answer  to  a  team's 
prayer.  They  all  knew  that  without  him  they 
had  slim  chances  of  winning  the  biggest  game 
of  the  year,  and  the  one  in  which  the  difference 
between  victory  and  defeat  meant  the  cham- 
pionship of  the  state.  Jack  reviewed  all  these 
facts  now  in  his  mind,  unprejudiced  in  his  own 
favour,  and  bitterl^^  regretting  the  petty  in- 
stincts that  had  placed  him  in  his  present  posi- 
tion. 

It  had  been  hard  for  him  to  stand  by  and 
watch  the  boys  leave,  but  he  felt  that  he  was 
too  nuich  of  a  coward  to  watch  the  game  that 
would  probably  be  lost  —  and  through  his 
fault.  Already,  however,  he  was  beginning  to 
regret  his  decision;  he  knew  that  it  was  merely 
side-stepping  a  sitiiation  that  he  had  not  the 
courage  to  face.  The  old  adage:  "It  is  never 
too  late  to  mend"  flashed  through  his  mind,  and 
made  him  suddenly  avail  himself  of  that  privi- 
lege supposed  to  be  the  sole  right  of  women. 
lie  straightened  his  shoulders  with  a  new  de- 
cision, held  his  head  high,  and  walked  briskly 
in  the  direction  of  homo.  The  game  was  not 
to  take  place  until  the  next  afternoon.  His 
father  would  easily  lend  him  the  car,  and  he 
could  drive  to  Morton  in  the  morning.  He 
knew  that  it  would  not  be  sporting  to  stay 
away,  and  now  that  he  had  faced  the  truth  and 


swallowed  his  pride,  he  knew  that  he  would 
not  miss  the  game  for  anything  less  drastic 
than  an  earthquake. 

He  spent  a  restless  night,  but  dawn  came 
at  last,  and  finally,  too,  the  time  when  he  was 
speeding  along  the  highv/ay  in  the  family  Ford. 
It  was  a  long  ride,  but  Jack  hoped  to  reach 
Morton  a  little  before  two  o'clock,  the  time 
set  for  the  game.  But  "the  best-laid  schemes 
o'  mice  and  men  gang  aft  a-gley,"  Jack  was 
just  beginning  to  congratulate  himself  upon 
his  good  fortune  when  he  heard  something  that 
sounded  suspiciously  like  a  puncture.  With  a 
sigh  that  did  not  sound  like  one  of  resignation, 
he  climbed  out,  shed  his  hat  and  coat,  rolled 
uj)  his  sleeves,  and  set  to  work. 

Meanwhile,  not  twenty-five  miles  away,  the 
Central  coach,  with  a  great  deal  more  convic- 
tion than  he  felt,  spoke  words  of  advice  and 
encouragement  to  the  team.  They  were  about 
to  go  on  the  field,  and  he  was  doing  his  best 
to  make  them  feel  capable  and  confident  of 
victory  without  Nelson.  He  stressed  the  fact 
that  although  he  was  their  star  player,  he  Avas 
only  one  man,  and  theirs  was  not  a  one-man 
team. 

Still  feeling  doubtful  of  their  powers  Avith- 
out  the  aid  of  Jack  Nelson,  upon  whom  they 
had  become  accustomed  to  rely  for  most  of 
their  goals,  they  left  the  locker-rooms  and  came 
out  upon  the  field  amid  the  cheers  of  the  grand- 
stand. The  team  had  a  good  reputation,  and 
many  would  be  the  disappointed  if  it  did  not 
win  that  day.  The  two  teams  lined  up  for  the 
kick-off;  the  Avhistle  blew  and  the  play  began. 

To  go  back  to  Jack,  Ave  find  him  at  this 
very  moment  mopping  iiis  broAv  and  climbing 
into  the  car  to  resume  his  journey.  Finding 
his  spare  tire  useless,  he  had  Avith  much  diffi- 
culty and  not  a  little  argument  finally  persu- 
aded a  passing  motorist  to  lend  him  one.    This 
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had  taken  up  a  j^neat  deal  of  valuable  time, 
and  by  the  time  he  reached  the  stadium  it  was 
the  second  quarter  of  plaj\  Not  without  some 
perturbation  he  made  his  way  to  the  players' 
bench,  where  he  was  greeted  with  some  sur- 
prise; but  as  the  boys  scented  something  in 
the   air, 'they  made   no   comment. 

Jack  immediately  became  interested  in  the 
game,  but  not  to  the  extent  that  he  could  not 
see  the  coach  eyeing  him  prospectively.  The 
score  was  7-0  in  favour  of  Morton,  and  this 
made  the  Central  players  discouraged.  To  Jack 
things  looked  decidedly  black.  Then  Morton 
scored  another  goal.  This  was  too  much  for 
Jack ;  with  a  leap  he  sprang  from  the  bench 
and  went  to  the  coach.  He  said  he  could  not 
endure  the  suspense  any  longer,  and  begged 
to  be  allowed  to  go  on  to  the  field. 

The  coach,  ever  since  the  beginning  of  the 
game,  had  had  an  uncomfortable  feeling  that 
he  had  been  too  hasty  in  his  judgment  of  what 
wa.s,  after  all,  only  a  momentary  weakness. 
Xot  wishing  to  give  in  too  easily,  however,  he 
grudgingly  granted  the  permission,  feeling  at 
the  same  time  relieved  that  he  had  not  been 
forced  to  ask  Nelson  to  play. 

The  score  was  11-0  at  the  end  of  the  first 
half,  but  Central  was  not  yet  beaten,  and  the 
team  was  determined  to  fight  with  the  best 
that  was  in  them.  Fight  they  did,  and  with 
the  assurance  of  their  star  player  behind  them, 
they  showed  new  zeal  and  confidence.  At  the 
end  of  the  third  quarter  the  score  stood  11-7 
in  Morton's  favour.  Their  team  put  up  a  good 
fight,  and  they  did  not  give  up  the  coveted 
championship  without  a  struggle.  Three  min- 
utes to  play  saw  Morton  still  leading  by  a 
point,  but  in  the  short  time  remaining  Jack 
Nelson  scored  two  sensational  goals  that  raised 
a  din  of  cheering  from  the  grandstand.  But 
the  thought  that  brought  a  glow  of  warmth  to 


the  heart  of  the  boy  was  that  he  had  stood  by 

his  school,  and  i)roved  himself  worthy  of  its 

name. 

Mary  Hayes,  Form   IV. 

Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


TO  A  WHITE  CLOUD. 

Whither  are  you  bound,  white  cloud? 

Why  do  you  sail  away? 
Is  there  nothing  in  our  land 

That  makes  you  want  to  stay? 

Don't  you  love  our  sparkling  waters. 
Our  mountains  topped  with  snow. 

Our  meadows  and  our  cities 
You  gaze  upon  below? 

In  some  country  off  afar 

Is  there  something  more  attractive? 
Or  do  you  just  keep  sailing  on 

Because  you  must  be  active? 

Whither  are  you  bound,  white  eloud? 

Why  do  you  sail  away? 
Is  there  nothing  in  our  land 
That  makes  you  want  to  stay? 

Bernice  Falsey,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


PATIENT  RECOVERED. 

The  ceremony  was  over.  Doctor  Gillis 
had  conferred  the  diplomas,  and  the  graduate- 
nurses  were  saying  good-bj'e  to  the  kindly  old 
head  doctor,  and  hearing  his  fatherly  word  of 
advice  before  they  left  the  protecting  walls  of 
St.  Vincent's  Hospital  on  Long  .sland. 

When  Rose  Delano,  the  loveliest  nurse  in 
St.  Vincent's,  stood  before  him,  the  gruff  old 
surgeon  congratulated  her.  Yet  as  he  watched 
her  receding  figure  Doctor  Gil.  (as  the  under- 
graduates called  him)  could  not  help  wonder- 
ing how  long  she  would  last.     Such  a  prettj', 
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dainty  little  girl!  She  had  surprised  him  by 
entering  the  training-school,  and  her  pluck  in 
standing  the  probation  of  four  years  at  the 
hospital  was  a  wonder  to  him. 

Efficient  and  capable,  no  one  recognized  her 
merits  until  they  saw  her  achievements.  But 
Doctor  Gillis  never  understood  these  nurses; 
at  least  he  always  said  he  did  not. 

Two  months  went  by  before  Rose  received 
her  tirst  case.  Fearing  that  this  period  of  in- 
activity had  lessened  her  skill,  she  entered 
Doctor  Gillis'  otfice  to  find  him  talking  to  a 
military-looking  man.  Both  men  rose,  and 
Doctor  Gillis  introduced  Major  Towner  to  the 
nurse  who  would  care  for  his  son.  Assuring 
the  Major  that  everything  possible  would  be 
done  for  his  son's  welfare  and  comfort,  Doctor 
Gillis  ushered  him  to  the  door.  Then  he  came 
back  to  Rose,  who,  trembling,  awaited  her 
first  "special." 

"Miss  Delano,"  Doctor  Gillis  said,  "I  hate 
to  give  you  this  case;  but  necessity  demand's 
it;  it's  work  for  an  older  woman  —  a  hard- 
hearted veteran."  Seeing  Rose's  dimpled  chin 
rise  in  the  air,  he  smiled  and  continued:  "But 
you  need  experience  like  this.  You'll  do.  But 
it's  a  bad  ease.  Fractured  skull  and  severe 
shock  in  an  embittered  young  man  is  no  case 
for  a  first  'special.'  The  boy  was  injured  in  an 
aeroplane  crash.  His  father  thinks  the  crash 
was  intentional.  You  met  the  father  —  re- 
tired army  officer  of  White  Plains.  The  lad's 
only  religion  seems  to  be  a  hatred  of  Catholi- 
city, and  of  course  he  may  not  pull  through. 
He  is  in  204  coming  out  of  the  ether.  Take 
care  to  keep  him  calm,  and  don't  anger  him." 

When,  after  thanking  the  doctor  for  the 
opportunity.  Rose  noiselessly  entered  204,  the 
patient  waa  uttering  the  usual  groans  and 
mumbled  words,  but  his  features  were  entirely 
covered   by   bandages.        Rose    consulted   the 


chart,  and  then  sat  quietly  by  the  bed  and 
watched  and  prayed.  After  a  fifty-minute  wait 
the  patient  suddenly  attempted  to  sit  up.  Gent- 
ly preventing  this,  Rose  was  checked  by  the 
harsh:  "Who  are  you?  And  where  am  I?" 
Rose  informed  him  that  he  was  in  St.  Vincent's 
Hospital  and  that  she  was  the  nurse  in  attend- 
ance. 

Her  words  brought  a  tirade  upon  her  head 
and  on  that  of  his  father  for  bringing  him  to  a 
"Roman"  institution. 

"Bring  in  your  priest;  I  can't  stop  you 
now,"  were  his  final  angry  words. 

Rose,  rather  than  condemn  the  young  bigot, 
pitied  his  ignorance.  However,  in  the  days 
that  followed,  the  young  nurse  was  called  upon 
to  strain  every  ounce  of  perseverance  and  pati- 
ence to  comply  with  the  exacting  whims  and 
demands  of  this  spoiled  son  of  fortune.  Once, 
when  her  spirit  seemed  broken,  she  went  to  her 
old  friend,  Doctor  Gillis,  who,  heairing  the 
story,  told  her  that  her  nursing  career  depend- 
ed on  her  first  case  and  its  result.  Experience 
is  truly  a  bitter  school,  thought  Rose;  but  she 
set  her  will  to  her  task. 

A  week  from  the  day  of  his  entrance  to  St, 
Vincent 's,  Rob  Towner  was  rid  of  his  bandages. 
His  temper  had  not  been  improved  by  these 
disagreeable  bandages,  and  Rose  was  relieved 
when  they  were  taken  ofi".  But,  on  the  whole, 
he  Avas  more  contented  every  day,  and  now 
when  he  saw  the  young  nurse  upon  whom  he 
had  vented  his  rage  only  a  week  ago,  Rob  felt 
sorry  for  it.  That  so  small  and  so  beautiful 
a  girl  should  devote  her  time  to  crabby  cross 
people  such  as  he,  opened  his  mind  to  the  mean- 
ing of  sacrifice.  There  was  no  contempt  in  the 
tone  he  used  now;  nor  were  his  words  com- 
manding. 

Three  months  later  the   recovered  patient 
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was  baptized  in  the  hospital  chapel,  and  Doctor 
Gillis  was  his  godfather.  Rose  was  a  happy  on- 
looker, and  could  not  help  feeling  proud  of  the 
part  she  had  played  in  his  conversion  and  new 
outlook  on  life,  lie  was  a  boy  again,  not  an 
olnbittered  man. 

And  he  was  to  have  his  reward,  for  a  year 
later  Doctor  Gillis  was  leading  Rose  up  the 
aisle  of  a  little  Catholic  church  where  Rob 
was  waiting  before  the  altar  for  his  bride. 

Virginia  Geraghty,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


"L' ALLEGRO." 

In  "L'Allegro"  (The  Cheerful  Man)  John 
Milton  presents,  for  his  own  contemplation  and 
ours,  a  picture  of  one  of  the  two  paths  which 
seemed  at  that  time  to  open  before  him  —  the 
life  of  a  Courtier  or  that  of  a  Cavalier.  He 
gives  an  Italian  title  to  this  poem,  probably 
because  there  are  no  English  equivalents  which 
are  exactly  applicable  to  his  idea.  To  say  *'A 
Mirthful  Man"  would  suggest  a  character  too 
shallow  or  too  frivolous,  while  the  expression 
"A  Cheerful  Man"  would  fail  to  convey  his 
entire   meaning. 

This  poem  describes  the  pursuits  and  pleas- 
ures of  twelve  hours.  "L'Allegro"  is  introduc- 
ed to  us  at  the  first  peep  of  dawn,  listening  to 
the  cheerful  song  of  the  lark,  the  crowing  of 
the  cocks,  and  the  music  of  the  huntsman's 
horn;  then  the  field-workers  are  observed  at 
their  various  tasks  j  the  landscape,  with  its 
ever-changing  beauties,  delights  the  eye;  the 
humble  castle  — ■  each  contributes  a  picture  to 
the  scene ;  and  when  the  day's  duties  are  at  an 
end,  the  evening  is  spent  in  social  delights,  in 
story-telling,  in  the  reading  of  Johnson's  come- 
dies or  Shakespeare's  "woodnotes  wild,"  or  in 
listening  to  soft  strains  of  music, 


"Untwisting   all    the   chains   that   tie 
The  hidden  soul  of  harmony." 

Thus  the  mirthful  find  their  own  enjoyment 
in  life,  but  the  poet  does  not  .sympathise  with 
these  — ■  the  Cavaliers.  He  allies  himself  with 
the  seriousness  of  Puritanism  rather  than  per- 
mit the  pleasures  of  the  C'avaliers  to  tempt  him 
from  the  plain  path  of  duty. 

The  poem  is  a  lyric  of  nature,  with  a  re- 
flective background  which  the  read-er  mu.st 
discover  for  himself.  Strictly  speaking,  it  is 
not  a  descriptive  poem;  for  "the  charm  of 
nature  poetry  is  not  its  description  —  its  rival- 
ry with  a  painting  of  the  scene ;  it  is  the  sug- 
gestive power  of  objects  to  stimulate  the  ima- 
gination." 

It  is  in  this  quality  that  the  beauty  and 
excellence  of  this  poem  is  chiefly  to  be  foiuul. 

Ida  Mae  Flood,  II.A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


WINTER'S    JOY. 


The  trees  upon  the  hillside 

Are  stalwart,   white   and    bare; 

Their   leaves  have   turned   and    fallen 
And  snow  is  everywhere. 

Down  the  icy  hollows 

Come  the  children  fast. 
Riding  on  their  little  sleighs. 

See  them  as  they  pass. 

0 !  to  be  as  carefree 

As   these   little   children   seem, 
Without  a  single  worry 

To  mar  Life's  happy  dream! 

Marguerite  Landreville,  Form  III. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue.  T'.u'ontiO 
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WHAT  CHRISTMAS  MEANS  TO  ME. 

What  does  Christmas  mean  to  mef  Almost 
more  than  I  can  say.  Immediately  upon  hear- 
ing the  word  "Christmas,"  my  heart  thro'bs, 
and  a  thousand  beautiful  memories  run  through 
my  mind.  Excitement,  happiness,  good  will 
and  peace  all  flood  my  soul.  For  me,  the  chief 
attraction  on  this  day  is  the  five  o'clock  Mass. 
Outside,  everything  is  dark  and  silent,  while 
within  thousands  of  homes,  all  is  alive  and  stirr- 
ing. The  joyous  day  has  come,  the  birthday  of 
Our  Lord  and  King !  All  are  preparing  for  the 
Christmas  Mass — from  Dad  to  the  youngest. 
Finally  they  are  all  ready,  and  by  twos  they 
come  out,  treading  along  in  the  soft  snow.  All 
is  beautifully  silent  and  the  stars  are  out. 
Little  by  little  the  path  to  church  is  filled  with 
happy  people  nodding  and  calling  "Merry 
Christmas"  to  one  another.  Soon  the  dark 
form  of  the  church  is  seen  and  through  the 
large  stained-glass  windows  the  light  comes 
streaming  out.  The  church  is  filled  and  we 
hear  the  sweet  strains  of  "Silent  Night,  Holy 
Night."  The  altars  are  bright  with  poinsettia 
and  the  organ  bursts  forth  in  joyful  sound. 
When  the  priest  sings  "Gloria  in  Excelsis 
Deo,"  the  choir  replies,  "Et  in  Terra  Pax 
Hominibus,  bonae  voluntatis,"  amid  the  ring- 
ing of  bells.  What  profound  joy !  Once  again 
the  priest  tells  the  simple  and  loving  story  of 
how  the  angels  brought  tidings  of  the  birth 
of  the  Saviour  to  the  shepherds  on  the  hillside. 
At  the  solemn  moment  of  Consecration,  as  the 
Host  is  raised  aloft,  and  the  hearts  and  heads 
of  all  are  bowed  in  deepest  adoration  for  their 
new-born  King,  only  the  soft  chime  of  bells 
breaks  the  silence.  Then  the  golden  chalioe  is 
elevated.  "My  Lord  and  My  God!" — and  the 
chimes  sound  once  again.  When  the  time 
comes  to  receive  the  Infant  King,  every  one 
welcomes  Him  into  their  hearts.    "Ecce  Agnus 


Dei."    At  the  end  of  Mass  we  receive  God's  own 
blessing  and  depart  in  peace. 
Who  wouldn't  be  happy? 
It  is  still  dark  outside,  and  in  the  east  the 
radiant  morning-star  is  shining  like  the  guid- 
ing star  of  Bethlehem.     Throughout  the  day 
there  is  a  spirit  of  happiness.     Families  meet 
and  little  children  run  to  receive  their  gifts. 
"Merry  Christmas,  every  one!" 
This  is  what  Christmas  means  to  me. 
Loretto  Mclntyre, 
President  Senior  Class, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlaw.n,  Chicago. 


Contributions  of 'Cercle  Francais*' 

Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago 
L'HIVER. 

Voici  I'hiver  avec  ses  jours  glaces  et  tristes. 
Le  vent  souffle  dans  le  vallon  desert  et  retentit 
dans  les  hauts  arbres.  En  voyant  la  terre 
couverte  de  neige,  on  se  demande  ou  sont  les 
choses  vivantes.  Le  soleil  perce  a  peine  la 
brume  epaisse.  L'oiseaa  eperdu  ne  sait  ou  se 
refugier.  Les  families  pauvres  souffrent  du 
froid  et  de  la  faim.  La  vieille  femme  qui  ap- 
porte  le  bois  est  suivie  d'un  enfant  qui  dit, 
"J'ai  froid,  j'ai  faim!"  L'hiver  a  pourtant  ses 
joies  pour  un  grand  nombre,  mais  pour  les 
pauvres  d'entre  nous  l'hiver  est  le  temps  de 
I'epreuve,  et  les  riches  devraient  le )  aider. 
Gertrude  Boudreau,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


PETIT  JESUS. 

Petit  Jesus,  je  vous  adore, 

Ah,  remplissez  mon  coeur  d'amour. 
Petit  Jesus,  je  vous  adors, 

Oh,  remplissez  mon  coeur  d'amour. 
Mary  White,  Third  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodla\vii,  Chicago. 
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BERCEUSE. 

Petit   enfant,    quoi !    tu   sommeilles; 

Je  viens  te  mettre  dans  ton  lit 
l)e  peiir  (|ue  tu  ne  te  reveilles: 

C'est  ta  maman  qui  te  le  dit. 

Petit  tenfant,  deja  la  brume 

S'etend  autour  de  la  maison ; 
II  faut  dormier  quand  vient  la  lune, 

N'est-il  pas  vrai,  petit  mignon? 

Aileen  Larkin,  Third  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


L'ANGE  DE  NOEL. 


C'etait  le  veille  de  Noel  et  le  docteur  et  sa 
femme,  Monsieur  et  Madame  Renault,  atten- 
daient  St.  Nicolas  avec  leurs  petiis  enfants, 
Jieanne  et  Pierre.  Miais  avant  que  St.  Nicolas  ne 
vint,  quelqu'un  fit  appeller  le  docteur  pour  un 
pauvre  malade.  Le  Docteur  Renault  partit  tout 
de  suite  parce  que  ses  pauvres  I'aiment,  et  qu'il 
aimait  ses  pauvres.  Comme  il  retournait  en 
traversant  le  fleuve  gele,  la  glace  s'est  fendue, 
et  le  docteur  s'est  noye. 

Les  annees  passaient  et  Mme.  Renault,  bien 
que  pauvre,  avait  toujours  un  arbre  de  Noel. 
Cette  annee  on  avail  nn  petit  arbre  comme 
d'habitude,  mais  a  peine  y  avait-il  quelque  chose 
a  manger.  La  mere  et  les  enfants  s'efforcaient 
d'etre  gais,  mais  ils  se  turent  quand  quelqu'un 
frappa  a  la  porte.  Pierre,  qui  avait  maintenant 
dix  ans,  ouvrit  la  porte  et  il  vit  une  jeune  fille 
des  plus  belles.  Elle  lui  dit,  "Je  vous  ai  ap- 
porte  des  noix,"  et  elle  donna  a  Jeanne  et  a 
Pierre  une  noix  d'or.  Quand  elle  fut  partie, 
ils  remarquerent  qu'ils  pouvaient  ouvrir  les 
\  noix.  Quelle  fut  leur  surprise  quand  ils  trou- 
verent  dans  chaque  noix  une  piece  de  cent 
francs ! 


Tons  les  ans  ceci  se  re])eta  jusqu'a  ce  (jue 
Jean  devint  assez  grand  pour  faire  vivre  sa 
mere  et  sa  soeur.  On  nomma  la  belle  benefac- 
trice  "I'Ange  de  Noel." 

Savez-vous  quel  etait  leur  "Ange  de  Noel?" 
C'etait  la  fille  du  pauvre  homme  que  le  Doc- 
teur Renault  avait  soigne  avant  sa  mort.  Son 
p^re  s'etait  gueri  et  il  etait  devenu  riche.  La 
fille,  apprenant  que  la  famille  du  docteur  qui 
avait  sauve  la  vie  a  son  pere  avait  besoin  de 
secours,  les  aida  tout  de  .suite,  mais  la  famille 
Renault  ne  sut  jamais  qui  c'etait  qui  les  avait 
secourus. 

Margaret  Bodner,  Fourth  Y^ar, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


UN  PETIT  GARCON  COURAGEUX. 

Que  le  temps  pa.s.se  vite !  Seulement  quel- 
ques  jours  nous  restent  avant  que  Noel  arrive 
de  nouveau,  Mais  cette  saison,  qui  appo.rte 
tant  de  joLes,  amene  pour  i)lusieurs  de  vives 
douleurs.  La  pensee  s'envole  vers  une  eertaine 
famille  malheureuse. 

Pauvre  mere!  Comme  elle  doit  souffrir  de 
ne  pouvoir  faire  pour  ses  chers  enfants  ce  que 
son  pauvre  canir  d'esire.  II  n'y  a  pas  tres 
longtemps  que  l-e  cher  pere  est  parti  pour 
I'eternite,  laissant  a  la  mere  le  soin  des  trois 
enfants.  Ceux-ci  ne  se  doutent  pas  de  la  situa- 
tion oil  leur  pauvre  mere  se  trouve  actuellement 
et  la  mere  elle-meme  a  trop  de  courage  pour 
dire  aux  enfants  qu'il  n'y  aura  pas  pour  eux 
de  St.  Nicolas  cette  anno-e. 

Les  trois  petits  sont  ensemble ;  ils  cherchent 
dans  les  livres  I'image  des  jouets  auxquels  ils 
revent  depuis  longtemps. 

Antoinette  s'ecrie,  "Moi,  je  voudrais  une 
grande,  grande  poupee  comme  celle-ci." 

Ijc  petit  Jean  indique  du  doigt  un-e  automo- 
bile.   Jacques,  I'aine,  qui  commence  a  compren- 
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dre  leur  situation,  se  fait  tout  a  coup  une  idee. 
Quoi  qu'il  arrive,  la  petite  soeur  et  le  petit  frere 
n'auront  pas  les  mains  vides  le  grand  jour  de 
Noel. 

Le  lendemain,  sans  rien  dire  a  sa  mere,  il 
va  partout  eherchant  du  travail.  Enfin  ii 
trouve  dans  une  petite  boutique  I'emploi  de 
livreur  de  paquets.    , 

II  met  tout  son  cceur  dans  son  travail;  il 
fait  des  efforts  qui  le  fatiguent.  De  plus,  en 
eette  veille  de  Noel,  la  n-eige  se  met  a  tomber 
furieusement.  Vers  la  fin  de  la  journee,  et 
comme  il  livre  le  dernier  de  ses  petits  paquets, 
Jean  se  sent  devenir  tres  mal.  La  faim  et  le 
froid  le  torturent.  Son  grand  courage  seul  le 
maintient  debout,  et  la  pensee  de  sa  mere  et  de 
ses  cadets  remplissent  son  coeur. 

Mais  en  arrivant  enfin  a  sa  destination,  Jean 
s'aft'aisse.  Une  vieille  dame  tres  riche  le 
trouve,  et  lui  fait  conter  son  histoire.  EUe  en 
est  tellement  emue  qu'elle  se  charge  de  le  tirer 
de  sa  peine. 


Le  lendemain,  au  grand  jour  de  Noel,  la 
famille  etonnee  trouve  une  foule  de  choses 
auxquelles  on  avait  reve.  Charmc,  le  petit 
Jean  s'ecrie,  ''Qui  dit  que  St.  Nicolas  n'existe 
pas?" 

Martha  Smet,  Fo^urth  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


NOEL. 

11  y  a  mille  neuf  cent  trente  et  un  ans  que 
le  petit  Jesus  est  venu  sur  la  terre  pour  rendre 
heureux  le  coeur  des  hommes  et  pour  leur  ap- 
porter  Tespoir  qu'ils  avaient  longtemps  perdu. 

II  s'est  humilie  et  II  est  venu  en  petit  enfant 
dans  une  etable  pres  de  Bethlehem. 

Remercians-le  a  Noel  pour  tout  ce  qu'Il  a 
fait  pour  nous,  et  ne  L'oublions  pas  dans  le  Ta- 
bernacle pendant  Tannee  nouvelle. 

Katherine  Murphy,  Third  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


THE  BEAUTY  OF  THE  NORTH 


What  more  enjoyable  outing  could  one 
have  than  hiking  in  the  early  fall  through 
overgrown  forest,  preferably  through  the  syl- 
van splendors  leading  to  Taquamenon  Falls, 
about  seventy  miles  from  the  Sault? 

I  am  very  much  attracted  by  the  beauty  of 
this  huge  woodland.  The  ground  beneath  the 
large  spruce  and  pine  trees  is  covered  with 
cones  and  pine-needles  that  crackle  and  give 
warning  to  the  birds  and  animals  that  an  in- 
truder is  breaking  in  on  their  secret  home. 
Farther  on  I  come  upon  a  little  stream  that 
bubbles  over  rocks,  and  winds  its  undeter- 
mined course  wherever  it  is  possible  to  pass 
along  the  bottom  of  the  ravine.    Its  source  is 


unknown  to  me.  Where  it  goes  is  what  I  want 
to  find  out.  The  gurgling  sound  seems  to  tell 
me  to  follow. 

Walking  along  the  bank,  I  see  great  trees, 
covered  with  moss  and  other  growth,  showing 
the  ravages  of  decay,  fallen  across  the  stream, 
and  in  the  end  serving  a  purpose  by  adding  to 
its  beauty.  Still  farther  on  is  a  vast  root  from 
a  tree  extended  out  into  the  path  of  the  on- 
coming stream  as  if  to  try  to  stop  it,  but  the 
water  leaps  over  it  and  continues  its  stately 
course  to  its  seemingly  unknown  destination. 

After  a  few  miles  of  these  beautiful  sights    , 
and  queer  tricks  Mother  Nature  plays  on  some 
of  the  trees,  I  notice  that  the  stream  is  getting 
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very  wide  and  quite  impossible  to  cross.  The 
outlet,  I  think,  must  be  very  near.  I  hurry 
down  the  winding  bank  and  suddenly  halt  in 
wonder  and  amazement.  Before  me  lies  a  mar- 
vel of  marvels  in  the  stream  I  had  begun  to  call 
my  own — Taquamenon  Falls !  A  sight  one  could 
think  possible  only  in  a  dream!  With  the  red, 
gold  and  lavender  .  of  the  trees  for  a  back- 
ground, this  spot  has  all  the  enchantment  of  a 
magic  garden. 

Tons  of  water  roll  over  those  immense 
rocks  and  break  over  logs  that  are  caught  in 
that  ever-flowing  torrent  of  power. 

How  my  heart  wells  up  with  praise  and 
admiration  for  the  Creator,  of  Whose  beauty 
this  is  but  a  faint  reflection. 

Mary  O'Connor,  '32, 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


NIGHTFALL. 


As  I  sit  in  my  favorite  armchair  beside  an 
open  fireplace  in  a  dreamy,  thoughtful  mood, 
my  eyes  wander  to  the  window.  Outside  night 
is  beginning  to  gather.  Snow  is  falling  lightly 
to  the  ground.  Shadows  are  slowly  creeping, 
blending  all  in  a  velvety  darkness.  Stars  are 
beginning  to  peep  out  one  by  one,  and  the  sky 
is  serenely  beautiful.  The  north  wind  is  whist- 
ling through  the  trees  and  vines.  Distant 
chimes  can  be  faintly  heard.  It  is  the  time 
when  there  is  *'a  pause  in  the  day's  occupa- 
lion."  The  deep  peace  and  warmth  seem  to 
shelter  us  from  the  cold  Avorld,  bringing  us 
closer  to  Ilim  Who  made  us.  It  is  a  time  to 
l)onder  and  thank  God  for  all  He  has  done 
for  us  during  the  day, 

Edith  Comisky,  '32. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


OUR  BLESSED  MOTHER 

Let  us  kneel  at  her  feet  in  the  lowly  dust 
And  enshrine  in  her  heart  our  strongest  trust; 
With  her  pure  love  for  a  guiding  light 
Our  way  will  be  clear  in  the  darkest  night. 
Like  to  her  there  is  no  other, 
Christ's,  and  our  own  Blessed  Mother. 
Bessie  Montero,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


HER  NEW  EXPERIENCE 

"May  I  go,  may  I  go?"  begged  Catherine. 

"Well,  if  you  think  you  can  keep  quiet 
long  enough  for  me  to  catch  a  few  fish." 

"O  good!  Now,  what  shall  I  wear?" 

"Just  something  old,  and  warm.  This  is'nt 
going  to  be  a  dress-up  affair,"  remarked  Tom, 
with  the  superiority  of  an  older  brother. 

"And  what  time  shall  we  leave?"  she  asked 
as  she  turned  to  go  looking  for  some  old 
clothes. 

"Oh,  half -past  six;  and  I  said  half-past 
six,  not  twenty  or  twenty -five  minutes  to 
seven,"  groaned  Tom. 

"I'll  be  ready  by  five,  waiting  for  you." 

And  Catherine  was  ready  and  waiting  at 
five.  At  six  they  set  out.  As  they  came  down 
near  the  river  they  saw  so  many  shacks  that  it 
was  hard  to  make  out  which  one  was  theirs. 
Catherine  walked  ahead  of  Tom  through  the 
narrow  path  and  Avas  glad  she  had  on  big 
boots,  for  the  snow  was  deep. 

When  they  reached  their  shack,  Catherine 
was  surprised  to  find  it  near  the  Canadian 
shore. 

"Are  they  Canadian  fish  or  American?" 
asked  Catherine  teasingly. 

"Well,"  said  Tom,  "if  you  catch  any  — 
which  you  won't,  of  course, — ^they  will  be  Can- 
adian; but  what  I  catch  will  be  American." 
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After  they  were  seated  on  boxes  in  the 
shack,  and  Tom  had  started  a  fire  in  the  oil- 
stove,  they  both  got  their  spears  ready  for 
operations. 

"Now  don't  make  a  sound  or  you'll  scare 
the  fish  away,"  Tom  commanded. 

As  he  made  a  hole  in  the  ice  big  enough  for 
the  two  to  spear  through,  Catherine  could  see 
the  fish  whizzing  by,  but  as  soon  as  he  had 
finished,  the  fish  got  wise  and  there  were  only 
two  or  three  every  five  minutes.  Then  Tom's 
foot  slipped  and  not  a  single  fish  was  seen  for 
about  ten  minutes.  Tom  felt  uneasy.  And  it 
was  warm  in  the  shack. 

"If  I  fall  asleep,  wake  me  up  as  soon  as 
they  start  coming  again,  Sis." 

"All  right,"  said  Catherine. 

She  sat  patiently  waiting  and  figuring  out 
what  she  would  do  if  one  did  come,  for  they 
went  by  like  a  flash. 

"More  will  be  along  soon,"  she  thought. 

Sure  enough  they  came.  Catherine  thrust 
her  spear  down  at  them,  but  with  no  success. 
Again  and  again  she  tried,  but  just  missed. 
Then  she  grew  determined. 

"I'm  going  to  say  a  prayer.  Maybe  that 
will  help  me." 

Then  getting  a  good  hold  on  her  spear,  and 
all  ready  for  the  next  big  fish,  she  tried  again. 
0  could  it  be !  Her  spear  was  jarred.  She 
pulled  it  up  and  there  was  a  big  fish  that 
flapped  off  the  spear  and  hit  Tom  and  Avoke 
him  up.  He  looked  around  to  see  where  he  was. 

"I've  caught  a  fish  — ■  a  fish!"  Catherine 
screamed,  hopping  all  around  and  nearly  fall- 
ing into  the  hole. 

"Well,  Avhat's  the  idea?  Why  didn't  you 
wake  me  up  when  the  fish  started  to  come?" 
asked  Tom. 

"I've  caught  a  fish  —  a  Canadian  fish!" 
Catherine  exulted. 


"Jf  1  hadn't  gone  to  sleep  I  would  have 
had  six  or  seven  American  fish  by  now,"  Tom 
proudlj'  boasted. 

"Let  us  start  home,"  she  burst  out  enlhusi- 
astically.  "It  must  be  eight  o'clock,  and  1 
want  to  tell  Mother  and  Dad  about  my  experi- 
ence before  they  go  to  bed!" 

Home  they  went,  Catherine  all  excited,  Tom 
still  sleepy,  and  somewhat  less  superior. 

Julia  Dorgan,  ':{2. 
Ijoretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


JACK    FROST. 


Jack  Frost   has  come,   and  over-night 
Has  painted   our  windo.vs   snowy  white. 
He's   dusted   the   pumpkins   and   touched    the 

leaves. 
Making  gaunt  ghosts  of  all  the  trees. 
He  has  painted  the  sumac  a  flaming  red. 
While  sleepy  children  were  tucked  in  bed. 
Then  Old  Man  Sun  peeps  forth  with  the  day, 
And  chases  Jack  Frost  in  haste  away. 
But  it's  too  late,  he  has  had  his  fun. 
And  King  W^inter's  reign  has  well  begun. 

Harriet  Armstrong,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


JANUARY. 


January  comes  with  its  ice  and  snow 

And  our  favorite  sports  once  more. 
And  off  we  go  to  skate  and  ski 

As  we  have  many  times  before. 
Tobogganing,  too,  is  the  best  of  fun. 

And  down  the  hills  we   coast. 
Laughing  and  singing,  when  school  is  done- 

O,  what  a  merry  host ! 

Elizabeth  Paquette,   '32. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Each  (lay  I  give  my  thanks  to  God 

For  all  life's  happy  hours, 
Faith,  health,  and  truest  happiness 

In   friendship   like   to   ours. 

What  treasure  equals  a  true  friend? 

'Tis  God's  greit  gift  divine. 
God  make  me  ever  worthy 
Of  you,  O  friend  of  mine ! 

Cecilia  Forrest,  '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


THEIR    LITTLE    PRAYER. 

"Let's  go  to  bed  early," 

Said  Willie  to  Ned. 
"So  when  Santa  Claus  comes 

We'll  both  be  in  bed." 

So  tip-toeing  softly. 

Upstairs  they  went, 
At  their  own  will — 

Not  because   they   were   sent. 

"This  year  Santa's  poor. 

You  know  Mamma  said. 
And   perhaps   he   can't   come   'round," 

Said  Willie  to  Ned. 

"Now,  won't  that  be  awful 

If  he  cannot  come? 
Just  think  of  the  children 

Who  won't  have  any  fun." 

With  that,  down  on  their  knees 

The  two  children  got, 
"Now,  you  bedin',  Willie," 

Said  Ned,  the  wee  tot. 

And  thus  Willie  began 

For  the  two  little  boys: 
"Please  God,  give  old  Santa 

A  whole  bunch  of  toys. 


"So  that  all  th*  poor  children 

This  year  can  be  glad, 
And  wake  up  to-morrow 

Happy,  not  sad." 

Then  Neddie  piped  in  : 

"Tell  Santa  Claus,  too, 
That  for  Willie  and  me 

Just  one  toy  will  do. 

"  'Cause  we  still  have  a  few 
And  those  children  have  none; 

So  don't  worry  'bout  us. 

We'll  be   sat'sfied  with   one." 

Then  they   hopped   into   bed, 

And  in  a  short  while. 
Each  one  was  asleep 

And  each  face  wore  a  smile. 

And  over  their  sleep 
And  the  prayer  they  had  said. 
Watched  the  guardian  angels 
Of  Willie  and  Ned. 

Alma  Eberl. 
Sedley,  Sask. 


NEW  YEAR. 


Hail  to  the  New  Year, 

Bright  and  cheery; 
Things  of  the  past  year 

Are  aged  and  dreary. 

Now  for  resolutions 
For  a  good  New  Year, 

Now  for  our  dear  "Loretto" 
A  glad  and  hearty  cheer! 

ICva  Wooden  and  Bernice  Bradden, 
Form  II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 
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HOLY   NIGHT. 

That  country  homestead  was  a  picturesque 
scene  for  the  admirable  occurrence  that  took 
place  there  on  the  holiest  night  of  all  the  year. 


It  was  the  twenty-third  of  December,  and 
the  snow  fell  thick  and  fast.  The  trees  and 
the  roofs  of  the  houses  were  covered  and  the 
roads  almost  lost  in  the  drifts. 

That  country-home  was  fairly  large,  with 
a  spacious  lawn  in  front  of  it.  At  the  back, 
to  the  right  of  the  house,  was  a  stable  where 
the  horses  and  cows  were  kept.  In  the  centre 
of  the  stable  was  an  empty  space,  and,  to  the 
left  and  right,  stalls  for  the  cows  and  horses. 
From  the  ceiling  on  either  side  hung  a  large 
lantern  flickering  in  the  dark.  Beyond  the 
stable  stood  an  orchard,  and  further  back,  to 
the  left,  the  country  woods.  To  the  right  lay  a 
hay-field,  now  a  vast  sheet  of  snoAV.  Opposite 
the  front  of  the  house,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
road,  the  ground  rose  slightly.  Bushes  and 
many  trees  grew  along  there.  Altogether  the 
house  and  its  surroundings  made  an  ideal  set- 
ting for  the  exquisite  scene  that  was  to  be 
enacted  there. 


"No;  it  will  be  impossible  for  us  to  go  to 
Midnight  Mass  at  St.  Mary's  to-morrow  now 
that  the  roads  are  blocked,  and  Browny  has 
gone  lame  after  his  fall."  Browny  was  one 
of  the  horses. 

The  children  sighed  as  Mr.  Morton  made 
this  announcement  at  the  supper-table.  Each 
Christmas  they  were  accustomed  to  go  to  Mid- 
night Mass  at  St.  Mary's  Church,  eleven  miles 
away.  For  them  it  was  the  event  of  the  year. 
Mrs.  Morton  saw  the  look  of  disappointment 
on  their  young  faces. 


'*We  are  going  to  put  our  Crib,  with  the 
Statue  of  the  Infant  Jesus  in  it,  in  our  stable 
this  year,"  she  said.  ''It  will  be  in  the  vacant 
space  in  the  centre.  Jesus,  Our  King,  was  born 
in  a  stable,  you  know." 

But  this  did  not  appeal  to  the  children. 
They  preferred  to  go  to  St.  Mary's  Church. 
Their  disappointment  lessened  their  usual 
joyous  Christmas  spirit. 

There  were  six  children  in  the  Morton 
family.  Margaret,  the  eldest,  was  twelve; 
then  there  were  Julia,  Norah,  Mary,  and  Jose- 
phine, the  youngest,  aged  four.  Little  John 
was  the  only  boy. 

It  was  nine  o'clock,  and  the  children  were 
off  to  bed.  The  four  older  girls  slept  in  one 
large  room.  To-night  the  subject  of  Christmas 
returned,  and  they  discussed  it  from  every 
point  of  view.  They  chatted  of  presents  and 
toys  and  the  Crib  in  the  stable  that  Mother 
and  Father  were  going  to  make. 

"It  won't  seem  much  like  Christmas  without 
Midnight  Mass,  will  it?"  Julia  questioned. 

"No,"  the  others  agreed. 

"But  we  can  imagine  ourselves  as  kings  and 
shepherds  and  bring  gifts  too,"  replied  Mar- 
garet. 

"0  yes!"  cried  Mary  gleefully.  "We  can 
dress  like  them  too.  Then  it  will  be  more 
like  the  stable  at  Bethlehem,  with  the  kings 
and  shepherds  adoring  Our  Lord.  Even  the 
cows  and  horses  will  be  there.  And  there's 
the  trunk  of  old  clothes  up  in  the  attic,  too." 

This  roused  the  little  group.  Each  brilliant 
idea  suggested  another,  and  the  conversation 
rambled  on  and  on.  Finally  it  was  agreed  that 
as  a  surprise  for  their  parents  they  should 
dress  as  kings  and  shepherds,  and  then  go  to 
visit  the  Infant  in  the  stable. 

"And  Margaret,"  added  Norah,  "you  write 
some  of  your  poems  and  we'll  learn  them  and 
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recite  them  to  the  Infant  Jesus  when  we  give 
Him  our  gifts." 

So  the  question  was  settled,  and  tliey  soon 
fell  asleep  dreaming  of  pleasant  things. 

On  the  following  day  the  children  were  up- 
stairs, busy  —  extraordinarily  busy.  Margaret 
sat  in  a  corner  composing  her  ''poems."  The 
others  scurried  about  to  find  suitable  costumes. 
Even  John  and  Josephine,  the  youngest  child- 
ren, helped.  They  kept  their  secret.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Morton,  busy  downstairs  with  all  the 
Christmas  preparations,  paid  no  attention  to 
them. 

In  the  evening  Mrs.  Morton  sent  them  to  put 
on  their  wraps  to  go  to  the  stable. 

"We  are  going  out  first,"  she  said.  **You 
stay  here  until  we  come  for  you." 

The  children  scrambled  up  the  stairs, 
stumbling  as  they  did  so.  They  were  glad  to 
havo  the  opportunity  of  putting  on  their  cos- 
tumes at  last.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mor- 
ton were  adding  finishing  touches  in  the  stable. 
There  before  them,  against  a  background  of 
three  small  trees  arranged  in  a  semi-circle,  was 
the  Crib  and  the  figure  of  the  Infant  Child 
lying  amid  straw  and  hay.  But  they,  too, 
longed  to  go  to  St.  Mary's  on  that  holy  night. 
Everything  completed,  they  knelt  down  to 
pray.  Almost  instantly  the  door  behind  them 
opened  and  the  "kings"  and  "shepherds"  en- 
tered. The  parents  looked  astonished  but  said 
nothing. 

Indeed,  it  was  a  realistic  picture  —  the 
trees,  the  Crib,  and  the  Child  lying  amid  straw 
and  hay.  The  mother  and  father  kneeling  on 
either  side  of  the  Crib  represented  the  Virgin 
Mary  and  St.  Joseph,  her  spouse,  the  children 
thought.  And  they  themselves  closely  re- 
sembled the  traditional  shepherds  and  wise 
men.  From  one  of  the  stalls  a  cow  stretched 
her  long  neck  to  grasp  a  wisp  of  hay  from  the 


manger-bed.    And  the  dim  light  of  the  lanterns 

cast  a  reddish  glow  over  the  angelic  scene. 
The  "kings"  approached  softly  and  said: 

"Dear  Babe,  in  childish  play 
We  come  to  You  to-day ; 
Like   the    kings  and  shepherds   of   old 
We    bring    our    gifts    as    myrrh    and    gold." 

The  first  shepherd  began  in  his  turn: 

"I  am  the  youngest  shepherd,  you  know, 
So  I  bring  my  horn  for  You  to  blow," 

Then  Mary,  also  a  .shepherd,  added  in  her 
sweet  little  voice : 

"Here  are  the  candies  in  Advent  1  craved, 
But  for  You,  dear  Jesus,  Our  King,  I  saved." 

Each  of  the  children  in  turn  presented  a 
gift.  Then  they  stood  around  and  sang  "0 
Holy  Night."  At  the  chorus  the  parents  joined 
them  : 

"Fall  on  ijmir  knees,  0  hear  the  angel  voices! 
0  night  divine,  0  night  when  Christ  was  horn! 
0  night  divine,  O  ni{fht,  0  night  divine!" 

Then  the  spell  was  broken.  Before  the 
parents  could  find  words,  the  children  began 
with  their  lengthy  explanations,  and  of  course 
all  spoke  at  once.  Then  they  were  all  seated 
in  a  happy  group  around  the  crib,  and  they 
conversed  of  Christmas  with  all  its  graces  aJid 
blessings. 

Mr.  Morton  noticed  that  the  children  were 
growing  tired.  There  was  a  low  whinny  from 
Browny's  stall. 

"Time  for  bed  now,  children,"  spoke  the 
father.  "We'll  all  go  back  to  the  house.  But 
first  let  me  take  a  last  look  at  poor  Browny 
before  we  leave." 

He  Avalked  over  to  the  stall  to  make  the 
sick  horse  comfortable  for  the  night.  Presently 
he  looked  up  dumbfounded. 
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**What  has  happened?"  Mrs.  Morton  asked, 

''The  leg  is  perfectly  healed,"  he  replied. 
"Brownie  is  well."  He  examined  the  leg 
closely  again. 

"That  cannot  be  .  .  .  ."  They  crowded 
around  to  see. 

"Yes,  it  is!  Yes,  it  is!  We  can  go  to  St. 
Mary's  after  all!"  the  children  cried. 

But  before  Mr.  Morton  had  time  to  speak 
the  children  were  back  to  the  house  again  and 
getting  ready. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  the  team  was 
harnessed  and  the  big  sleigh  was  gliding  over 
the  snow.  They  heard  the  faint  peals  of  St. 
Mary's  bells  sounding  in  the  distance  to  sum- 
mon the  midnight  worshippers. 

Could  it  be  explained  in  any  human  way, 
or  Avas  it  a  miracle  to  reward  the  faith  and 
longing  of  simple  little  children  and  their  par- 
ents on  the  holiest  night  of  all  the  year? 

Emily  del  Negro,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE    ROYAL    WINTER    FAIR. 

The  Royal  Winter  Pair  was  established  in 
1921  by  a  few  far-sighted  men  of  the  City  of 
Toronto,  with  the  co-operation  of  the  provincial 
government.  It  was  primarily  established  as 
a  provincial  affair  to  create  new  interest  in 
agriculture  throughout  Ontario.  From  the  be- 
ginning it  won  the  approval  of  the  people,  and 
is  now  of  international  importance. 

Mr.  E.  M.  Carroll,  a  Catholic  citizen  of  Tor- 
onto and  a  form-er  President  of  the  fair,  Avas 
instrumental  in  putting  it  on  a  sound  financial 
basis,  and  is  largely  responsible  for  its  pre- 
sent success.  In  1924  the  Prime  Minister  of 
Ontario,  the  Honourable  Howard  Ferguson,  told 


Mr.  Carroll  that  the  fair,  although  only  three 
years  old,  had  become  such  a  success  and  so 
popular  with  all  classes  of  the  people,  that  the 
government  felt  the  necessity  of  doing  every- 
thing in  its  power  to  co-operate  with  the  presi- 
dent and  directors. 

The  Coliseum,  a  massive  building  in  which 
this  magnificent  fair  is  held,  occupies  the  east- 
ern end  of  p]xhibition  Park,  the  home  of  our 
widely-known  Canadian  National  Exhibition. 
The  flower  show,  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the 
exhibits,  greets  the  visitor  as  he  enters  this 
vast  Coliseum.  Exquisite  and  luxuriant  roses, 
carjiations  and  chrysanthemums,  ferns  and  pot- 
ted plants  present  a  blaze  of  colour.  Great 
baskets  of  red  roses  reflecting  their  beauty  in 
mirrored  walls,  interspersed  by  smaller  baskets 
of  yellow  and  pink  blooms,  are  the  centre  of 
attraction  throughout  the  fair.  This  collection 
includes  specimens  of  nearly  all  the  popular 
and  many  of  the  rarer  varieties.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  surpass  such  a  display. 

The  Winter  Fair  has  proved  an  incentive 
to  farmers  in  all  parts  of  the  Dominion.  The 
keen  competition  has  taught  these  men  to  spend 
months  in  preparation,  and  they  justly  take 
pride  in  exhibiting  their  prize  products.  The 
grfiin-raising  provinces  distinguish  themselves 
annually  by  a  striking  display  of  Avheat  and 
other  grain  both  before  and  after  thrashing, 
each  exhibit  under  the  name  of  the  province 
in  Avhich  it  was  cultivated. 

The  miniature  model  farms  and  farm-houses 
are  very  realistic,  and  demonstrate  the  newest 
devices  for  simplifying  farm-work.  This  in- 
duces the  farmers  to  use  the  most  modern  im- 
plements, and  thereby  produce  better  results. 

All  breeds  of  cattle  are  exhibited,  and  are 
housed  in  the  most  modern  and  well-kept  stalls, 
with  numerous  attendants  to  care  for  them. 
Prize  sheep  and  swine  are  also  on  exhibition. 
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The  handsomely  -  appointed  new  horse 
stables  were  in  use  for  the  first  time  this  year. 
Here  are  to  be  seen  champion  military  mounts 
from  England,  the  Irish  Free  State,  France, 
the  United  States  and  Canada.  Many  beauti- 
ful saddle-  and  harness-horses,  as  well  as  many 
heavy  and  light  draught-horses  are  also  housed 
here. 

The  outstanding  attraction  of  the  lloyal 
Winter  Fair  is  the  ring  performance,  to  which 
the  dexterity  and  perfection  of  the  riders  draws 
a  capacity  audience.  Here  the  representatives 
of  the  various  countries  vie  Avith  each  other 
for  supremacy  in  the  numerous  events.  Chief 
of  these  is  the  high  jump,  which  arouses  the 
greatest  interest  and  enthusiasm  in  the  specta- 
tors. When  the  horse,  as  nervous  and  sensitive 
as  a  human  being,  nears  the  jump,  there  is  a 
breathless  hush,  a  tenseness  absent  from  all 
other  sports.  The  skill  with  which  the  riders 
take  their  horses  over  the  jump  is  exceptional, 
and  some  of  the  most  able  riders  take  part  in 
this  exhibition.  This  year  the  high  jump  was 
Avon  by  Lieutenant  Cleland  of  the  Canadian 
Army  Corps.  The  musical  ride  presented  night- 
ly by  the  Royal  Canadian  Dragoons  is  an  ad- 
mirable spectacle  deserving  of  the  highest 
praise.  One  would  have  to  be  present  at  this 
magnificent  feat  in  order  to  appreciate  the 
almost  human  intelligence  with  which  the 
horses  perform.  This  year  the  Irish  officers 
won  the  Howard  Ferguson  Challenge  Trophy, 
Avhich  was  presented  to  them  by  Sir  William 
Mulock.  Their  victory  was  largely  due  to  their 
daring,  and  on  the  night  of  the  event  theirs 
was  the  most  popular  team  with  the  audience. 
The  Winter  Fair  does  much  to  ])romote  true 
sportsmanship.  It  makes  people  realize,  for 
perhaps  the  first  time,  the  true  meaning  of  the 
word.  It  incites  a  love  of  fair  play  and  a 
friendly  rivalry  among  the  owners  and  riders 


of  the  splendid  animals  that  compete  in  the 
various  events.  The  popularity  of  this  great 
fair  is  attested  by  the  fact  that  the  attendance 
and  number  of  contestants  is  increasing  annu- 
ally, and  the  Royal  Winter  Fair  —  now  known 
the  world  over  —  is  already  a  valuable  asset 
to  the  City  of  Toronto. 

Mary  McCarthy,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


MARY'S     CHRISTMAS. 

Three  little  girls  walking  home  along  the 
dark  road  that  led  through  their  town  were 
asking  one  another  what  each  wanted  for 
Christmas.  One,  the  only  child  of  a  i)oor 
widow,  said  that  there  were  many  things  she 
wanted  :  some  wood  for  mama's  fire,  som'e  warm 
blankets,  and  a  hat  for  her  chum  Hilda,  who 
Avas  Avearing  her  brother's  old   cap. 

NoAV  in  that  same  toAvn  lived  a  very  rich 
man  Avho  overheard  the  three  little  girls  talk- 
ing. 

"I  Aviish  I  could  find  a  nice  purse-full  of 
money.  People  are  always  carrying  purses 
full  of  money !"  exclaimed  Hilda. 

"I  would  like  to  do  something  kind  for 
someone,"  said  Mary,  the  AvidoAv's  child.  Her 
little  heart  and  mind  Avere  ahvays  full  and 
sometimes  overfloAving  Avith  good  and  kind 
thoughts  for  others. 

On  the  road  she  saAv  something.  She  ran 
forAvard  and  picked  it  up.  It  Avas  a  little  bird. 
It  had  hurt  its  leg  and  Aving,  and  could  neither 
fly  nor  hop.  She  took  it  home,  much  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  others,  Avho  laughed  at  her 
for  her  silly  deed.  Her  mother  Avas  delighted, 
and  when  she  had  given  Mary  her  supper  she 
gave  the  bird  some,  too. 

TAvice  did  Mary  think  she  saw  someone  at 
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the  door,  and  her  mother  h)oked  out,  but  could 
see  no  one.  She  put  the  bird  in  a  basket  be- 
side the  fire  and  went  to  bed  herself. 

In  the  morning  the  bird  was  gone ! 

' '  Oh !  It  must  have  been  a  fairy  bird,  for 
who  could  have  left  all  these  things  I  asked  for 
lasst  night  when  I  was  taking  to  Betty  and 
Hilda?" 

There  on  the  table  lay  a  basket  of  Christmas 
goodies  and  the  warm  blankets,  and  in  the 
yard  a  pile  of  wood  for  mama's  fire.  Best  of  all 
Avas  the  hat  for  Hilda. 

No  one  knows  but  the  man  himself  who 
Avorked  for  Mary  the  wonders  of  that  Christ- 
ma!?. 

Patricia  Coyne,  Form  IC. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE    PERFECT    GIFT. 

What  shall  we  offer  the  tender  Avee  Baby, 
Lying  there  looking  so  pure  and  so  SAveet? 

What  shall  we  put  in  His  tiny  white  fingers? 
What  shall  Ave  lay  at  His  dear  little  feet? 

The  manger  is  cold  and  the  straAv  is  uncomfy ; 

His  clothes  aren't  so  Avarni  as  a  baby's  should 

be; 

But  still  He  is  smiling  to  make  Mary  happy. 

To  show  that  He  loves  her,  and  Joseph  — 

and  me. 

He  doesn't  want  gold,  and  He   doesn't  Avant 
riches, 

Or  poAver,  position,  but  something  apart. 
Something  Ave  mean  to  be  His,  and  His  only  — 

And  that  is  the  gift  of  an  untainted  heart. 

Beryl  Black,  Form  ITA. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THINKING. 

Only  ten  days  until  Christmas,  and  the 
Robsan  children  Avere  as  excited  as  all  normal 
children  are  at  such  a  time.  Tom,  the  eldest 
boy,  tAvelve  years  of  age,  attended  a  boy's  day- 
school.  Joan,  his  twin,  Phyllis  ten,  and  seven- 
year-old  Marjorie  Avent  to  the  convent.  Bobby 
AA^as  only  four.  Tom  had  to  go  to  school  on 
Saturday  mornings,  but  not  in  the  afternoon. 

After  he  had  gone  this  morning  Phyllis 
found  a  notice  over  the  playroom  mantelpiece. 
Her  shout  of  "Hi,  girls!"  brought  the  others 
running.     Phyllis  read  aloud : 

"A  meeting  Avill  be  held  to-day  in  the  play- 
room to  discuss  the  subject  of  Christmas  pre- 
sents. The  chair  Avill  be  taken  at  three  o'clock 
by  T.  Robson,  Esq." 

"Where's  Tom  going  to  take  the  chair?" 
asked  Bobby.. 

Joan  tried  to  explain  Avhat  "taking  the 
chair"  meant,  but  her  remarks  conveyed  little 
meaning  to  Bobby.  Three  o'clock  found  Tom 
sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table  looking  very 
important,  with  paper  and  ink  in  front  of  him. 
The  others  sat  around  Avaiting  for  him  to  begin. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  Tom.     "We 


"I  don't  see  any  ladies  or  gentlemen,"  said 
Bobby,  looking  around. 

"You  silly!"  exclaimed  Marjorie.  "We're 
the  ladies  and  you're  the  gentleman." 

"Aav,  niow,  don't  go  and  spoil  it  all.  Let 
me  speak,"  said  Tom.  "Ladies  and  gentleman, 
Ave  are  here  to  discuss  Christmas  presents.  I 
heard  Father  talking  the  other  day  about 
thoughts  passing  from  one  person  to  another 
if  they  thought  hard  enough.  We'll  each  think 
of  Avhat  we  want  ourselves,  and  then  what  to 
give  Father  and  Mother.  Bon't  say  Avhat  you're 
thinking  of  out  loud,  though.  Just  think.  And 
then  Ave'll  Avrite  our  letters  and  post  them." 
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It  was  a  custom  of  the  llobson  children  to 
write  letters  to  Santa  Claus  asking  for  long- 
desired  gifts,  and  then  to  "post"  them  up  the 
chimney.  After  the  "thinking"  was  over  they 
set  to  work  on  these  letters,  and  soon  Bobby 
— with  paper  and  pencil  in  hand — silently  left 
the  room.  He  went  to  the  study  where  his 
father  was   reading. 

"Daddy,"  he  said,  "how  do  you  spell  icicle?" 

"I-c-i-c-1-e,"  replied  Mr.  Robson. 

"Will  you  please  write  it  down  there,"  said 
Bobby,  giving  his  father  the  paper  beginning 
"Dear  Santa  Claus"  in  Joan's  writing,  and 
followed  by  scribble  in  imitation  of  writing  of 
his   own. 

"  Wh}',  isn't  this  your  Christmas  letter, 
Bobby  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Bobby. 

"What  on  earth  do  you  want  an  icicle  for?" 
asked  Mr.  Robson. 

"To  ride  on,"  said  Bobby.  "The  man  who 
sells  tliem  said  they  were  very  cheap  this  year, 
so  1  thought  1  would  save  Santa  Claus  some 
money  if  he  got  me  one." 

"1  think  you  mean  a  tricycle,  Bobby,"  laugh- 
ed Ills  father,  a.s  he  wrote  it  down  on  the  paper 
and  also  in  his  mind. 

This  independent  action  on  the  part  of 
Bobby  suggested  other  orthographic  problems 
in  the  playroom;  and  why  consult  a  dictionary 
when  it  was  so  much  easier  to  ask  Father  or 
Mother  how  to  spell  a  word?  Before  Christmas 
the  children  went  shopping,  each  full  of  secret 
business,  and  each  made  purchases  separately. 

At  last  Christmas  Day  arrived.  The  Rob- 
sons  made  the  opening  of  stockings  a  family 
affair,  and  the  grown-ups  had  stockings  also. 
The  children  were  allowed  to  undo  their  stock- 
ings first,  and  were  surprised  to  find  in  them 
the  very  things  they  had  wanted.    Bobby  got 


his  tricycle,  but  this,  1  must  explain,  was  not 
in  his  stocking. 

"Now,  Mother,  it's  your  turn  to  open  yonr 
stocking,"  said  Joan,  wlven  the  children  had 
emptied  theirs. 

On  the  top  was  a  small  parcel  tied  up  in 
pink  paper  and  labelled:  "To  Mother  from 
Joan."  Inside  were  six  initialled  handker- 
chiefs. 

"Thank  you,  dear;  handkerchiefs  are  al- 
ways welcome." 

"Do  you  really  like  them,"  asked  Marjorie 
anxiously. 

For  Mother  was  now  undoing  a  blue  i)arcel 
with  Marjorie's  writing  on  it.  This  proved  to 
be  six  lace  handkerchiefs.  Next,  Mother  open- 
ed a  white  parcel  from  Bobby  and  found  two 
coloured  handkerchiefs.  Phyllis  presented  four 
large  white  ones,  and  Tom  completed  the  list 
with  three  pretty  lace  handkerchiefs.  When 
^Mother  opened  a  large  square  parcel  marked 
"From  Father,"  it  proved  to  be  a  beautifully 
hand-carved  handkerchief  box. 

"Well,"  said  Mother,  "I've  got  plenty  to 
put  in  it." 

"I  wonder  if  I've  got  handkerchiefs  too?" 
laughed  Father,  as  he  began  to  undo  his  stock- 
ing; and,  sure  enough.  Father  received  hand- 
kerchiefs from  all  the  children.  He  counted 
the  number,  and  Mother  counted  hers.  They 
each  had  twenty-one. 

"Well,"  said  Mother,  "this  means  twenty- 
one  years  of  pro.sperity  for  both  of  us." 

Bobby  sidled  up  to  his  Mother  and  gently 
whispered : 

"I  didn't  get  any  handkerchiefs,  Mother; 
would  you  give  me  some  of  yours?  1  want  to 
live  some  more,  too." 

Elsie  Brigden,  Form  TV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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"SO  -  SHY." 

It  was  a  cold  winter  day  in  New  York.  In 
fact  it  was  the  day  before  Christmas.  Little 
Johnnie  Brown  was  standing  on  the  outside  of 
a  big  department  store,  looking  wistfully  at 
the  people  going  in  and  out,  loaded  Avith 
Christmas  gifts  for  their  friends.  A  little  fox- 
terrier  was  standing  beside  him.    Johnnie  but- 


"So-Shy." 

Drawing   by   Evelyn    Armstrong,    Loretto   Abbey 
College  School. 

toned  his  thread-bare  coat  around  him  and  ad- 
dressed the  dog : 

"  'So-Shy,'  I've  simply  got  to  think  of  some 
way  to  get  a  Christmas  present  for  Mother." 

The  two  walked  along  and  entered  the  poor- 
er district.  All  the  time  Johnnie  had  been 
thinking.     Again  he  turned  to  the  dog: 

"I  am  going  to  sell  you  to  Mr.  Brims,"  he 
said  sadly,  "that  rich  man  whose  wife  our 
Mother  sews  for." 

"So-Shy"  looked  disconsolate  as  only  a  dog 
can,  and  Johnnie,  who  was  now  crying,  ex- 
claimed between  gulps : 

"Never  mind,  old  doggie,  I'll  work  and 
earn  enough  money  to  buy  you  back.  But  you 
understand  how  it  is,  don't  you?"  At  which 
"So-Shy"  wagg-ed  his  tail  rather  feebly.  A 
few  minutes  later  saw  them  at  the  door  of  Mr. 
Brims'  house,  where,  after  a  pause  to  summon 
his  courage,  Johnnie  rang.     The  maid  answer- 


ed, and  Johnnie  asked  to  speak  to  the  master. 

"Why  certainly,"  the  girl  said,  "you  know 
Mr.  Brims  is  always  glad  to  see  you.  Come 
this  way." 

He  was  ushered  into  a  handsomely  furnished 
den.  From  the  depths  of  a  great  Morris  chair 
Mr.  Brims  welcomed  him.  Johnnie  stated  his 
business  and  the  condition.  The  man  agreed 
to  buy  "So-Shy"  for  two  dollars  and  forty 
cents  (the  price  of  the  gift  Johnnie  wanted  to 
give  to  his  Mother),  and  to  sell  him  back  to 
the  boy  as  soon  as  Johnnie  had  earned  the 
money. 

Johnnie  thanked  Mr.  Brims,  but  with  a  quiv- 
ering lip.  As  he  went  out  he  wondered  about 
the  twinkle  he  had  noticed  in  his  customer's 
■eye.  However,  he  soon  forgot  it  when  he  en- 
tered the  store  to  purchase  the  gift  that  meant 
so  much. 

Christmas  morning  dawned  bright  and  cold. 
Johnnie  presented  his  Mother  with  the  little 
gift,  which  she  received  with  tears  in  her  eyes 
when  she  was  told  how  he  managed  to  buy  it. 
Just  as  Mrs.  Brown  gave  Johnnie  her  little  re- 
membrance the  door-bell  pealed  loudly.  The 
boy  answered,  and  beheld  sitting  at  the  door- 
step "So-Shy,"  and  beside  him  a  huge  basket, 
which  when  opened  was  found  to  hold  all  the 
things  that  make  a  wonderful  Christmas  day 
and   dinner. 

There  is  no  need  to  describe  the  hapi)iness 

in  the  Brown  home.     Johnnie  and  his  Mother 

thanked  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brims  repeatedly.    They 

offered  the  Mass  up  to  our  dear  Lord  in  thanks 

for  the  good  luck  that  had  befallen  them;  and 

there  was  at  least  one  Merry  Christmas  in  New 

York 

Mary   Giertrude   Uren,   Form   lA, 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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THE  MAGIC     PENNY. 

Owing  to  Mr.  O'Regau's  unemployment  he 
found  himself  unable  to  purchase  the  Christ- 
mas gifts  to  which  his  children  were  so  eagerly 
looking  forward.  He  had  not  loKt  his  position, 
but  he  was  working  only  part  time  —  just 
enough  to  supply  bare  necessities.  There  were 
his  three  small  daughters,  one  son,  and  the 
baby,  Tommy,  who  so  much  longed  for  a  teddy- 
bear.  John,  the  eldest  of  the  children,  aged 
nine,  thought  he  would  make  a  special  visit 
to  the  church  to  ask  Our  Lord  to  help  them. 

When  he  was  walking  down  the  winding 
path  his  eye  lit  on  a  penny.  He  picked  it  up 
and  thought  of  all  the  presents  he  would  like 
to  buy  with  it.  He  remembered  that  Tommy 
wanted  a  teddy-bear,  and  his  sisters,  Anne, 
Joan  and  Irene,  each  wanted  a  doll  and  a 
sleigh.  Then  he  thought  that  as  he  had  re- 
ceived the  penny  from  God,  he  would  put  it  in 
the  poor-box,  which,  after  a  prayer,  he  did. 

When  he  came  out  of  the  church  he  put 
his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and,  lo !  —  the  penny 
was  still  there ! 

All  excited,  he  went  into  a  toy-shop,  know- 
ing not  what  to  buy.  The  proprietor's  heart 
was  so  touched  when  he  saw  that  the  poor  lad 
had  only  a  penny  that  he  gave  him  a  whole 
bundle  of  toys.  In  it  were  the  things  for  the 
baby  and  for  the  little  girls.  On  the  way  home 
when  his  hands  were  cold  he  put  the  one  that 
was  free  into  his  pocket  to  warm  it,  and  he 
drew  out  the  penny  he  had  paid  for  the  toys. 
He  went  into  a  cake-shop,  and  the  woman  felt 
so  sorry  for  him  that  she  gave  him  a  large 
cake  and  her  own  turkey.  When  he  got  out- 
side he  found  the  penny  still  in  liis  pocket  after 
paying  for  the  cake  and  th3  turkey.  His  heart 
was  alnLost  broken  with  joy,  as  he  had  presents 
for  his  sisters  and  brother,  all  for  a  penny. 


As  he  was  passing  a  store  a  man  called  out 
from  it : 

"What  a  small  boy  with  such  a  big  load!" 

H-e  called  him  in"  and  gave  him  a  little 
Christmas  -  tree  when  he  heard  what  he  was 
going  to  do  with  all  the  things.  Then  he  gave 
him  a  ride  home,  and  on  his  arrival  his  father 
and  mother  asked  him  where  it  all  came  from. 
And  John  showed  them  the  magic  penny. 

After  early  Mass  the  next  nuorning  John 
went  up  to  the  crib  and  placed  the  penny  in 
the  little  box  for  offerings.  And  his  heart  went 
with  the  penny. 

On  the  way  home  he  told  his  parents  that 
he  felt  he  must  give  God  something  else  — 
himself. 

"I  want  to  give  myself  to  God  when  I  grow 
big  and  I  can  preach  His  Gospel  and  save  souls 
for  Him." 

His  father  and  mother  felt  their  hearts 
filled  with  a  great  trust.  They  did  not  fear 
the  future  now,  and  they  were  glad  to  give 
their  best  to  God,  Who  had  renewed  their  con- 
fidence by  giving  them  this  happy  Christmas 
by  means  of  the  magic  penny. 

Alice  Plumbtree,  Form  IB. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
lirunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE  CHRIST  CHILD. 

0  sweetest  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 

Thy  blessed  birth  brought  light; 
The  angels  hovered  o'er  Thee, 

And  sang  Glorias  that  night: 
A  stable  was  Thy  birth-place, 

A  manger  for  Thy  bed, 
Come,  Mary's  Child,  my  heart  1  give. 

To  rest  Thy  weary  head. 

Madeline  Ryan, 
St.  Helen's  School,  Toronto. 
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LORETTO  PUPIL  WINS  GOVERNOR- GENERAL'S  GOLD  MEDAL. 


The  "Rainbow"  takes  pleasure  in  annonnc- 
in«,'  that  Sydnej^  Israels,  asred  fifteen  years,  has 
again  won  the  Governor-Generars  Gold  Medal 
for  the  highest  standing  among  boys  in  rural 


Sydney  Israels. 

and  village  schools  in  the  Province  of  Saskat- 
chewan, in  the  Grade  Eleven  Departmental  Ex- 
aminations last  June.  There  were  over  two 
thousand  five  hundred  competitors.  This  is 
the  second  time  that  he  has  brought  this  honour 
to  his  school  and  town,  winning  the  same  medal 
in  Grade  Eight,  in  1928.  As  Loretto  pupils, 
we  take  particular  pride  in  this  victory,  for 
Sydney  Israels  has  been  a  Loretto  pupil  from 
his  first  day  at  school.  He  is  the  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  S.  Israels,  Sedley,  Saskatchewan,  to 
whom  we  again  offer  congratulations. 

The  Premier  of  Saskatchewan,  the  Honour- 
able J.  Anderson,  came  to  -Sedley  to  make  the 
presentation  in  person.  Right  Reverend.Mon- 
signor  A.  J.  Janssen,  Regina ;  Reverend  Father 
Cahill,  Regina ;  Reverend  A.  Murray,  Wilcox ; 
Reverend  Mr.  Kennedy,  Francis;  Inspector 
Chatwin,  Mr.  J.  Horner,  M.L.A. ;  Dr.  M.  Israels, 


Regina ;  Miss  S.  Israels,  Regina ;  and  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Robinson,  Francis,  were  among  those 
who  also  came  to  Sedley  for  the  event, 
at  which  Reverend  Father  Theunnissen, 
Sedley,  and  practically  the  entire  popu- 
lation of  the  town,  Avere  present.  Mon- 
signor  Janssen,  in  his  speech,  remarked  that 
it  was  not  every  town  that  was  thus  honoured 
by  a  special  visit  from  the  Premier,  and  Dr. 
Anderson  himself,  in  his  speech  of  congratula- 
tion, dwelt  particularly  on  the  educational  ad- 
vantages of  the  school  children  in  Sedley, 
praising  their  performance,  deportment  and  ap- 
pearance, which  had  impressed  him  most  fav- 
ourably, and  gave  evidence  of  the  excellent 
training  they  were  receiving. 


THE  MOTHER'S  GIFT. 

It  had  not  been  so  bad  in  summer.  True, 
the  one-roomed  house  was  hot  and  stuffy,  but 
one  could  go  out.  One  could  stay  all  day  in 
the  open  fields,  or  under  the  shade  of  the  trees 
in  the  garden.  But  winter!  That  was  a  differ- 
ent story.  The  house  was  cold,  and  to  remain 
outside — unbearable.    And  then  Christmas ! 

Mr.  Jackson  had  died  last  year,  leaving  but 
little  to  his  wife  and  children.  Moreover,  Bob- 
bie Avas  a  cripple.  By  scraping,  Mrs,  Jackson 
had  pulled  through  the  summer,  but  Avinter 
Avith  the  extra  cost  of  heating  and  clothing, 
sorely  taxed  her  slender  means.  And  noAv  her 
children  Avere  looking  forAvard  to  Christmas. 

Some  of  her  friends,  though  poor  themselves, 
seeing  her  plight,  had  sent  Avood  and  food  from 
time  to  time. 

"How  many  Aveeks  is  it  before  Christmas?" 
asked  bright-eyed  Bobbie. 
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"Just  a  week,"  answered  his  mother,  lier 
face  assuming  a  dark  and  anxious  look. 

"Santa  won't  forget  us,  will  he?" 

"No,  I  think  he  will  be  reminded;  but  do 
eat  your  supper,  Bobbie.  The  others  have  all 
finished." 

She  then  put  the  children  to  bed,  and  the 
remainder  of  the  evening  was  spent  in  silence. 

The  road  past  the  home  was  a  highway 
joining  two  important  cities.  At  spots  near  the 
Jackson  home  there  were  now  huge  banks  of 
snow.  On  the  next  day,  a  car,  skidding  into 
one  of  these  banks,  became  stalled  in  it.  The 
chauffeur  decided  that  the  only  thing  to  do  was 
to  walk  to  the  little  house  and  telephone  for  as- 
sistance. Presently  he  returned  to  explain  to 
his  mistress,  Mrs.  Morgan,  that  in  the  nearby 
house  lived  a  very  poor  family,  and  that  they 
had  no  telephone.  Mrs.  Morgan  said  that  she 
was  cold  and  would  ask  for  shelter  in  the  little 
house,  while  he  went  further  for  assistance. 
When  the  door  was  opened  in  answer  to  her 
gentle  knock,  and  the  children  saw  a  richly- 
clad  lady  in  the  doorway,  they  held  their 
breath. 

"May  I  come  in?"  asked  Mrs.  Morgan. 

"Certainly,"  answered  Mrs.  Jackson,  in 
her  usual  gentle  manner. 

Mrs.  Morgan  told  of  the  mishap.  She  then 
inquired  about  the  Jackson  family.  On  leav- 
ing, she  promised  to  return  in  the  future. 

Christmas  eve !  Barely  enough  food,  and 
nothing  extra  Avith  which  to  celebrate  the  day! 
Mrs.  Jackson  Avent  to  bed  Avith  a  heavy  heart 
at  seeing  the  stockings  hung  up.  On  the  mor- 
roAV  the  children  Avould  be  up  earlier  than 
usual.  Their  stockings  would  be  empty;  but 
Avhat  could  the  poor  mother  do?  She  might 
console  them  by  telling  them  that  Jesus  Avas 
born  in  a  stable — the  poorest  of  dAvellings. 

Early  on  Christmas  morning  Johnny  Jack- 


son went  out  to  bring  in  a  feAv  pieces  of  wood. 
On  opening  the  door  Avhat  should  he  see  but 
several  big  boxes,  addressed  to  his  mother. 
These  were  quickly  brought  in  and  opened. 
Toys,  food,  clothes,  candies — everj'lhing  the 
children  had  desired,  was  included.  The  look 
on  the  children's  faces  Avould  have  done  Mrs. 
Morgan's  heart  good,  if  she  could  have  seen  it. 
And  the  joy  of  the  children  Avas  the  mother's 
perfect  gift.  jg^nette  Parent,  Grade  XII., 

Sedley,  Sask. 


SNOWBOUND. 


It  Avas  a  bitter  cold  morning  in  early  De- 
cember The  snoAv  lay  in  a  heavy  blanket  on 
the  cold  earth  and  the  hoar-frost  sparkled  on 
the  branches  of  the  pine-trees 

I  was  seated  before  the  fireplace  at  the  air- 
drome, smoking  my  pi|)e  leisurely,  Avhen  my 
superintendent  Avalked  in  and  announced  that 
a  message  had  been  received  from  Edmonton, 
ordering  me  to  leave  Avith  the  mail  from  Point 
BarroAV  before  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 

Starting  from  my  chair  in  surprise,  I  faced 
the  officer  directly,  and  asked  the  reason  for 
leaving  one  day  ahead  of  schedule. 

"SnoAv-flurries  coming,"  he  replied,  and 
then  turned  on  his  heel  and  stepped  out  into 
the  cold  morning. 

Immediately  after  his  sudden  departure  I 
ordered  the  mechanics  to  look  over  the  motor, 
to  fill  the  tank  Avith  gasoline,  and  have  every- 
thing in  readiness  for  one  o'clock.  The  time 
was  noAv  eleven  o'clock,  and  already  dark 
clouds  Afere  to  be  seen  on  the  southern  hori- 
zon. This  made  me  uneasy,  but  I  could  not 
shrink  from  duty;  I  must  see  the  mail  through 
at  all  costs. 

When  I  returned  to  the  office.  Kelly,  an 
Irish  terrier,  and  my  companion  in  flight,  lay 
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sleeping  by  the  fireside.  For  three  j^ears  he 
had  flown  the  route  with  me,  and  never  did 
wo  have  any  misfortune. 

Finally  the  time  for  departure  came.  The 
Boing  aeroplane  was  pulled  from  the  hangar, 
filled  with  gasoline,  and  loaded  with  the  mail. 
Buttoning  my  parka,  I  stepped  into  the  cock- 
pit, closely  followed  by  Kelly.  For  five  thous- 
and miles  I  had  flown  this  same  plane,  and 
never  did  I  have  even  a  near-mishap.  Surely 
it  would  serve  me  faithfully  again. 

The  mechanic  turned  the  propeller.  The 
motor  sputtered,  coughed,  and  died.  Again 
he  spun  the  blade,  and  this  time  the  engine 
hummed  smoothly. 

I  pulled  back  the  stick.  The  plane  started 
down  the  field  and  then  leaped  into  the  air — 
a  perfect  take-off.  Once  in  the  air,  I  strove 
to  gain  altitude.  The  craft  responded  immedi- 
ately, and  levelling  out  at  two  thousand  feet,  1 
headed  directly  south. 

Having  flown  the  route  many  a  time,  I  knew 
every  inch  of  the  way.  The  plane  behaved  ex- 
cellently, so  I  speeded  it  up  to  a  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  per  hour.  Ahead  of  me  the  sky 
grew  darker,  and  clouds  blotted  out  the  sun. 

A  light  snow  began  to  fall,  and  knowing 
the  north  country,  I  judged  that  before  long  a 
blizzard  would  develop.  I  was  now  five  hun- 
dred miles  from  Point  Barrow  and  hundreds 
of  miles  from  a  town. 

Gradually  the  snowfall  beeame  denser  and 
the  winds  whistled  between  the  wings  of  my 
plane.  I  was  bucking  a  forty-mile-an-hour 
gale,  and  my  hands  and  feet  were  numb  at 
the  controls.  Kelly  was  cuddled  up  in  the 
seat  beside  me,  sleeping.  My  gasoline-supply 
was  running  low,  and  prospects  were  dull. 
Thoughts  of  being  lost,  of  facing  starvation, 
or  dying  of  exhaustion,  passed  through  my 
troubled  brain.    The  gale  stiffened  and  I  could 


no  longer  see  before  me.  Dropping  to  within 
sixty  feet  of  the  ground  I  skimmed  along  cau- 
tiously. The  compass  failed  to  work;  the  gas 
registered  low ;  and  it  looked  as  if  I  would 
be  forced  down  sooner  or  later.  I  Avas  travel- 
ling at  seventy-five  miles  per  hour  when — 
crash — the  nose  of  the  ship  struck  the  earth, 
and  all  before  me  went  black. 

When  I  regained  consciousness  several 
hours  later,  a  dull  pain  ran  through  my  head. 
My  leg  was  hurting  me  severely.  Kelly  was 
sitting  up,  keeping  watch  over  the  plane,  and 
was  evidently  unharmed.  After  a  moment  of 
bewilderment  I  realized  my  plight.  The  plane's 
propeller  was  out  of  shape,  while  the  under- 
carriage seemed  to  be  ruined  beyond  repair. 
The  snow  was  still  falling,  thus  preventing 
me  from  attempting  to  repair  the  damage.  Al- 
ready the  snow  lay  two  feet  deep  on  the  ground, 
and  it  appeared  to  me  as  if  it  would  snow  all 
night.  Building  a  fire  out  of  bushes  I  found 
near  by,  I  hastily  cooked  my  evening  meal,  and 
then  lay  down  to  rest. 

When  I  awoke  the  sun  was  shining  brightly 
on  a  long  stretch  of  open  ice.  Evidently  I  had 
crashed  near  a  lake.  It  had  been  blowing  hard 
on  the  previous  night,  thus  clearing  all  the 
snow  from  the  smooth  surface.  I  attempted 
to  straighten  the  propeller,  but  lacking  proper 
tools  and  aid,  I  had  accomplished  very  little 
by  noon.  It  Avould  be  useless  to  attempt  walk- 
ing to  civilization,  for  my  supplies  would  not 
last.  Yet  I  could  not  sit  out  here  to  die  from 
exposure  and  starvation.  I  must  attempt  some 
method  of  reaching  the  nearest  outpost.  In 
the  afternoon  I  examined  the  lake  of  ice.  It 
was  firm  enough  to  hold  the  craft,  but  how 
could  I  alone  extricate  the  wreck  from  the 
snow,  repair  the  damage  and  place  the  plane 
on  the  ice?  I  worked  without  avail  all  after- 
noon.    At   night  I   cooked   my   last   piece    of 


THE      RAINBOW 


175 


chocolate,  fed  Kelly  my  last  sandwich,  and 
then  went  to  sleep  in  order  to  forget  my  trou- 
bles.   Let  the  dawn  bring  what  it  might. 

I  was  awakened  early  by  the  drone  of  an 
aeroplane-motor.  I  was  extremely  cold,  and 
on  looking  for  my  rescuer,  I  perceived  that  he 
was  several  miles  to  the  east  and  possibly 
would  not  see  me.  To  attract  his  attention  I 
built  a  huge  bonfire.  He  drew  closer,  attracted 
by  the  cloud  of  smoke.  He  circled,  and  landed 
on  the  surface  of  the  lake.  I  was  never  so  re- 
lieved in  all  my  life.  Here  I  had  been  snatched 
from  the  jaws  of  death  just  as  my  hope  had 
ebbed. 

My  rescuer,  the  famous  Captain  Eilson,  was 
not  in  search  of  me.  He  was  on  his  way  to 
Point  Barrow  with  mail  from  Edmonon,  but 
by  chance  he  discovered  me,  and  I  was  taken 
by  him  to  the  nearest  trading-post.  This  was 
my  first  flying-mishap.  It  is  an  adventure  that 
I  shall  never  forget. 

Sydney  Israels,  Grade  XIT. 
Sedley,  Sask. 


A  WINTER'S  EVE. 


In  velvet  sky  of  dusky  blue, 
A  million  stars  of  brightest  hue 
Gaze  down  upon  the  world  below. 
The  twinkling  frost  is  in  the  air ; 
The  shrubs  are  wrapped  in  mantle  fair 
Of  purest,  softest,  glistening  snow. 

In  silence,  ghostly  shadows  flit 
Across  the  crunching  snow-crust  lit 
By  fragile  moonbeam's  silver  light ; 
And  off  afar,  then  drawing  near, 
The  wild  wolf's  howl  echoing  clear, 
Breaks  through  the  silence  of  the  night. 
Dorothy  Deck,  Grade  XII. 
Sedley,  Sask. 


THINGS  MIGHT  BE  WORSE. 

Hard  times !  No  matter  where  you  go,  the 
topic  of  conversation  is  "hard  times."  Just 
how  hard  are  they?  A  few  comparisons  may 
help  to  answer  the  question. 

What  about  our  roads?  In  19(K)  there  were 
none  other  than  the  railroads.  As  late  as  1904 
there  were  only  one  hundred  and  forty-four 
miles  of  paved  road  on  the  whole  North  Ameri- 
can Continent,  less  than  a  fifth  of  the.se  being 
in  Canada.  To-day  good  roads  are  stretched 
all  over  the  country — paved  highways,  gra- 
velled roads,  and  cinder-roads. 

Hard  times !  The  country-lad,  who  in  1900 
returned  from  a  trip  to  Toronto,  had  an  audi- 
ence for  a  month  to  hear  him  tell  about  it.  To- 
day they  are  flying  from  Toronto  to  Montreal 
and  back  again  between  meals. 

In  1900  in  the  good  old  prosperous,  days, 
there  was  an  average  of  eight  dollars  in  the 
bank  for  every  man,  woman  and  child.  Just 
now,  when  we  are  suffering  so  much,  the  figures 
are  two  hundred  and  fifteen  dollars  in  the  bank 
to  every  man,  woman,  and  child. 

Take  actual  working  conditions — changes 
in  wages,  for  instance.  In  1900  the  average 
day-laborer  received  thirty-five  and  forty 
cents  an  hour,  and  worked  a  sixty-hour  week. 
To-day  the  same  labourer  gets  between  forty- 
five  and  fifty  cents  an  hour,  and  works  a  forty- 
eight-hour  week. 

What  about  farm  life?.  There  are  farm 
mortgages  now,  debts,  crop  failures  and 
drought.  Y-et,  taking  farm  conditions  as  a 
whole,  is  the  lot  of  the  average  farmer  to-day 
as  hard  as  that  of  three  decades  ago?  In  the 
olden  days  our  grandmothers  had  to  get  up 
early,  light  a  candle  and  start  the  fire  to  cook 
the  breakfast.  They  had  no  conveniences  as 
we  understand  them.    They  did  their  washing 
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in  a  wooden  tub,  prepared  food  in  tlie  most 
laborious  way,  and  put  the  milk  in  the  old- 
fashioned  cream-separator.  But  to-day  we  turn 
on  the  electric  lights  and  the  electric  or  gas 
stoves,  serve  fresh  food  from  the  refrigerator, 
and  do  the  washing  in  a  power  was'hing-ma- 
chine. 

Take  telephones.  In  1900  we  had  about 
one  telephone  for  every  hundred  of  the  popu- 
lation. To-day  we  have  about  thirteen  tele- 
phones for  every  hundred  of  the  i)opulation. 

We  have,  in  fact,  more  of  all  sorts  of  com- 
forts and  conveniences. 

Hard  times!  We  are  not  denying  them. 
But  with  all  that  is  happening  to  us,  and  about 
us,  with  depression,  unemployment,  low  prices., 
and  drought,  are  we  not  still  better  off  than 
during  even  the  best  and  most  prosperous  years 
of  bygone  days?  And  Avhen  we  compare  our 
position  with  that  of  other  counries  at  the 
present  time,  we  feel  still  more  grateful  for 
the  blessings  we  enjoy 

Jean  Wheeler,  Grade  XT., 
Sedley,  Sask. 


THE  SNOWMAN'S  RESOLUTION. 

The  snowman's  hat  was  crooked, 
And  his  nose  was  out  of  place. 

And  several  of  his  whiskers 
Had  fallen  from  his  face. 

The  snowman  didn't  notice. 

For  he  was  trying  to  think 
Of  a  New  Year's  resolution 

That  wouldn't  melt  or  shrink. 

At  last  he  said,  "I've  got  it — 

I'll  make  a  firm  resolve. 
That  no  matter  what  he  weather 

My  smile  will  not  dissolve." 

Now  the  snowman  acted  wisely, 

And  his  resolution  won. 
For  his  splinter  smile  was  wooden, 

And  it  didn't  mind  the  sun. 

Cecelia  Davidson,  Grade  VIII., 

St.  Cyril's  School,  Chicago. 


THE  NEW  WELLAND  SHIP  CANAL. 


On  Friday  evening,  November  6th,  an  in- 
teresting talk  Avith  lantern  slides  was  given 
by  Mr.  Street,  one  of  the  engineers  of  the  Wel- 
land  Canal. 

In  1829,  a  little  over  a  hundred  years  ago, 
the  first  Welland  Canal  was  begun  by  Wm. 
Merritt  and  Co.,  a  private  firm.  In  the  con- 
struction of  this  canal  practically  no  machinery 
Avas  used,  and  the  work  was  done  by  manual 
labour,  with  pick  and  shovel,  wheel-barrows 
and  hors'es.  The  men  endured  great  hardships. 
Fevers  and  other  sickness  were  prevalent,  and 
the  method  of  treating  the  sick  was  quite  crude. 


In  1841  the  Government  of  Upper  Canada 
took  over  the  canal  and  immediately  enlarged 
it.  The  Government  bought  all  their  sand  and 
gravel  from  Mr.  Berriman,  my  great  grand- 
father. The  locks  on  this  canal  were  only  eight 
feet  deep,  thirty-two  feet  wide,  and  one  hun- 
dred and  ten  feet  long,  and  contained  thirty 
feet  of  water. 

The  second  and  third  canals  were  completed 
in  1845  and  1887.  The  locks  of  the  latter  were 
two  hundred  and  seventy  feet  long,  forty-five 
feet  wide  and  fourteen  feet  deep.  There  were 
twenty-eight  locks  on   the   third  canal.     This 
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third  canal  followed  a  new  route  from  Allan- 
burg  to  Port  Dalhousie. 

In  1913  the  new  Welland  Ship  Canal  was 
commenced,  and  now,  after  eighteen  years,  is 
nearly  completed.  This  new  canal,  about 
twenty-five  miles  long  and  costing  $120,000,000, 
was  constructed  in  order  that  ships  might  avoid 
the  drop  of  three  hundred  and  twenty-six  feet 
in  the  Niagara  River,  caused  by  the  Niagara 
Falls. 

The  locks  of  this  canal,  the  number  of  which 
is  reduced  to  seven,  are  eight  hundred  feet 
long,  eighty  feet  wide,  and  eighty  feet  deep. 
This  lock  can  be  filled  in  fifteen  minutes,  whe- 
ther it  has  one  or  more  vessels  in  it. 

Many  great  difficulties  had  to  be  faced  and 
overcome  during  the  course  of  construction  of 
the  canal;  for  example,  the  syphondng  at  Chip- 
pewa, that  is,  causing  the  water  to  flow  under 
the  bed  of  the  Chippewa  River  and  bringing 
it  up  where  it  was  needed.  When  excavating 
at  "Welland  they  discovered  an  actual  under- 
ground river  flowing  so  swiftly  that  it  smashed 
into  splinters  boulders  and  other  obstacles 
placed  in  its  way.  These  and  other  difficulties 
were  only  overcome  by  great  concentration  of 
extraordinary  minds.  Even  these  men  felt 
for  a  while  that  they  had  met  their  "Water- 
loo." 

The  first  gate  at  the  first  lock  on  the  canal 
is  wooden  and  of  great  thickness  to  withstand 
strong  pressure,  and  to  enable  it  to  be  taken 
out  more  easily.  The  wood  for  this  gate  came 
from  British  Columbia.  There  are  usually  two 
gates  at  each  lock ;  in  case  one  breaks,  the  other 
will  be  there  to  stop  the  water,  and  therefore 
ensure  safety  to  the  ship  passing  through  the 
lock.  Although  the  canal  was  built  at  great 
-expense  and  labour,  it  was  worth  while,  for  it 
saves  Canada  and  the  United  States  $2,500,000 
each  year.    One  ship  like  the  "Lemoyne"  alone 


carries  over  a  half-million  bushels  of  wheat, 
which  would  require  five  hundred  and  fifty- 
three  loaded  railways  cars,  or  a  train  over  four 
miles  long.  So  the  people  of  Canada  and  the 
United  States  should  understand  that  naviga- 
tion on  the  Great  Lakes  and  St.  Lawrence  River 
system  not  only  affects  a  great  saving  in  trans- 
portation, but  actually  relieves  the  railways  of 
a  burden  that  they  are  practically  incapable  of 
handling. 

In  some  respects  the  Welland  Canal  excels 
even  the  great  Panama  Canal,  for  the  locks  at 
Thorold  are  the  largest  in  the  world.  We  should 
be  proud  that  Canada,  our  native  land,  pos- 
sesses such  a  marvelou.s  piece  of  engineering, 
which  in  the  beginning,  against  such  great 
odds,  almost  seemed  an  impossibility. 

Betty  Vradenburg,  aged  eleven  years. 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Palls,  Ontario. 


HER  MESSAGE. 

I  was  thinking  yester-even, 
Thinking  thoughts  of  you, 

Of  you,  dear  Blessed  Mother, 
'Way  up  in  skies  of  blue. 

You  were  dressed  in  pearly  whiteness 

With  a  mantle-cloak  of  blue. 
And  your  eyes,  dear  Blessed  Mother, 

Were  sweet,  and  good,  and  true. 

Your  lips  were  full,  like  roses. 
Your  skin  a  pearly  hue; 
Your  arms  were  outstretched,  dearest, 
As  you  called  your  child  to  you. 

You  looked  upon  me.  Mother, 

And  you  whispered  soft  and  low : 
"My  own  dear  little  daughter. 
Love  me  —  I  love  you  .so." 

Lucia  Seiarrino,  E.  de  M.,  Form  1. 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 
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THE  PERFECT  GIFT. 

''Well,  dear,  don't  open  the  packagie«  until 
I  come  home,"  requested  Jim  Miller  as  he  was 
about  to  leave  for  work.  Every  Christmas  eve 
he  had  said  the  same  thing  to  Mary  and  she 
took  it  as  one  of  his  jokes,  for  they  never  re- 
ceived any  gifts  from  outside  their  own  home, 
as  they  had  no  relations  to  remember  them  at 
this  season. 

As  Mary  busied  herself  about  the  room  be- 
fore going  to  Mass,  she  thought  over  their 
situation.  She  had  married  Jim  five  years 
ago.  He  was  not  a  Catholic,  but  he  had  never 
interfered  in  her  religion.  They  wiere  of  mo- 
derate means  and  lived  in  a  small  cottage  of 
their  own,  Jim  had  been  working  in  the  tex- 
tile mills  for  some  years  and,  although  he  had 
never  been  promoted,  he  had  never  been  out 
of  work. 

After  Mass,  as  Mary  went  up  the  aisle  to 
kneel  at  the  foot  of  Our  Lady's  statue,  her 
eyes  fell  upon  a  small  object  which  gleamed 
brightly.  Mary  picked  it  up  and  found  it  to 
be  a  silver  miraculous  medal.  She  put  it  in 
her  purse,  with  the  intention  of  giving  it  to 
the  priest  on  her  way  home;  however,  on  leav- 
ing the  church  a  little  later,  she  forgot  it  and 
carried  it  home. 

That  night  when  the  dinner  things  had 
been  cleared  away  and  Jim  was  reading  his 
paper,  Mary  came  to  him  with  her  hand  out- 
stretched. 

''Here,  Jim,  is  your  Christmas  present.  I 
call  it  a  perfect  gift,"  she  said  as  she  laid  in 
his  hand  a  medal  like  the  one  she  had  found 
early  in  the  day.  Jim  looked  at  it  and  then 
at  his  wife. 

"But,  dear,  I  cannot  accept  it.  I  do  not  be- 
lieve in  it." 

"That  is  all  right,  Jim,"  said  Mary,  "keep 


it  just  the  same,  if  for  nothing  else  than  to 
plea,se  me." 

Jim  kissed  her  and  placed  the  medal  in  his 
vest  pocket. 


Five  years  have  passed  and  Christmas  P]ve 
has  come  again.  This  timie  Mary  is  opening 
the  door  to  admit  Father  Kelly,  the  parish 
priest. 

"Jim  asked  me  to  send  for  you,  Father," 
said  Mary,  as  she  conducted  the  priest  to  the 
room  where  Jim,  a  wasted  figure-,  was  anxiously 
awaiting  his  arrival.  Mary  left  them  together. 
Soon  the  priest  came  out  in  search  of  Mary. 
When  they  returned  to  the  sick-room,  Mary 
knelt  at  Jim's  side. 

"Mary,"  he  whispered,  "that  gift  you  gave 
me  five  years  ago  to-night  was  a  perfect  gift. 
I  am  going  to  die  happily.  Good-bye,  dear, 
and  pray  to  Our  Lady  for  me." 

That  night  he  closed  his  eyes  in  a  sleep 
from  which  there  is  no  awakening  here.  The 
medal  was  in  his  hand. 

Marion  Connor,  '32, 
Loretto  Academy, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 


THE    CHIMES. 


In  a  little  village  of  Northern  Wales  is  a 
quaint,  wee  church,  renowned  for  its  beautiful 
chimes,  enclosed  in  a  weather-beaten  tower. 

The  Royal  family  had  once  visited  this 
place  of  worship,  and  had  sat  in  one  of  the 
antiquated  pews,  listening  to  the  pastor  as  he 
spoke  of  God's  unfailing  love.  The  bells  had 
come  as  a  token  of  their  gratitude. 

It  was  an  honoured  tradition  that  the  pastor 
alone,  on  Christmas  Eve,  should  climb  to  the 
tower  of  the  church,  and,  by  ringing  the  grand 
old  bells,  proclaim  the  glad  news  that  the  beau- 
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tifiil   day    was    dawning   —   the    birthday    of 
Christ,  the  Lord. 

On  a  certain  Christmas  Eve,  cold  and  crisp, 
people,  old  and  young,  were  seen  hurrying 
homewards,  carrying  mysterious,  white  pack- 
ages tied  with  gay  ribbons,  red,  green  and 
gold.  Everyone  seemed  happy  in  the  thought 
of  the  warmth  and  loving  greeting  just  ahead. 

Suddenly,  out  into  the  clear,  still  night 
came  the  sound  of — yes!  the  chimes — ringing 
hours  before  their  usual  time.  The  beautiful 
sound  was  there,  but  the  skilful  touch  was 
lacking.     What  could  it  mean? 

Several  people  hurried  to  the  church  to  in- 
vestigate. The  pastor  received  them  quietly 
and  with  a  hand  upraised  for  silence,  he  led 
the  way  back  up  the  belfry-stairs  to  the 
small  room  above,  whence  he  had  just  re- 
turned. There  seated  on  a  little  stool  by  the 
bells  was  a  forlorn  little  figure,  striking  the 
chimes  reverently,  with  a  little  bar,  while  great 
sobs  shook  his  body  and  tears  ran  down  his 
chubby  cbeeks. 

Before  anyone  could  offer  sympathy  or  ask 
a  question,  the  little  fellow  said  between  his 
sobs:  "Mother  wished  so  much  to  hear  the 
chimes  again  before  she  goes  to  heaven  and 
she  was  afraid  she  could  not  last  till  midnight." 

Betty  Orr, 
Loretto  Academy, 

Niagara  Falls,  Out. 


SNOWBIRDS. 


When  the  snow  begins  to  fly,  you  will  look 
out  some  gray  morning  to  find  a  flock  of  small, 
plump,  slate-coloured  birds  hopping  about  the 
dooryard,  picking  up  what  they  can  see,  or 
sitting  in  the  bushes  with  an  air  of  content- 
ment that  is  pleasant  to  observe. 

These  birds  begin  to  arrive  in  October  and 


leave  sometime  in  Uay.  They  are  found  almost 
anywhere  in  Northern  United  States  and  Can- 
ada and  they  even  venture  as  far  north  as 
Alaska,  Keewatin  and  Yukon  Territories. 

Coming  as  they  do  when  most  of  the  home 
birds  have  left  for  tJie  south,  thiey  bring  their 
own  welcome,  and  soon  seem  like  old  friends. 
Snowbirds  will  become  pets  with  very  little 
coaxing,  for  they  are  trustful  in  nature.  For 
instance,  all  snowbirds  love  fat  or  suet,  and  a 
piece  tied  on  a  twig  to  tempt  them  will  not  be 
there  very  long  until  some  keen  eye  has  dis- 
covered it.  By  inviting  the  snowbirds  with 
crumbs  from  your  table,  they  will  come  fear- 
lessly to  the  lawn  or  verandah.  But  if  you 
would  really  know  these  gentle  winter-birds, 
you  must  go  to  the  woods  in  summer  and  find 
them  in  their  homes. 

Their  nests  are  cup-shaped  and  made  of 
grass,  moss,  and  rootlets,  lined  with  fine 
grasses  and  long  hairs,  on  or  near  the  ground. 
The  eggs  are  four  or  five  in  number,  pure 
white,  and  thickly  sprinkled  with  brown  spots. 

Probably  the  one  thing  that  will  impress  you 
most  is  the  absolute  silence  of  the  mother-bird 
as  you  approach  the  nest.  Not  once,  when 
disturbed,  does  she  utter  a  note,  either  of 
alarm  or  curiosity,  but  sits  quite  still  until 
your  hand  is  almost  upon  her.  Then  she  slips 
silently  away  to  the  low  limbs  of  the  tree, 
watching  you  trustfully,  as  if  convinced  that 
your  visit  is  of  friendly  interest  rather  than 
of  ill-will. 

In  a  few  weeks  little  heads  with  wide-open 
mouths  are  seen  i)eeping  above  the  nest,  while 
the  mother  and  father  are  patiently  searching 
for  food  for  them.  These  nestlings  resemble 
their  parents,  but  have  the  upper-parts,  throat 
and  breast  streaked  with  black. 

It  is  surprising  how  their  gray  plumage 
blends  in  with  the  dark  earth,  making  it  very 
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hard  to  discover  tliom.  The  sharp  horizontal 
line  across  the  breast,  where  the  gray  turns 
abruptly  to  white,  adds  to  the  disguise,  the 
straight  line  breaking  the  round  form  of  the 
bird. 

The  **twisp"  of  the  snowbird  is  unmistak- 
able and  more  often  he-ird  than  his  song,  but 
he  has  both  a  thrill  and  a  low,  sweet  song  as 
unpretentious  and  cheery  as  the  friendly  bird 
himself. 

Doris  Clarke,  Form  IT., 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


RING  IN  THE  NEW. 

"Ring  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new, 
Ring  happy  bells  across  the  snow, 
The  year  is  going,  let  it  go. 
Ring  out  the  false,  ring  in  the  true." 

Lustily  the  bells  ring  out  their  message  of 
faith  and  goodwill,  until  their  far-reaching 
echoes  die  away  in  the  distant  valleys  and 
white-capped  mountains.  Sadly  their  message 
tells  of  broken  hopes  and  disappointments,  of 
good  resolutions  unfilled,  that  have  dimned  the 
progress  of  men  both  spiritually  and  tempor- 
ally. 

Surely  all  people  should  think  seriously  of 
this  golden  opportunity  to  bury  the  faults  of 
the  past,  arid  make  the  most  of  the  glorious 
New  Year  coming  with  no  mistakes  in  it.  Sure- 
ly all  Christians  at  this  solemn  hour  are  over- 
whelmed with  joy  and  a  sense  of  true  values, 
and  ask  God's  pardon  humbly  for  the  past,  and 
His  love  and  protection  for  the  future ;  leaving 
''The  past  to  God's  mercy,  and  the  future  to 
His  love." 

Rita  Hanlon,  Form  II., 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


THE  CHIMES. 

There  are  three  different  types  of  chimes : 
those  that  have  swinging  bells,  Avhich  were  used 
in  the  mediaeval  times,  and  are  still  used ;  those 
in  Avhich  the  bells  are  fixed,  and  the  chime  is 
rung  by  the  "clapper"  knocking  against  them; 
and  the  third  type  are  what  are  known  as 
"tubes." 

Chimes  range  from  a  very  small  bell  to  a 
very  large  one;  they  are  not  made  like  the  or- 
dinary bell;  very  much  care  is  taken  in  the 
casting,  and  the  material  used  in  them  is  of 
the  finest  grade.  After  each  bell  is  made,  it 
is  tested  for  the  pure  note;  if  it  is  not  true, 
it  either  has  pieces  of  iron  added  to  it,  or  pieces 
taken  away.  If  it  rings  true  it  is  put  aside  and 
the  rest  of  the  set  of  chimes  is  completed. 

In  all  the  towns  in  England,  even  in  the 
smallest  villages,  every  church  has  a  peal  of 
bells  varying  from  three  to  twelve,  Avhich  make 
up  the  chime.  There  is  a  different  chime  for 
every  occasion.  The  chimes  for  the  wedding 
are  very  different  from  the  one  bell  that  is 
rung  for  a  funeral.  The  chimes  that  peal  on 
Christmas  or  Easter  morning  are  very  different 
from  the  bell  that  calls  to  church  on  Good  Fri- 
day, a  day  of  great  sorrow.  All  the  chimes 
that  are  used  in  the  old  churches  are  those  that 
were  used  before  the  Reformation  and  date 
back  for  a  great  many  .years. 

Besides  the  chimes  of  the  Churches,  some 
clocks  have  very  beautiful  notes.  One  of  the 
best  known  is  that  of  Big  Ben  in  the  clock- 
tower  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  London, 
England ;  it  can  be  heard  all  over  the  city, 
and  now  in  this  age  of  radios  its  beautiful  deep 
note  may  be  heard  all  over  the  world  at  inter- 
vals. Chimes  like  music  bring  back  many 
memories  of  friends  and  places,  peaceful  Sun- 
days, and  happy  Avedding  days.    The  following 
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quotation  from  the  poet  Moore  well  expresses 
all  that  bells  may  mean  in  bringing  back  past 
memories : 
"Those  evening  bells!     Those  evening  bells! 
How  many  a  tale  their  nuisic  tells 
Of  youth  and  home  and  that  sweet  time 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime." 
Elizabeth  Hart,  Form  J II., 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


OUR    BACKYARD. 

The  "possibilities  of  a  backyard"  is  a  snb- 
ject  often  discussed  in  magazines.  Landscape 
gardeners  tell  how  the  scene  may  be  improved ; 
florists  suggest  how  flowers  can  be  planted  to 
beautify  the  place;  but  our  backyard  serves 
a.  different  purpose. 

"Our  backyard"  is  the  name  given  by  the 
children  of  the  neighborhood  to  the  big  yard 
behind  our  house.  It  is  a  place  where  they  bnry 
their  dead  birds  and  cats;  where  they  play 
l)irate  in  the  old  apple-tree,  long  since  dead, 
and  enjoy  their  tea-parties.  It  sometimes  takes 
weeks  to  get  ready  for  a  circus  staged  there. 
Wildcats  must  be  captured  and  toads  and  gold- 
fish secured.  Occasionally  a  quarrel  occurs 
about  who  has  the  best  doll,  or  who  may  next 
use  the  skipping-rope. 

Children  from  other  houses  play  iu  our 
yard,  because  their  yards  are  filled  Avith 
bushes,  and  "Keep  off  the  grass"  is  the  rule. 
At  times  neighbours  come  along  and  suggest 
some  vegetable  that  they  think  might  grow 
well  in  our  backyard.  They  often  ask  Mother: 
"How  can  you  ever  stand  that  noise?  Why 
not  put  a  fence  around  that  spacious  yard  ;  you 
could  grow  so  many  beautiful  flowers?"  But 
my  IMother  only  smiles  and  says:  "I'll  be  satis- 
fied if  nothing  else  grows  in  my  backyard  but 
boys  and  girls."  Anna  Jean  Ripley,  '35. 

Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 


LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

LORETTO  ABBEY,   TORONTO. 
Patroness ..  .MOTHER    GENERAL    M.    ST.    TERESA,    I.B.V.M. 
Honorary  President.  MOTHER  M.  BONA  VENTURE,  I.B.V.M. 

Honorary  Vice-President MRS.  PRANK  CASSIDY. 

President     MRS.    DAVID    O'MEARA, 

7'A  Lvnchvood  Ave..  Toronto. 
First  Vice-President MISS  HELENE  ST.  CHARLES. 

422   Sherbourne   St.,  Toronto. 
Second    Vice-President     MRS.    FRANK    CLANCY. 

497  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Toronto. 

Treasurer    MISS  MAY  O'CALLAHAN. 

1    Sultan    St.,    Toronto. 

Recording  Secretary    MRS.  J.  DEVINE. 

399  Glencalrn  Ave.,   Toronto 
Corresponding  Secretary    MRS.    WILLIAM   LYONS. 

49    Poplar    Plains    Cres., 
Toronto. 
Conrener  of  House  Committee.. MRS.  ALFRED  COX, 

166  Isabella  St.,  Toronto. 
Conyener   of   Entertainment ...  MRS.    FRED    WOODS, 

491  Markham   St.,   Toronto. 
OonTener  of  Membership   MRS.  JOHN  LEE. 

54  Spencer  Ave.,  Toronto. 
Oonyener    of   Press    MRS.    WILLIAM   FOX. 

63    Sherwood    St.,    Toronto. 


Organization,  with  Sister  Hortense  of  Ottawa  for 
Eastern  Canada  and  the  Province  of  Quebec;  Print- 
ing, Mrs.  Douglas  Hogan  of  Ottawa ;  Ways  and 
Means,  Windsor  alumnae. 

We  are  pleased  to  note  the  number  of  Loretto 
alumnae  on  this  executive. 

For  the  formal  opening  of  the  Convention, 
Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson  presided,  and  gave  the  open- 
ing address,  followed  by  the  temporary  organiza- 
tion details.  The  invocation  was  given  by  Mother 
Immaculate  Heart,  I.B.V.M. 

His  Excellency,  Archbishop  McNeil,  was 
appointed  as  National  Chaplain  of  the  Canadian 
Federation  of  Catholic  Convent  Alumnae. 


Seated  at  the  head  table  at  the  banquet  of 
the  Ontario  Chapter  of  the  International  Federa- 
tion of  Catholic  Alumnae  held  on  October  19th  in 
connection  with  the  fifth  biennial  convention  in 
Hamilton  were:  His  Excellency,  Most  Reverend 
Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto;  Very 
Reverend  Dean  Cassidy,  Mr.  James  A.  Day,  K.C.; 
Reverend  J.  S.  McCowell,  Mrs.  F.  C.  O'Gorman, 
Niagara  Falls;  Miss  George  Ann  Dell,  President, 
Loretto  Alumnae,  Hamilton;  Mrs.  Fred  Woods, 
Toronto;  Mrs.  J.  W.  Mallon,  Toronto;  Mrs.  J.  A. 
Presidents  of  Loretto  Associations.  Thompson,    Toronto,     acting     Governor;     Miss     K. 

Teaffe,    Ottawa;    Mrs.    Hugh   Sweeney,   Mrs.   W.    H. 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto  .MISS  KATHLEEN  HICKEY.        Bruce,  Mrs.   Fergus  O'Connor,  Ottawa-  Mrs.  M.  J. 

Niagara    FaU.    Mi'll   pSENdE  "mJllin,"      ^y^^^'  0"awa;  Mrs.  J.  J.  Austin.  Toronto. 

624  South  West  St.,  Lima,  Ohio 

Hamilton,    Ont MISS    GEORGE   ANNE    DELL, 

Stratford,    Ont mss'' jIne  VeGAn"'""'""        I^ORETTO    ACADEMY,    WOODLAWN,    CHICAGO. 

136  Church   St.,   Stratford,  Ont.  .       *         .,,       ,  «., 

Bnglewood,  Chicago   MISS  MARY  COLLINS,  The   fifth   annual   card   party   for   the   benefit 

9604  South  Hamilton  Ave.,  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  was  held  on  Nov- 

-    ,.  ».     «    •     w  ,.            „xoo   ,T.9'''4\^^T'r,ili;  ember  14th,  1931,  at  the  Trianon  Ballroom,  under 

Sault    Ste.   Mane,   Mich MISS    IDA   RANSOM.  xv,^    o„c,^j««o    r^r    +v,       t^ ^  +  «    -nr ^i  a       -i- 

Joliet,  III    (St.  Mary's  High  ^  auspices   of   the   Loretto   Woodlawn  Auxiliary. 

School) The  members  of  the  committee  were:  Mrs.  William 

Joliet,    111.    (St.    Mary's    Aca-  B.  Traynor,  General  Chairman;  Mrs.  Peter  Barnes, 

*•"'> ^SS  WINIFRED  BANNON.  ^^^^    j    g    goudreau,  Mrs.  R.  J.  Burke,  Mrs.  J.  J. 

Woodlawn,   Chicago    MISS   OLIVE    SMITH,  Callahan,    Mrs.    E.    J.    Donnellan,   Mrs.    William   G. 

^    ^    ^r^                          ^;^c?o  ^^i*^t^'*^  ^*'  Chicago.  Earnhardt,  Mrs.  Harry  J.  Gallagher,  Mrs.  James  P. 

New  York,   N.Y MISS  FORDE.  Galligan,    Mrs.    W.    P.    Garrity,    Mrs.    Herbert    P. 

Detroit,    Mich MISS   VERA  REAUME.  Howard,  Mrs.  John  P.  McGraw,  Mrs.  Hugh  J.  Mc- 

Buffalo,  N.Y MISS  MARY  MAXWELL.  Partlin,    Mrs.    James    S.    Marrs,    Mrs.    M.    Minahan, 

^'bercoW?"Jcho^l°Toro^o:MISS  NORAH  LATCHFORD,  JJ^^"   JH^^''^  J '     Mitchell,    Mrs.   Albert      O'Rourke, 

151  St.  George  St.,  Toronto.  Mrs.  Mary  O  Rourke,  Mrs.  George  Zamzow. 

The  patrons   and   patronesses  included:  — 

Mrs.  Wm.  T.  Adams,  Mrs.  Thos.  P.  Baumbach,  Mrs. 

J.   S.   Boudreau,   Mrs.   Francis   Borrelli,   Mrs.  Alex. 

An  event  that  will  be  important  in  educational  Brady,   Mrs.  A.   P.   Brady,  Mrs.  Arthur  Bromstedt, 

history  of  years  to  come,  and  that  is  in  accordance  Mrs.  J.  Wm.  Brooks,  Mrs.  E.  M.  Brown,  Mrs.  Mary 

with    hopes    entertained    by   His    Excellency    Right  Burke,  Mrs.  R.  J.  Burke,  Mrs.  John  Callahan,  Mrs. 

Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  G.   K.   Cole,   Mrs.    Wm.    J.    Collins,    Mrs.   Joseph   J. 

the  inaugural  of  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Catho-  Connelly,  Dr.  S.  J.  Conway,  Mrs.  Thos.  E.  Corcoran, 

lie  Convent  Alumnae,   took  place  on  October  20th  Mrs.    Thos.    A.    Cronin,    Miss    Tillie    Cunnea,    Mrs. 

at  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton.        Representatives  Thos.  S.  Daly,  Mrs.  Geo.  W.  Deegan,  Mrs.  Edward 

from    all    over    Ontario    attended,    including    both  J.   Donnellan,   Mrs.    Mary  Eggert,   Mrs.   Fred   Eise- 

French  and  English,  and  the  step  marks  a  great  co-  mann,  Mrs.  T.  J.   Ecshenbach,  Mrs.  Thos.  E.   Fitz- 

ordination  of  the  two  races  that  are  Canadian.  gerald.  Miss  Agnes  Fitzpatrick,  Miss  Martha  Fitz- 

The   Executive   chosen   for   this    new   national  patrick,    Mrs.    Geo.    D.    Fowler,    Mrs.    Warren    W. 

Canadian   body   were:    Mrs.    M.    J.    Lyons,    Ottawa,  Furey,  Mrs.  Harry  J.  Gallagher,  Miss  Mary  Gallag- 

President;    Mrs.    Harry  T.   Roesler,   Toronto,   Vice-  her,  Mrs.  Jas.  P.  Galligan,  Mrs.  Jos.  X.  Galvin,  Mrs. 

President;    Miss  K.  Teaffe,  Ottawa,  English  Secre-  C.   A.   Gormaly,   Mrs.   Wm.   G.   Goss,   Mrs.   Nona   P. 

tary;    Mile.    B.    Bray,    Ottawa,    French    Secretary;  Grogan,    Miss   Elizabeth    Hamilton,    Mrs.    Harry   J. 

Mrs.  E.  P.  Kelly,  Toronto,  Treasurer;   Chairman  of  Hansman,  Mrs.  J.  C.  Hayes  Sr.,  Mrs.  A.  M.  Hayes, 

Education,     Miss     Mary     Mallon,    Toronto,      M.A.,  Mrs.  J.  F.  Healy,  Mrs.  Wm.  H.  Herbert,  Mrs.  Jos. 

A-T.C.M.;  Mrs.  Hugh  Sweeney,  Hamilton,  National  F.  Herrmann,  Mrs.  J.  J.  Hines,  Reverend  Frederick 
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Hoffman,  Mrs.  H.  R.  Howard,  Mrs.  H.  A.  Jacobs, 
Mrs.  James  Johnson,  Mrs.  E.  B.  Katholing,  Mrs. 
M.  J.  Keegan,  Mrs.  H.  J.  Kennedy,  Mrs.  Catherine 
Kenney,  Mrs.  Jas.  H.  Knight,  Mrs.  R.  F.  Kompare, 
Mrs.  Joseph  P.  Lavin,  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Lawler,  Mrs. 
Julius  Lencioni,  Mrs.  Frank  Lupe,  Mrs.  Wm.  J. 
Lynch,  Mrs.  Frank  McAdams,  Mrs.  P.  McArdle, 
Mrs.  Geo.  McBean,  Mrs.  E.  J.  McCann,  Mrs.  T.  O. 
McCarthy,  Miss  Amanda  McCormick,  Miss  Sue  Mc- 
Caughey,  Mrs.  Wm.  L.  McDonough,  Mrs.  John  P 
McGraw,  Mrs.  Hugh  J.  McPartlin,  Mr.  V.  H.  Maga- 
rian,  Mrs.  Ed.  Maher,  Miss  Sara  M.  Maher,  Mrs. 
Jas.  S.  Marrs,  Mrs.  Thos.  Martin,  Mrs.  M.  "V.  Mina- 
han,  Mrs.  Mark  J.  Mitchell,  Mrs.  John  Moloney, 
Dr.  Howard  Moriarty,  Mrs.  D.  Mulvihill,  Mrs.  Thos. 
E.  Murphy,  Mrs.  M.  J.  O'Connell,  Mrs.  John  J. 
O'Neill,  Mrs.  Albert  O'Rourke,  Miss  Helen 
O'Rourke,  Mrs.  Mary  O'Rourke,  Mrs.  Frank  J. 
Owens,  Mrs.  John  Patton,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pence, 
Mrs.  Lawrence  Podesta,  Mrs.  Sidney  Porter,  Mrs. 
Jay  Reynolds,  Mrs.  Chas.  Schneider,  Mrs.  F.  L. 
Schreiner,  Mrs.  W.  C.  Sharp,  Mrs.  D.  A.  Sheridan, 
Mrs.  Milton  Slusser,  Mrs.  Jack  Eraser  Smith,  Miss 
Olive  Smith,  Mrs.  J.  Henry  Touchstone,  Mrs.  John 
E.  Treager,  Mrs.  Wm.  B.  Traynor,  Mrs.  John  A. 
Usher,  Mrs.  E.  J.  Webb,  Mr.  Jas.  M.  Whalen,  Mrs. 
W.  J.  White,  Mrs.  John  Wideman,  Mirs.  Henry  Wil- 
son, Mrs.  Geo.  Zamzow. 


The  month  of  October  saw  the  happy  day  of  the 
Diamond  Jubilee  in  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  of  Sister  Margaret  Mary,  I.B.V.M., 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto.  In  de- 
ference to  her  wish  the  celebration  was  quietly  ob- 
served; and  indeed  such  a  celebration  is  of  heaven 
rather  than  of  earth,  for  God  and  His  angels  alone 
know  the  complete  record  of  sixty  years  of  con- 
secration, particularly  of  a  life  so  holy  and  beauti- 
ful as  that  of  the  beloved  jubilarian.  We  cannot 
measure  the  consolation  such  a  life  brings  to  the 
Heart  of  God,  but  we  can  form  some  little  idea 
of  it  from  the  sixty  years  of  happiness  her  life  has 
given  to  those  with  whom  she  has  lived. 


On  Nov.  28th  Mother  M.  Eudoxia,  I.B.V.M.,  died 
at  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago,  and  on 
Dec.  3rd  Mother  M.  Syncleta,  I.B.V.M.,  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  died  in  Guelph. 
Both  went  to  their  reward  after  years  of  devoted 
labour  for  souls,  crowned  by  suffering  patiently 
borne.     May  their  holy  souls  rest  in  peace! 


Congratulations  to— 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  F.  W.  Minch,  Stratford,  on  their 
silver  wedding  anniversary,  celebrated  on  Friday, 
November  25th,  1931. 

Marriages. 

Miss  Mary  Angela  Costello,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Thomas  Costello,  to  Mr.  Ronald  James 
McGrath,  at  St.  Peter's  Church,  Toronto,  on  Oct. 
24th,  1931.  Reverend  M.  J.  Carey,  C.S.P.,  per- 
formed the  ceremony. 

Miss  Gladys  Louise  Dodds,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  R.  R.  Dodds,  to  Mr.  Raymund  J.  Schmidt, 
on  June  3rd,  1931. 


Miss  May  Birmingham,  daughter  of  Mr.  Mich- 
ael Birmingham,  Saskatoon,  and  the  late  Mrs.  Bir- 
mingham, to  Mr.  Edward  Murray,  on  November 
21st,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Stratford.  Very 
Reverend  Dean  Egan  performed  the  ceremony. 

Clara,  daughter  of  Mr.  Martin  Conway,  Lon- 
don, and  the  late  Mrs.  Conway,  to  Mr.  Henry  H. 
Weiss,  on  November  12th,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church, 
Stratford.  Very  Reverend  D.  J.  Egan  performed 
the  ceremony. 

Miss  Mary  Rose  Gallagher,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  P.  J.  Gallagher,  to  Mr.  Joseph  A.  Kelly, 
on  November  16th,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Strat- 
ford. 

Miss  Verna  Robinson,  to  Mr.  Raymond  Mc- 
Knight,  in  September,  1931.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mc- 
Knight  will  live  at  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

Miss  Louise  (Polly)  Schmidt,  daughter  of  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Roy  Schmidt,  Elmira,  N.Y.,  to  Mr.  Elmer 
Day  Hessenmueller,  on  September  1st,  1931.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Hessenmueller  live  at  703  Princeton 
Blvd.,    Wilkinsburg,    Pa. 

Miss  Ellen  McAdorey,  to  Mr.  Paul  Sullivan, 
on  October  10th,  1931.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sullivan 
are  living  at  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y. 

Miss  Muriel  Zybach,  daughter  of  Mrs.  John 
Zybach,  to  Mr.  William  McBurney,  on  October  24th, 
1931,   at  Niagara  Falls,   Ont. 

Miss  Irene  Dwyer,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
W.  A.  Dwyer,  to  Mr.  George  Fothergill  Robinson, 
in  November,  1931,  at  St.  Catherines,  Ont. 

Miss  Ethel  Clerihan,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
S.  A.  Clerihan,  to  Mr.  C.  Driscoll,  in  November, 
1931,  at  St.  Bernard's  Church,  Chicago. 

Miss  Ann  Orr,  to  Mr.  Mark  Foote,  in  Septem- 
ber, 1931,  at  St.  Bernard's  Church,  Chicago. 

Miss  Helen  Futchek,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Futchek,  to  Mr.  Clyde  Johnston,  on  Novem- 
ber 12th,  1931,  at  the  Church  of  the  Little  Flower, 
Glendale,  California.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Johnston  will 
live  at  Long  Beach,  California. 

Congratulations  to— 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Pollard  (Madeleine  Smyth, 
B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey  College),  on  the 
birth  of  a  son,  on  December  6th,  1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clarence  R.  Smith  (Eleanor  Sav- 
age, alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph).  on  the 
birth  of  a  daughter,  on  November  25th,  1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Walsh  (Helen  Zang, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago), 
on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  October  29th,  1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Cooney  (Dolores  Mulvey, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  December  3rd,  1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  McDonough  (Jane  Pingar  i, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago), 
on  the  birth  of  twin  sons. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Matthew  James  Meyer  (Eleanor 
Biersmith,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Wood- 
lawn, Chicago),  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter, .on 
November   23rd,   1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Kennealy  (Kathryn 
Boylan,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy.  Niagara 
Falls),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  September  24th, 
1931. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  E.  Sacco  (Lucille  Senti- 
neal,  almuna  of  Loretto  Academy.  Niagara  Falls), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  July  16th,  1931. 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  J.  Conrad  (Ethel  Coul- 
son,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont. ),  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  December 
3rd,    1931. 

Loretto  Offers  Deepest  Sympathy  to — 

Mother  M.  Francis  Clare,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto 
Abbey  College,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto;  Sister 
M.  St.  John,  St.  Joseph's  College,  Toronto;  Miss 
Kate  O'Malley  and  Mr.  Andrew  O'Malley,  Toronto, 
on  the  death  of  their  mother. 

Miss  Agnes  Cherrier,  Miss  Teresa  Cherrier,  Mr. 
Frederick  Cherrier,  Mr.  Joseph  Cherrier  and  Mr. 
Leonard  Cherrier,  on  the  death  of  their  sister, 
Mother  M.  Syncleta,  LB.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Mary  Bamfield  Talbot,  honorary  presi- 
dent of  the  American  Chapter  of  Loretto  Niagara 
Alumnae  Association,  on  the  death  of  her  sou. 
Dr.  Robert  Talbot;  and  to  Dr.  Frank  Talbot,  a 
brother;  Mrs.  McCarty,  Mrs.  James  O'Gara,  and 
Mrs.  Mugele,  sisters,  also  alumnae  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls. 

Mrs.  James  O'Gara  (Anna  Talbot),  and  family, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband;  and  to  Reverend 
Father  O'Gara,  S.J.,  brother  of  the  late  Mr.  O'Gara, 
and  other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mrs.  Milton  Reideir,  and  Mr.  Charles  Weis, 
on  the  death  of  their  father,  Mr.  J.  V.  Weis;  and 
to  Mother  M.  Eustelle,  LB.V.M.,  Loretto  Convent, 
Sioux  Lookout,  Ont.  ;  Mrs.  John  Stapleton,  Mrs. 
James  Stapleton,  and  Miss  Rose  Weis,  sisters;  and 
Mr.  Louis  Weis,  and  Mr.  James  Weis,  Toronto, 
brothers. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hugh  Sweeney,  Hamilton;  Miss 
Frances  Sweeney,  Mirs.  D.  Weadick,  and  Mr.  James 
Sweeney,  on  the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Mary 
Sweeney;  and  also  to  Mrs.  Howlitt,  Mrs.  Pulking- 
ham,  and  Mrs.  Bruce,  grand-daughters,  and  to 
other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mrs.  McMahon,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her 
husband,  Thomas  Firancis  McMahon,  M.D. 

Mrs.  Conlin,  Toronto,  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  son,  Mr.  Thomas  Conlin;  and  to  Mrs.  Par- 
nell,  London,  his  sister,  and  to  other  members  of 
the  family  and  relatives. 

Mrs.  Michael  J.  Crane,  Hamilton,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband;  and  to  Misses  Catherine  and  Ann 
Crane,  Mrs.  Fred  Casey,  Mrs.  Pilgrim,  and  Mrs. 
Ray,    daughters;    and   Mr.   Leo   Crane,   a   son. 

Mrs.  E.  M.  Carroll,  Miss  Helen  Heffernan,  and 
Miss  Stella  Heffernan,  To.'onto;  and  Miss  Mildred 
Heffernan,  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  on  the  death  of 
their  mother,  Mrs.  Joseph  Heffernan;  and  to  her 
sons,  Mr.  Joseph  T.  Heffernan,  Timmins;  Mr.  W.  S. 
Heffernan,  Mirror  Lake,  B.C. ;  Mr.  H.  A.  Heffernan, 
Windsor;  and  Mr.  G.  A.  Heft'ernan,  Toronto. 

The  family  of  the  late  Mr.  John  Diebolt, 
Vancouver,  B.C.,  on  his  death. 

Reverend  J.  E.  Ronan,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  his  father. 

Reverend  Father  Egan,  Pastor  of  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Help  Church,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  his  sister.  Miss  Egan. 

Miss  Mary  Daley,  alumna  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls,  on  the  death  of  her  brother, 
Mr.  Jack  Daley. 

Mrs.  Francis  Dunne,  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  who  was  killed  in  a  motor  accident 
jn  California  on  November  11th,  1931.     The  late 


Mr.  Dunne  was  a  nephew  of  Right  Reverend  Mon- 
signor  D.  J.  Dunne,  D.D.,  Chicago,  to  whom  we 
also  offer  sympathy,  and  to  other  members  of  the 
family   and  relatives. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Lunney,  and  family,  Chicago, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Miss  Helen  Lunney 
and  Miss  Marjory  Lunney,  daughters,  are  graduates 
of  Loretto   Academy,   Woodlawn,   Chicago. 

Mrs.  Patrick  Mannion,  and  family,  Chicago, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Miss  Dorothy  Man- 
nion is  a  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn. 

Mrs.  Frank  McCann,  and  Mrs.  Redemacher 
(Mabel  Beedle,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  En- 
glewood,   Chicago),  on  the  death  of  their  mother. 

Reverend  John  Collins,  C.SS.R.,  on  the  death 
of  his  father. 

Mrs.  George  A.  O'Reilly,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband;  and  to  Reverend  Dr.  John  A. 
O'Reilly,  Guelph,  and  Reverend  Francis  X.  O'Reilly, 
Weston,  sons,  and  to  other  members  of  the  family. 

Miss  Helen  Lacey,  a  former  pupil  of  Loretto 
Abbey,  and  her  brothers,  on  the  death  of  their 
father,    Mr.   William   Lacey,    Pembroke,   Ont. 

Mrs.  Lyall  L.  Stuart,  Mrs.  R.  Bleakley,  and 
Mrs.  C.  F.  Mackey  (alumnae  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls),  on  the  death  of  their  father.  Dr. 
Edward  Goodrich  Acheson,  well-known  scientist 
and  inventor. 

Mrs.  Milton  Meffert  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Corless 
(alumnae  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  on 
the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  McGee  (Catherine 
McFarland,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls). 

Mrs.  Newman,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the 
death  of  her  son,  John  Newman;  and  to  Sister 
Miriam  Joseph,  and  Misses  Florence,  Marian,  and 
Mildred  Newman,  sisters. 

Mrs.  J.  McBeth,  Miss  Agnes  Carmichael,  Tor- 
onto; and  other  members  of  the  family,  on  the 
death  of  their  brother,  Mr.  D.  A.  Lou  Carmichael. 


CANADA. 

Land  of  our  birth,  0  Canada, 
We  sing  our  praise  of  thee ; 

Was  ever  land  so  rich  and  fair 
So  stately,  proud,  and  free? 

0  Canada,  thy  forests  vast, 

Thy  mountain  peaks  that  reach  the  sky, 
Thy  leaping  rivers,  flashing  falls,  — 

With   awe   inspire   the   passer-by! 

So  much  about  this  land  of  ours 

There  is  to  mako  Canadians  proud, 
Whose  lofty  summits  uncompared 
Are  wrapped  in  an  eternal  cloud'. 

Mary  Craven,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 
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ROLL  OF  HONOUR 


Names  of  pupils  whose  contributions  rank    highest,   together   with   tliose    published. 
Honourable    mention    is    for    those    whose   work  also  deserves  praise  and  encouragement. 

Issue  of  October,  1931. 


LORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS,  TORONTO. 

Mary  Hayes,  Grace  Kent,  IV;  Madeleine  Cum- 
mins, IV;    Ruth  Hobberlin,  IV. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVENUE,  TORONTO. 

Marie  McKinnon,  IV  •  Marion  Anderson,  IV. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  SAULT  STE.  MARIE,  MICH. 

Susie  Savoie,  '33;  Alvina  Montero,  '32;  Gretis 
Thibodeau,  '33;  Blanche  Sharpies,  '33;  Leota  Arbic, 
'33;   Jean  Dagenais,  '32. 

Honourable    Mention. — Margaret     McEvoy,     '33; 
Harriet  Armstrong,  '33;  Mary  Jacques,  '34;  Jean  M^ 
Eaehern,    '32;    Lorraine   Finlan,    '34. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH. 
Veronica  Murray,  IV. 

SEDLEY,    SASKATCHEWAN. 

Sydney  Israels,  XII;   Alma  Eberl,  XII;   Rolland 
Do  Mers,  XI;    Eileen  Whelan,  XII. 

LORETTO   HIGH   SCHOOL,    ENGLEWOOD, 
CHICAGO. 

Ida  Mae  Flood,  HA;  Columba  Zerega,  '32; 
Mary  Ann  Carpenter,  IIA;  Dorothy  Shultz,  IIA; 
Ruth  Bower,  IIA;  Leonardine  Charlson,  IIA. 
Honourable  Mention — Beatrice  Hamilton,  2A;  Rita 
Wark,  IIB;  Helen  Sheehan,  III;  Helen  Deutsch,  I  IB; 
Catherine  Young,  lA;  Dolores  Nugent,  IIA;  Eileen 
McGuire,  IIA;    Rita  Breslin,   IIA. 


Issue  of  January,  1932. 

LORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS,  TORONTO.  LORETTO  ACADEMY,  WOODLAWN,  CHICAGO. 


Grace  Kent,  IV;  Ruth  Hobberlin,  IV;  Betty  Row- 
lin.  Ill;  Deborah  Dick,  11;  Alicia  Leddy,  IV;  Mary 
Vininy,  IV;  Katherine  Roche  IV;  Peggy  Strickland, 
IV. 

LORETTO    ABBEY    COLLEGE    SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVENUE,  TORONTO. 

Mary  McConvey,  V;  Evelyn  Armstrong,  IV;  Ail- 
een  0''Brien,  IV;  Patricia  Flood,  IV;  Marie  McKin- 
non, IV;  Rita  Huntley,  IIIA;  Evelyn  Murphy,  I  IIB; 
Doris  McFarland,  IIIA;  Margaret  Moriarty,  IIIB; 
Marion  Smyth,  IIIB;  Lenore  Tobin,  IIIB;  Muriel 
Fox,  IIIA;  Angela  Carriere,  IIA;  Barbara  Young, 
IIB;  Helen  O'Hare,  IIB;  Vinetta  Burke,  IIA;  Naomi 
Foster,  IIA;  Phyllis  McDermott,  IIA;  Eileen  Brad- 
ley, IIA;  Marion  Whitcomb,  IIB;  Audrey  Downey, 
IIA;  Margaret  Vahey,  IIB;  Marjorie  Dault,  IIA; 
Helen  Collins,  IB;  Margaret  Hickey,  lA .  Ethel  Wil- 
son, lA;  Elda  Seitz,  lA;  Margaret  Podger,  IB;  Cecil 
Hayes,  IC;  Vincentine  Pergolas,  lA;  Dorothy  Ball, 
IC. 

Honourable  Mention — Patricia  Campsey,  IV;  Pat- 
rici?.  Quigley,  IIIB;  Virginia  Burke,  IIIA;  Mary  Elm- 
hurst,  IIIA;  Margaret  Heavener,  IIIA;  Edytha  Coll- 
yer,  IIIA;  Eleanor  McCarthy,  IIIA;  Ruth  Noonan, 
IIIB;  Loretto  Kenny,  IIB;  Irene  Haffey,  lA;  Mary 
Kennelly,  lA;  Muriel  Skerritt,  lA;  Marcella  Boland, 
IB;  Kathleen  Shanks,  IB;  Louise  De  Sants,  lA;  Mary 
O'Connor,  IB;  Patricia  Gross,  IB;  Marion  Ballard, 
lA;    Mary  Culnan,   lA. 

LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,  ENGLEWOOD,  CHICAGO 

Ruth  Bower,  IIA;  Loretto  Kratoska,  lA;  Eleanor 
Rohr,  lA;   Columba  Zerega,  IV.;   Catherine  Rick,  IV. 
Honourable  Mention. — M.  V.  McNamara,  lA. 


Mary  McCormick,  Senior  Class;  Frances  Dunne, 
Mary  Petrie,  IV.;  Kathlyn  Murphy,  III;  Mary  C. 
Galvin,   IC;    Dorothy  Sumski,   I;    Elsie  Felix,   II. 

SEDLEY,  SASKATCHEWAN. 
Adrian  Kildea,  XII. 

LORETTO  ACADEMY,  HAMILTON. 

Kathleen   Brown,   II;    Margaret  Thompson,   II. 

LORETTO  ACADEMY,  SAULT  STE.  MARIE,  MICH. 

Margaret  Krell,  '35;    Hazel  Taylor,  '32. 
Honourable   Mention. — Lois   Donnelly,   '35;    Jean 
Dagenais,    '32. 

LORETTO  ACADEMY,  NIAGARA  FALLS,  ONT. 

Kathleen  Mayes,  '32;  Evelyn  Haun,  Alice  Morrow, 
IV.  (two  articles);  Peggy  Milligan,,  II.;  Marguerite 
Bedford,  Gayle  Hancock,  III.;  Lucia  Sciarrino,  I. 
(story,  in  addition  to  poem  published). 

LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH,  ONT. 

Margaret  I.  Hanlon,  II;  E.  J.  O'Brien,  I;  Joseph 
Hoshooley,  I;  Fred  Valeriote,  I;  Frank  Howitt,  I; 
Romeo  Giguere,  I ;  Helen  Frank,  III. 

Honourable  Mention. — Rosie  Zuccala,  II;  Mary 
Sufred,  IL 

ST.  HELEN'S  SCHOOL,  TORONTO. 
Kathleen   Bottrell,  Jean   Sullivan. 

ST.  CYRIL  SCHOOL,  CHICAGO. 
Loretto  Devitt,  Grade  VIII. 
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Catherine  Mace,  3T2,  Editor-in-Chief. 
Margaret  Unger,  3T3,  Business  Manager. 
Margaret  Loughlin,  3T2,  Associ^ate  Editor. 
Agnes  Slieppard,  3T4,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Isabel  Kerwin,  Editor. 
Mary  Hayes,  Business  Manager. 
Catherine  Roche,  Associate  Editor. 
Madeleine   Cummins,  Associate  Editor. 
Grace  Kent,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 

May  Kenny,  Editor. 
Margaret  Nims,  Business  Manager. 
Ruth  Bower,  Associate  Editor. 
Lillian  Wilson,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 

Doris  Clancy,  Editor. 
Marion  Good,  Business  Manager. 
Muriel  Hayes,  Associate  Editor. 
Mary  Craven,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Ont. 

Pauline  Pigeon,  Editor. 
Monica  Gaunt,  Business  Manager. 
Eunice  Le  Souder,  Associate  Editor. 
Irene  Burns,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
Mary  O'Connor,  Editor. 
Kathleen  White,  Business  Manager. 
Hazel  Taylor,  Prose. 
Jean  McEachern,  Verse. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Ave.,  Toronto. 
Mary  McConvey,  Editor. 
Margaret  Ash,  Business  Manager. 
Evelyn  Armstrong,  Associate  Editor. 
Aileen  O'Brien,  Associate  Editor. 

St.  Adrian's  School,  Chicago,  Illinois. 

Betty  O'Donohue,  Editor. 

St.  Cecilia's  Convent,  Toronto. 

Cecilia  Curran— St.  James'  School 
Blanche  Burke— St.  Rita's, 
Rita  Doyle— St.  Cecilia's 
Jean  Sullivan— St.  Helen's, 


Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

Prances  Dunn,  Editor. 
Mary  O'Brien,  Business  Manager. 
Elise  Felix,  Associate  Editor. 
Frances  Ilaggerty,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 
Julia  Geiger,  Editor. 
Alice  Eads,  Business  Manakjer. 
Alice  Morrow,  Associate  Editor. 
Mary  Dunnigan,  Associate  Editor. 

Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 
Grace  O'Brien,  Editor 
Veronica  Murray,  Business  Manager. 
Grace  Frank,  Associate  Editor. 
Mary  Radigan,  Associate  Editor.' 

Loretto  Convent,  Sedley,  Sask. 

Sydney  Israels,    Editor. 
Jeanette  Parent,  Business  Manager. 
Adrian  Kildea,  Associate  Editor. 
Alma  Eberl,  Associate  Editor. 

St.  Cyril  School,  Chicago. 
]\Iargaret  Hayes,  Editor. 
Bernard  Ziv,  Business  Manager. 
Margaret  A.  Larkin,  Associate  Editor. 
John  Egan,  Associate  Editor. 

St.  Mary's  School,  Saskatoon,  Sask. 
Irene  Pass,  Editor. 
Mary  Dooley,  Business  Manager. 
Eugenia  Charlebois,  Associate  Editor. 
Cormac  Slough,  Associate  Editor. 

St.  Bride  School,  Chicago. 

Margaret  Branagan,  Editor. 
Loretto  Gonya,  Prose  and  Verse. 
Donald  McGee,  Business  Manager. 
Richard  Usher,  Chronicles. 

Loretto  Convent,  Sioux  Lookout,  Ontario. 

Bernadette  George,  Editor. 
Maisie  Moran,  Business  Manager. 
Phyllis   Paolucci,   Associate   Editor. 
Mary  Vechies,  Associate  Editor. 
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SCHOOL  CHRONICLES 


Loretto  Abbey,  Aniiour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Oct.  6th — The  Thanksgiving  week-end. 

Nov.  11th — Arniisti'->e  Day.  We  have  a  half- 
holiday,  and  go  to  see  "The  Spirit  of  Notre  Dame" 
— a  great  success. 

Nov.  14th — The  graduates  have  a  half-holiiay, 
ane  some  of  the  girls  go  to  Massey  Hall  to  hear 
the   famous  violinist,   Fritz  Kreisler. 

Nov.  25th — After  racking  our  fertile  brains  for 
new  methods  of  initiating  cur  non-residents,  and 
finding  nothing  better,  we  were  forced  to  fall  back 
on  the  time-honoured  traditions,  and  to-day  mark- 
ed the  close  of  the  proceedings,  celebrated  by 
chocolate-cake  and  fudge,  concocted — and  very 
successfully — by   the   initiates. 

Nov.  28th — We  all  went  to  Niagara  Falls  Lor 
the  game  of  the  year.  Our  first  team,  arrived  over 
night,  met  us  with  our  hostesses  at  the  door. 
After  a  most  enjoyable  dinner-party  we  all  went  to 
the  gymnasium  for  the  game,  and — O  well,  it's 
not  so  hard  to  lose  against  such  a  fine  team  as 
this  one. 

Nov.  29th — Some  of  last  year's  members  of 
the  Club,  come  for  Benediction,  followed  by  tea 
with  us  in  the  club-room. 

Nov.  4th — Our  latet  week-end  of  this  year, 
with  attention  focused,  of  course,  on  Christmas 
shopping. 

Dec.   7th — At  three  o'clock  we  go  into  retreat 


in  preparation  for  to-morrow's  great  feast.  We 
were  glad  to  have  Reverend  Father  Keating,  S.J., 
with  us,  to  help  us  to  make  this  little  retreat  well. 

Dec.  8th — There  are  two  Masses  at  the  Abbey 
on  this  great  feast  of  Our  Lady's  Immaculate  Con- 
ception, and  we  spend  a  happy,  holy  day  and  holi- 
day. 

Dec.  10  th — The  feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto 
is  celebrated  by  a  reception  into  the  Sodality, 
Benediction,  and  a  lovely  party  in  the  refectory, 
in  honour  of  the  newly  received  Children  of  Mary. 

Dec.  12th — The  girls  of  Loretto  Niagara's 
Senior  team  arrived  last  night,  followed  by  the 
rest  of  the  school,  as  supporters,  in  a  big  bus 
this  morning.  The  first  half  of  the  game  was  in 
our  favour,  and  excitement  was  rife  until  the  end, 
when,  despite  the  "gameness"  of  our  team,"  the 
Falls'  team  added  one  more  victory  to  their  already 
glorious  record.     Congratulations! 

Isabel  Kerwin,  Form  IV. 


Mission    Endeavours. 

During  the  month  of  October  the  P''orms  held  a 
Rosary  Drive,  in  which  the  competition  was  keen 
and  Third  Form  won.  The  total  number  of  rosar- 
ies was  offered  to  Our  Lady  for  the  Western  Mis- 
sions. 

On   the   afternoon  of  Saturday,   Oct.    31st,   the 


There  is  no  substitute  for 
the  Champagne  of  Ginger  Ales 

Delightful   for    every    occasion    and 

particularly  pleasing  to  invalids 

or  convalescents 
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If  you  want  to  retain 

GOOD  HEALTH 
GOOD  LOOKS 

Drink  Plenty  of  Pure,  Rich  Milk  — 

At  least  one  glass  at  every  meal. 

Pure  Milk  is  Nature's  most  nearly 

perfect  food. 


Company,  Limited. 

KIngsdale  6151 


NAUTICAL  TOGS 


Makers  of 

Regulation  Dresses 

Middies 

Tunics 

Skirts 

Gymnasium   Bloomers 


93-99  Spadina  Avenue 


members  of  the  Sodality  gave  a  Hallowe'en  party 
lor  about  thirty  little  children  from  the  city.  If 
we  needed  any  reward  for  our  efforts  to  give  them 
a  pleasant  afternoon,  we  had  it  in  the  sight  of  their 
happy  little  faces  as  they  bade  us  good-bye. 

When  we  wrote  to  Reverend  Father  Murray  to 
ask  him  to  suggest  another  mission  for  which  we 
would  work,  he  answered  that  he  thought  Milestone, 
Saskatchewan,  would  appreciate  our  aid.  We  are 
busy  now  making  children's  clothes  to  send  there. 
We  also  resolved  to  send  ten  dollars,  and  Second 
Form  gave  a  delightful  Bridge  party  for  the  cause, 
and  realized  nine  dollars.  The  combined  sum  will 
be  sent  to  the  pastor.  Reverend  Father  McDonnell, 
to  help  him  to  make  Christmas  happy  for  those 
less  fortunate  than  ourselves. 

Madeleine  Cummins. 


lioretto  Academy,  Niagara   Falls,   Ont. 

Oct.  3rd — ^To-.day  at  Three  Sisters  Islands  we 
picnicked  amid  warm  autumn  sunshine  and  gor- 
geous  scenery. 

Oct.  4th — Our  two  delegates  return  filled  with 
enthusiastic  zeal,  from  the  Mission  Crusade  Con- 
vention in  Toronto.  If  we  are  to  judge  of  this 
Convention  by  the  spirit  it  aroused  in  our  dele- 
gntes,  the  C.C.S.M.C.  Units  of  Toronto  are  to  be 
congratulated. 

Oct.  8th — The  Crusade  President,  Miss  Norma 
Tobey,  presided  at  the  first  real  Mission  meeting  of 
the  year.  A  report  of  the  Toronto  Convention  was 
given  and  plans  for  the  year's  work  submitted. 
The  other  officers  are  Miss  Mary  Dunnigan,  Vice- 
president  ;  Miss  Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner,  Secre- 
tary;  and' Miss  Mary  Sanson,  Treasurer. 

Oct.  16th — We  are  grateful  to  a  group  of 
Canius  College  students  for  a  wonderful  "stirring- 
up"  in  our  Rosary  Drive.  Mr.  Gavin  gives  also  a 
splendid  talk  on  Sodality  organization. 

Oct.  23rd — This  evening  everyone  is  having  a 
good  time  at  a  Bridge  in  the  club-room,  the  first 
function  of  the  season. 

Oct.  8th — Reverend  E.  Ronan,  St.  Augustine's 
Seminary,  Toronto,  is  here  to-day  helping  us  with 
our  Gregorian  Chant,  and  giving  an  inspiring  talk 
on  Church  music  at  our  St.  Cecilia's  Club  meeting. 

Oct.  30th — According  to  our  time-honoured 
custom  it  is  the  evening  of  our  Hallowe'en  party, 
at  which  cleverly  devised  costumes  and  all  the  old 
features,  as  well  as  some  brand-new  ones,  add  to 
our   enjoyment. 

Nov.  1st — A  November  Sodality  meeting,  even 
more    helpful    than    those   that    have    gone    before. 

Nov.  5th — S.S.C.  meeting,  with  talks  and  plans 
for  helping  the  holy  souls  during  this  month. 

Nov.  9th-10th — Examinations  are  upon  us,  and 
we  turn  more  thoughtfully  and  seriously  to  our 
books. 

Nov.  11th — We  all  enjoy  playing  hostess  to 
some  two  hundred  guests,  members  of  a  large  con- 
vention of  charity  workers.  After  tea  in  the  li- 
brary we  proudly  show  them  around  our  school. 

Nov.  12th — Reverend  Father  Garcia,  and 
Reverend  Father  Corbett  are  honoured  guests  at 
our  November  Mission  meeting,  and  Father  Coi'- 
bett  fascinates  us  with  his  pathetic  tales  of  China, 
lightened  by  flashes  of  rare  humour. 

Nov.   13th — Our  first  Mission  dance  is  a  great 
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success.  Reverend  Father  Garcia  and  Reverend 
Father  Salway  bring  the  Niagara  University  or- 
chestra; we  enjoy  the  splendid  music  more  than 
ever;  and  the  Senior  team  from  Loretto  Abbey 
arrives  in  time  to  be  "welcomed  with  a  band.'  ' 

Nov.  14th — It  is  a  pleasure  to  have  our  Abbey 
friends  with  us  again,  but  we  feel  just  a  little  guil- 
ty at  taking  both  games  from  such  welcome  guests. 

Nov.  24th — We  enjoy  Mr.  Wilson  MacDonald's 
reading  of  his  own  and  other  poems,  and  are  look- 
ing forward  to  having  him  come  again  in  January. 

Nov.  30th — We  played  Stamford  Collegiate  to- 
day with  both  scores  in  our  favour:  Senior  67-26; 
Junior,   4  4-33. 

Dec.  3rd — The  first  of  a  series  of  oratorical 
contests  was  held  this  morning  as  a  special  fea- 
ture of  our  S.S.C.  meeting.  Miss  Beth  Johnson, 
speaking  on  "Poetry,"  was  awarded  first  place, 
with  Miss  Betty  Cappellino  and  Miss  Alice  Eads 
eecond. 

Dec.  4th — Reverend  Alfred  Barrett,  S.J.,  mo- 
derator of  the  Western  New  York  Sodalists,  visits 
us,  and  in  a  talk  on  the  meaning  and  organization 
of  our  Sodality,  gives  us  a  deeper  understanding 
of  the  motto,  "Ad  Jesum  per  Mariam."  The  basket- 
ball team  from  Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  To- 
ronto, arrives  to  be  warmly  welcomed,  and  in  time 
to  hear  Father  Barrett's  talk. 

Dec.  5th — The  game  with  the  team  from  the 
College  School,  with  the  score  83-14  in  our  favour. 

Dec.  8  th — The  reception  of  five  new  sodalists — 
five  more  souls  "ad  Jesum  per  Mariam."  Reverend 
Father  Gabriel,  O.Carm.,  conducts  the  reception, 
and   gives   a   wonderful   sermon.      And   we   have   a 


procession,  singing  Our  Lady's  praises,  and  a  ban- 
quet in  honour  of  the  occasion. 

Dec.  9th — Our  annual  Christmas  concert  at 
which  we  are  fortunate  in  having  a  fine  string 
quartette  from  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  and  Mr.  James 
Gallagher,  dramatic  tenor,  of  Guelph,  Ont.,  who 
sang  six  selections  to  the  appreciative  audience. 

Dec.  10th — Our  game  with  St.  Catharine's  "Y" 
to-day  resulted  in  a  score  of  68-13,  in  our  favour. 

Dec.  11th — Our  Senior  team  goes  to  Toronto 
and  again  scores  a  victory  over  the  Loretto  Abbey 
College  School  team  62-33.  The  Loretto  girls  in 
Toronto,  at  the  Abbey  and  at  the  College  School, 
have  won  us  completely  by  their  unbounded  and 
unforgettable  hospitality,  and  victory  is  worth 
something  against  such  teams. 

Dec.  12th- — THE  day,  when  our  team  wins  new 
laurels  at  Loretto  Abbey,  in  two  games:  Seniors 
41-26,  and  Juniors  34-24.  And  what  a  demonstra- 
tion on  our  return  from  Toronto! 

Julia  Geigher. 


Loretto  Aca^leiny,  Hamilton. 

Oct.  14th — We  learn  with  pleasure  that  Mother 
Immaculate  Heart  is  to  be  directress  of  our  So- 
dality this  year,  and  we  held  our  first  meeting. 
"Devotion  to  daily  duity"  is  adopted  as  our  prac- 
tice for  the  coming  month. 

Oct.  31st — Members  of  St.  Bride's  Literary  So- 
ciety hold  their  first  meeting,  at  which  interesting 
speeches  on  a  wide  variety  of  subjects  are  given 
by  students  of  Fifth  Form. 

Oct.    27th — We    hold    our    annual    Hallowe'en 
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masquerade.  Entertainment  is  provided  by  a  clever 
skit  by  Misses  Eleanor  Randall,  Margaret  Nelligan, 
Margaret  Goodrow,  Frances  Gidden,  Helen  Burns, 
and  Mary  Nelson,  all  of  Fourth  Form;  and  by  Miss 
Eleanor's  Randall's  interpretation  of  the  practice- 
hour  of  a  budding  young  pianist.  Prizes  are  won 
by  Miss  Barbara  Mann,  and  Miss  Victoria  Douglas. 

Nov.  10th — First  Form  presents  a  short  play  at 
the  monthly  Crusade  meeting.  The  audience  is 
pleased;  the  players  are  gratified;  and  the  Missions 
are  aided  by  the  proceeds. 

Nov.  12th — An  interesting  and  instructive  lec- 
ture by  Major  Cross  iis  enjoyed  by  the  whole  school. 
Through  the  medium  of  slides  and  graphic  oral 
description  we  journey  with  Major  Cross  up  the 
Bramaputra  and  through  Tibet  and  Mongolia,  learn- 
ing the  strange  customs  and  practices  of  the  peo- 
ple of  these  far-away  places.  Major  Cross  is  oc- 
companied  by  Captain  Baker,  who  is  shortly  to 
fly  to  China. 

Nov.  25th — We  enter  upon  three  days  of  happy 
solitude  and  communion  with  God.  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Coghlin,  C.SS.R.,  is  our  retreat-master,  and  a 
most  effective  one. 

Dec.  2nd — ^Crusaders  attend  a  debate  on  the 
subject:  Resolved  that  St.  Francis  Xavier  would 
have  done  more  for  God  if  he  had  stayed  in  Europe 
instead  of  going  to  Eastern  countries.  Fortunate- 
ly— ^since  some  of  us  are  inclined  to  think  that  the 
result  of  a  debate  settles  the  question — the  nega- 
tive won.  It  was  upheld  by  Miss  Helen  Goodrow, 
and  Miss  Jean  Whittaker,  against  Miss  Grace  Dione, 
and  Miss  Muriel  Hayes. 

Dec.  9th — The  first  debate  of  the  inter-class 
series  is  held  in  the  auditorium.     The  First  Form 


representatives.  Miss  Florence  Tern  and  Miss  Lil- 
lian Digny,  upheld  the  affirmative  side  of  the  sub- 
ject: Resolved  that  the  introduction  of  machinery 
has  done  more  harm  than  good,  against  Miss  Pa- 
tricia Hanrahan  and  Miss  Isobel  Guntin.  Many 
interesting  arguments  are  presented  by  both  teams, 
but  the  negative  side  goes  down  to  defeat. 

Dec.  10th — This  date  marks  the  beginning  of 
our  term  examinations.  Many  a  gusty  sigh  is 
fetched  as  we  apply  ourselves  to  the  serious  busi- 
ness of  passing. 

Doris  Clancy,  Form  IV. 


Loretto    Abbey   College   School. 

Oct.  16th — To-day  we  held  our  first  Crusade 
meeting  for  the  school  year  1931-32.  The  new 
president.  Miss  Marywinn  Slipper,  in  her  address 
outlined  the  development  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  since 
its  foundation  ten  years  ago,  and  especially  the 
important  part  played  by  Loretto.  We  had  the 
privilege  of  having  as  our  guest  Reverend  Father 
Knox,  S.J.,  who  spoke  of  the  work  of  the  League 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  meeting  was  concluded 
with  a  piano  solo  by  Miss  Marion  Ball,  and  a  hymn 
by  the  Fifth  Form. 

Oct.  30  th — Fourth  Form  entertained  the  school 
at  a  Hallowe'en  party, — a  great  success,  with  a 
grand  march,  prizes,  candied  apples,  n'everything. 

Nov.  6th — We  are  inviied  to  play  basketball  at 
the  Abbey,  and  after  the  games  are  entertained  by 
charming  hostesses,  at  tea  in  the  Seniors'  club- 
room. 

Nov.  13  th — The  school  had  the  pleasure  of  hear- 
ing Mr.  N.  A.  Benson,  a  young  Canadian  poet  of 
some  repute,  read  a  number  of  poems  of  Canadian 
origin,  with  interesting  and  instructing  comments 
on  them. 

Nov.  20  th — Our  monthly  Crusade  meeting  was 
held  in  the  auditorium.  Reverend  Father  Kelly, 
the  new  director  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  movement,  was 
guest  of  honour,  and  addressed  a  few  words  to  the 
Crusaders.  The  presentation  of  a  charming  play 
by  Fourth  Form,  completed  the  program. 

Nov.  25th — Major  Cross,  an  aviator  who  has 
seen  and  knows  many  parts  of  the  world,  gave  us 
an  interesting  and  instructive  illustrated  lecture 
with  very  special  mention  of  the  Loretto  convents 
abroad,  and  the  good  work  they  are  doing.  And 
we  discovered  that  even  after  these  many  years 
we  have  still  much  to  learn,  and  felt  prouder  than 
ever  to  be  Loretto  pupils.  Captain  Baker  ,who 
will  shortly  fly  to  the  Far  East  as  a  good-will  am- 
bassador from  Canada,  also  spoke,  and  gained 
many  well-wishers  for  the  success  of  his  flight. 

Dec.  3rd — This  morning,  in  honour  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier,  patron  of  the  Missions,  we  attend- 
ed a  Crusade  Mass  in  our  own  chapel. 

Dec.  4th — To-day  ten  of  our  girls  left  for  the 
Falls,  where  we  were  delightfully  entertained  dur- 
ing our  visit,  and  were  fortunate  in  hearing 
Reverend  Father  Barrett,  S.J.,  speak  in  the  in- 
terests of  the  Sodality  movement. 

Dec.  5th — The  greater  part  of  the  school  attends 
a  Crusade  Mass  in  honour  of  St.  Francis  Xavier 
at  St.  Michael's  Cathedral.  To  the  intense  delight 
of  the  Crusaders,  Reverend  Father  Martin  John- 
son, our  former  director,  gave  the  sermon. 
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Basketball  Notes. 

Our  Senior  team,  according  to  all  appearances, 
must  have  taken  the  resolution  to  give  pleasure 
to  others  this  year.  What  nobler  aim  could  man 
have?  Wherever  they  went,  whether  to  Moulton, 
or  to  the  Abbey,  or  the  Falls,  they  were  successful 
in  making  the  other  team  happy.  Only  once  did 
they  so  forget  their  noble  resolution.  At  St. 
Mildred's  Convent  the  score  was  53-13 — in  favour 
of  Loretto. 

The  Junior  team,  not  yet  so  unselfish  as  their 
elders,  twice  defeated  the  Abbey  team,  but  at  Moul- 
ton and  St.  Mildred's  left  a  trail  of  happy  smiles. 

Mary  McConvey. 


Loretto   High  School,   Englewoo<l,   Chicago. 

Sept.  30th — Our  new  Sodality  paper  is  on  sale 
for  the  first  time.  It  proves  very  interesting  and 
we  wish  it  a  long  life  and  continued  success. 

Oct.  12th — Columbus  discovered  America  in 
149  2  and  thereby  gained  a  new  world,  and  an 
extra  holiday  for  students  therein.  All  hail, 
Columbus! 

Oct.  24th — The  Seniors — lucky  girls! — ^^slipped 
their  bonds  for  a  half-day  to  attend  a  matinee  of 
"Hamlet,"  as  produced  by  Fritz  Lieber.  The  play 
was  much  enjoyed,  but  I  fear  me,  the  discussion 
afterwards  was  more  of  the  dainty  gowns  worn 
by  Miss  Meneken  in  the  part  of  Ophelia  than  of 
the  merits  of  Shakespeare. 

Oct.  30th — Our  annual  Hallowe'en  Party,  spon- 
sored by  the  Sophomore  class,  was  a  huge  success. 


We  had  not  suspected  the  existence  of  such  talent 
as  was  revealed  by  their  program  ;  and  the  costumes 
of  the  merry-makers  added  zest  and  life  to  the 
party. 

Nov.  10th — Our  enterprising  Juniors  get  at  our 
pocket-books  through  our  appetites — they  give  a 
"wienie"  roast,  to  raise  money  for  the  school's 
pet  mission  in  South  Dakota.  Roasting  wienies  and 
toasting  marshmallows — ajid  perhaps  a  finger  now 
and  then — and  dancing  and  singing,  were  the  main 
features  of  the  evening's  entertainment. 

Nov.  13th — We  received  our  report-cards  in  the 
presence  of  the  Faculty  and  the  entire  Student 
Dody. 

Nov.  18th — Those  Seniors  who  intend  to  take 
the  Normal  Examinations  for  entrance  to  the 
teacher's  college,  attended  a  tea  given  by  the  Nor- 
mal College,  for  all  such  aspirants.  They  reported 
that  if  all  the  girls  they  saw  there  intend  to  be- 
come teachers,  by  1936  (when  they  graduate) 
there  ought  to  be  a  private  teacher  for  every 
child  in  the  city. 

Nov.  25th — Three  young  men  from  Loyola  Uni- 
versity, for  the  benefit  of  the  Delia  Strada  Chapel, 
gave  us  an  illustrated  lecture  on  great  women 
saints  of  the  centuries.  Both  eye  and  ear  were 
pleased  and  we  gained  some  worth-while  know- 
ledge. 

Nov.  29th — We  are  proud  to  learn  and  announce 
here  that  Miss  Virginia  Geraghty,  Senior  Class 
President,  was  judged  second  highest  in  an  Essay 
Contest  throughout  Cook  County  on  "The  Joint 
Emergency  Relief  Fund."  Miss  Florence  Godfrey, 
of  First  Year,  also  received  honorable  mention. 

Dec.   3rd — We  assembled  to  listen  to  a  debate 
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on  "The  Woman  of  the  time  of  the  World's  Fair 
of  1933  will  be  more  efficient  than  the  woman 
of  the  World's  Fair  of  1893."  The  affirmative 
side  was  upheld  by  Misses  Eileen  McKugo,  Vir- 
ginia Geraghty,  and  Betty  Lewis;  and  the  negative 
by  Misses  Columba  Zerega,  Rosemary  Gaul,  and 
Margaret  Gilmore.     No  decision  was  given. 

Dec.  4th — The  Freshman  Frolic!  Happy  words, 
symbolic  of  a  happy  time!  The  first  year  tries  its 
hand  at  giving  a  party,  and  is  responsible  for  one 
of  the  most  delightful  school  gatherings  we  have 
ever  attended. 

Dec.  7th — The  solemn  ceremony  of  the  recep- 
tion of  the  fifty-four  members  of  the  Freshman 
Class  into  the  Sodality  of  Our  Lady  took  place 
to-day  in  the  beautifully  decked  chapel,  where 
they  listened  to  an  inspiring  sermon  given  by  our 
Spiritual  Director,  Reverend  Father  Cousins,  and 
afterwards  made  the  promises  required  by  the  So- 
dality Rule.  Hymns  were  sung  by  the  entire  school, 
and  Benediction  closed  the  reception,  which  we 
hope  our  new  Sodalists  will  always  remember,  even 
as  we  remember  ours. 

May  Kenny,  Fourth  Year. 


Loretto  Academy,  Saiilt  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 

Sept.  28rd — Many  good  thoughts  gleaned  from 
the  first  of  the  eight  lessons  of  the  "Child's  Care" 
course,  conducted  by  Miss  Clock,  a  State  Nurse, 
from  Lansing. 

Oct.  1st — The  Teachers'  Convention  brought 
many  visiting  nuns  to  Loretto,  and  a  holiday  for 
the  boarders.  a 

Oct.  9th — We  were  delightfully  surprised  by  a 
visit  from  Inspector  Price  of  Lansing.  Needless 
to  say,  we  were  at  our  best  —  or  at  least  we 
thought  so. 

Oct.  12th — The  atmosphere  vibrant  with  ex- 
pectancy.    Reports  given  out.     Results  various. 

Nov.  4th — The  members  of  St.  Teresa's  Literary 
Association  held,  in  the  recreation  room,  the  meet- 
ing deferred  from  Oct.  15th.  Guests  of  honour 
were  the  nuns  and  last  year's  graduates.  A  Liter- 
ary Round  Table,  consisting  of  talks  about  some  of 
our  favorite  essayists  —  Lamb,  Morley,  Repplier, 
Stevenson  and  Leacock  —  was  instructive  as  well 
as  entertaining,  and  the  discussion  enthusiastic. 
The  newly-organized  "Loretto  Orchestra"  furnished 
music,  and  refreshments  were  served. 

Nov.  11th — Education  Week!  Plays  written 
and  coached  by  the  Fourth  Year  students  were  well 


acted  with  the  assistance  of  Third  Year.  Armistice 
Day  was  properly  commended  by  a  half-holiday. 
The  Second  Year  presented  a  play.  Reverend  Daniel 
A.  Lord's  "The  Flame  Leaps  Up."  The  play  is  set 
in  the  time  of  the  Spanish  Armada.  It  shows  a 
struggle  between  love  and  faith  —  and  faith  vic- 
torious. The  amateur  actors  are  to  be  compli- 
mented on  their  great  talent  shown  in  this  por- 
trayal. 

Nov.  12th — Resolved:  That  the  country  is  a 
better  place  in  which  to  live  than  is  the  city  — 
proved  to  be  an  interesting  topic  for  a  debate  pre- 
sented by  the  Eighth  Grade  pupils.  Misses  Patricia 
Wolf,  Loretto  Wells  and  Margaret  Byrne  repre- 
sented the  aflirmative,  and  Misses  Barbara  Kaltz, 
Carmena  Raffaele  and  Helen  LaLonde  the  negative. 
The  Judges,  Misses  Hazel  Taylor,  Jean  Dagenais 
and  Mary  O'Connor  declared  the  debate  closely 
contested,  but  gave  their  decision  for  the  affirma- 
tive. 

Nov.  22nd — Passion  Play!  Certainly  never 
again  will  a  production  of  such  power  and  merit 
grace  a  local  stage.  This  mighty,  emotional  spec- 
tacle, aided  by  magnificent  costuming,  almost 
supernatural  lighting  effects,  and  soul-filling  music 
of  orchestra  and  chorus  — ■  in  which  some  of  our 
own  students  took  part  —  told  the  story  of  events 
which  changed  the  history  and  destiny  of  the  human 
race.  Conceived  on  a  grand  scale,  and  executed 
magnificently,  the  play,  however,  was,  above  all 
else,  sincere.  The  American  Legion  can  always 
point  with  honest  pride  to  its  sponsorship  of  this 
Passion  Play. 

Nov.  25th — Thanks  to  the  Third  Year,  we  were 
dismissed  fifteen  minutes  earlier  than  usual  for  a 
Jitney  Dance  and  Weiner-sale,  in  the  recreation 
room,  in  aid  of  their  class  treasury. 

Dec.  1st — We  were  delightfully  entertained  at 
our  choral  class  by  an  excellent  recital  given  by 
six  of  the  music  pupils. 

Mary  O'Connor. 


lioretto  Aca^leniy,   Woodlawii,   Chicago. 

Oct.  9th — To-day  marks  the  greatest  event  of 
the  week  for  the  "children,"  for  whom  the  Sopho- 
mores gave  a  baby  party.  It  is  practically  all  a 
deep,  dark  secret  just  what  happened,  but  every- 
one seems  to  have  enjoyed  it.  Gossip  reports  that 
the  catastrophe  of  the  ovehing  occurred  when 
Misses  Mary  Farley,  Frances  Haggarty,  Dorothy 
Earnhardt  and  Mary  Gerrity  were  playing  "Ring 
Around  the  Rosie,"  and  when  they  came  to  "All 
fall  down,"  Miss  Farley  stepped  on  Miss  Haggarty's 
rattle,  and  she  had  to  be  consoled  by  the  promise 
of  a  coveted  kiddy-car.  In  spite  of  these  jibes, 
many  of  the  Juniors  and  Seniors  were  heard  to 
express  an  intense  desire  for  an  invitation.  The 
Freshmen  siincerely  praise  the  poise  and  ability 
of  their  year-older  hostesses. 

Oct.  23rd — We  attended  a  piano  concert  in  the 
assembly  hall  this  afternoon.  The  youthful  artist 
was  Mr.  Schepp,  who  played  several  of  the  finest 
and  most  difficult  selections  of  the  great  masters 
as  only  a  master  can. 

Oct.  24th — Word  has  been  received  that  Mr. 
Schepp  won  first  prize  in  a  contest  this  afternoon 
— a  Hamilton  baby-grand  piano. 
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Oct.  30th — The  Junior  Masquerade!  !  !  Dis- 
counting the  "Welcome,  Freshmen,"  parties,  this 
is  the  first  social  event  of  the  year.  The  plan  of 
entertainment  was  the  finest  ever.  The  grand 
march  was  led  by  the  Presidents  of  the  Senior  and 
Junior  classes.  Misses  Loretto  Mclntyre  and  Flor- 
ence Hayes.  The  former  won  first  prize  for  the 
most  beautiful  costume.  She  was  attired  as  Queen 
Elizabeth.  Other  prizes  were  awarded  for  the 
cleverest  costume  and  for  the  mysterious  unknown. 
Miss  Elsie  Felix  won  the  former,  while  the  latter 
still  remains  unknown.  A  shadow  show  depicted 
the  mental  anguish  we  endure  on  the  night  before 
the  quarterly  examinations.  The  faculty  was  con- 
veniently seated  in  the  front  row.  Whether  they 
were  sufficiently  moved  to  season  justice  with 
mercy,  we  shall  know  in  about  five  days.  (That's 
when  examinations  begin).  Dancing  followed  im- 
mediately, and  completely  banished  such  dread 
thoughts   from    our   minds. 

Nov.  13th — One  of  the  best  Shakespearean  act- 
ors, Mr.  Wittie,  gave  us  a  fine  interpretation  of 
"Hamlet."  The  character  of  the  mournful  prince, 
of  his  mother  and  his  uncle,  will  remain  impressed 
on  us  forever.  We  also  obtained  new  ideas  on 
the  meaning  of  several  passages.  We  hope  for 
another  such  presentation  soon. 

Nov.  30th — Five  of  our  girls  attended  the  Cis- 
cora  meeting  conducted  by  Reverend  Daniel  Lord, 
S.J.  This  morning  the  committee  gave  us  full 
reports  of  the  main  discassions.  The  result  was 
that  a  newer  and  deeper  interest  was  aroused,  and 
all  tho  girls  are  eagerly  looking  forward  to  the 
next  meeting.  The  committee  consisted  of  Misses 
Mary  Petrie,  Margaret  Carrier,  Mary  O'Brien,  Flor- 
ence Hayes  and  Kathleen   Murphy. 

Dec.  3rd — Basketball  is  again  in  the  limelight. 
Previous  to  any  inter-school  games,  all  the  room- 
teams  will  meet  in  a  tournament.  The  winner 
will,  indeed,  merit  the  prize  as  well  as  the  praise 
of  the  entire  school,  for  the  schedule  is  exacting. 
Dec.  10th — The  Seniors,  A  and  B,  played  the 
first  game,  4A  being  victorious.  The  members  of 
the  'Varsity  team  displayed  all  their  previous  abil- 
ity, proving  too  much  for  the  B  team,  who  claim 
only  two  regular  members. 

Frances  Dunne. 


Loretto   Academy,   Stratford,   Ont. 

Oct.  6th — Election  of  officers  for  the  Crusade 
ar>  follows:  President,  Miss  Monica  Gaunt;  Secre- 
tary, Miss  Gertrude  Hamilton;  Treasurer,  Miss  Ce- 
line O'Donoghue. 

Oct.  13th — Regular  monthly  meeting  of  tho 
Crusade  Unit.  An  enjoyable  and  instructive  ac- 
count of  the  National  Convention  held  in  Toronto 
was  given  by  our  two  delegates,  Misses  Eunice  Le 
Souder  and  Dorothy  McLaughlin. 

Oct.  28th— The  Hallowe'en  party  given  by  the 
Young  Ladies'  Sodality  in  our  Auditorium  was 
much  enjoyed. 

Nov.  16th — -Third  Fo.rm  and  the  Commercial 
Class  gave  a  one-act  play  in  aid  of  the  Crusade. 

Nov.  23rd — Due  honour  was  paid  to  the  glori- 
our  Patroness  of  Music,  St.  Cecilia,  at  our  Musicale. 
Very  Rev.  Dean  Egan,  voicing  the  sentiments  of 
the  audience,  proclaimed  the  program  to  be  one 
of  the  most  enjoyable  of  its  kind  at  which  he  had 
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ever   assisted.        Reverend   Father   Pettipiece   also 
spoke. 

A  sketch  of  the  life  of  St.  Cecilia  was  read  by 
Miss  Josephine  Pigeon,  and  an  interesting  paper 
entitled  "Why  Every  Child  Should  Have  a  Musical 
Education"  by  Miss  Mary  Hcdgins. 

The  clear  soprano  voices  of  Miss  Callista  Hien- 
buch  and  Miss  Mary  Kappele  were  heard  to  ad- 
vantage in  beautiful  solos,  "Still  Wie  Die  Nacht" 
by  Boehm,  and  "Ave  Maria,"  by  Schubert.  The 
accompanists  of  the  choral,  violin  and  vocal 
numbers  were  Miss  Edna  Near  and  Miss  Mary 
Leyes.  The  violin  selections  by  Mr.  Jerome  G. 
Leyes  were  much  appreciated.  A  unique  feature 
of  the  programme  was  the  double  duet,  "Carnival 
of  Roses,"  played  by  four  sisters,  Misses  lona, 
Irma,  Dene  and  Norma  Siegner.  As  a  tribute  they 
were  presented  with  a  basket  of  lovely  chrysan- 
themums. 

Others  taking  part  in  the  recital,  befiide^i  the 
choral  class,  were  Misses  Shirley  Holmes,  Dorothy 
Holmes,  Catherine  Cloney,  Mary  Quinlan,  Helen 
Pigeon,  Josephine  Pigeon,  Celine  O'Donahue,  Mary 
McNamara,  Catherine  McNamara,  Floris  Zulauf, 
Helen  Atchison,  Helen  Rumig,  Armela  Rumig,  Eve- 
lyn Kurtz,  Mary  Hodgins,  Edna  Near,  Callista  Hein- 
buch,   and  Mary  Kappele. 

Nov.  27th — The  Seniors  entertained  the  Juniors 
at   a   tea  in   the  Auditorium. 

Dec.  1st — The  results  of  the  annual  Cartier- 
McGee  scholarship  competition  for  the  Diocese  of 
London  were  announced  to-day.  We  congratulate 
Miss  Jean  Cole  on  her  success  in  winning  the  prize 
of  twenty-five  dollars  awarded  for  an  essay  on 
"Venerable  Marie  de  I'lncarnation,  and  Her  Reli- 
gious Foundation  at  Quebec."  —  Miss  Elizabeth 
Zimmer,  whose  essay  on  "Jean  de  Brebeuf,"  won 
first  prize;  and  Miss  Doris  Chiera,  who  wrote  on 
the  same  topic  and  won  second  prize.  This  com- 
petition, founded  by  the  late  Bishop  M.  J.  Fallon 
of  London,  has  done  much  to  bring  before  the 
minds  of  tho  students  the  great  work  done  by  our 
Catholic  men  and  women  for  the  upbuilding  of  our 
loved   Canada. 

Pauline  Pigeon. 


Loretto,   Sedley,  Saskatchewan. 

Oct.  24th — Announcement  was  made  that  Syd- 
ney Israels  had  won  the  Governor-General's  Medal 
for  Grade  XL  He  obtained  the  highest  standing 
among  some  two  thousand  five  hundred  contestants 
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in  all  the  rural  and  town  high  schools  of  Saskat- 
chewan.      Congratulations! 

Oct.  29th — A  never-to-be-forgotten  day  for  the 
Sedley  High  School  when  the  Premier,  Honourable 
J.  T.  M.  Anderson,  presented  the  medal  to  Sydney 
Israels.  The  presentation  was  held  in  the  Town 
Hall,  where  a  short  programme  was  given  by  the 
school  children.  The  principal  speeches  of  the 
evening  were  by  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  J. 
Jassen,  Hon.  J.  T.  M.  Anderson,  Mr.  A.  E.  Chat- 
win,  Inspector;  Mr.  Ho.rner,  M.P.,  and  Mr.  James 
Schlosser. 

Oct.  31«t — The  boarders  and  day  scholars  were 
invited  to  a  Hallowe'en  party  at  the  home  of  Miss 
Jeannette  Parent,  where  an  enjoyable  evening  was 
spent 

Nov.  11th — ^A  holiday,  and  the  boarders  delight- 


fully entertained  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rochus  Bast,  at 
their  home. 

Nov.  20th — The  annual  musical  recital  in  honour 
of  St.  Cecilia  was  held  to-day.  Following  the 
recital,  the  music  pupils  entertained  the  choir  girls 
at  a  "box  social,"  which  proved  most  enjoyable. 

Dec.  1st — The  High  School  boys  entertained 
Reverend  Father  Theunnissen,  the  Community  and 
the  boarders  by  a  play,  which  they  had  prepared 
by  themselves.  Refreshments  were  served  after 
the  play,  and  we  all  spent  a  pleasant  evening. 

Alma  Eberl  (Grade  XII.) 


Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ont. 

Nov.  27th — A  Mission  meeting  was  held  in  the 
school  auditorium.  We  considered  methods  by 
which  the  Missions  could  be  aided,  and  decided — 
first,  to  go  to  Mass  each  morning  possible,  and  by 
various   sacrifices   to    provide   material    help. 

Nov.  30th — A  short,  interesting  play,  "The 
Advertisement,"  was  given  in  the  Church  Hall. 
The  proceeds  went  to  the  Athletic  Fund. 

Dec.  4  th — The  Athletic  Association  served 
breakfast  after  the  First  Friday  Mass,  the  proceeds 
being  for  the  Athletic  Fund.  In  the  afternoon, 
our  monthly  Crusade  Meeting  was  held,  at  which 
Reverend  Father  Lellis,  the  National  Director  of 
the  Society  of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  gave 
us  a  delightful  talk  on  the  Missions. 

Nov.  3rd — 8th — A  Ncvena  was  held  in  the 
Church  under  the  direction  of  Reverend  Father 
Lellis.  This  Novena  was  well  attended  and  ap- 
preciated by  the  pupils. 

Grace  O'Brien. 


lioretto  Convent,   Sioux  Lookout,   Ont. 

Nov.  29th — The  members  of  the  Little  Flower 
Guild  met  in  the  Convent.  They  were  honoured 
in  having  Misis  Ryan  present  at  their  meeting.  She 
gave  them  some  novel  ideas  to  work  out  during 
their  future  meetings. 

Dec.  3rd — The  usual  monthly  meeting  of  the 
Crusaders  was  held.  This  momth  the  shield  was 
won  by  the  Third  class.  They  declare  they  are 
going  to  keep  it  for  the  next  six  months.  Time 
v/ill  tell. 

Dec.  6th — A  very  successful  musicale  was  held 
in  the  school  on  Saturday  afternoon.  The  room 
was  artistically  decorated  in  Loretto  colours,  with 
the  statue  of  Ou,r  Blessed  Mother  in  the  place  of 
honour.  The  program  opened  with  a  chorus,  "Ave 
Maria  Loretto."  The  wide  variety  of  selections 
played  by  the  pupils,  interspersed  by  choruses,  pro- 
vided a  most  entertaining  hour.  Reverend  Father 
Bellevance  presented  the  pupils  with  their  certifi- 
cates. The  prize  for  highest  honour  standing  was 
awarded  to  Miss  Gladys  Laidley.  Mis  Tranquilla 
Favot  won  the  silver  medal,  presented  by  Reverend 
Father  Bellevance,  for  highest  standing  in  the  en- 
trance class,  and  Ls  still  keeping  up  her  reputation 
at  the  high  schol.  Reverend  Father  D'Echam- 
bault,  our  Travelling  Missioner,  was  present,  and 
addressed  the  pupils,  congratulating  them  upon 
their  work. 

Bernadette  George. 
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LORETTO  ! 

Listen  to  the  cheers  from  the  girls  at  the  side ; 
On  with  the  game;  the  score  is  tied! 
Rah  for  the  team  with  a  right  good  will; 
Even  opponents  marvel  at  our  skill. 
Toss  up — two  points — now  we  have  the  score — 
Time  up:  Loretto  victorious  once  more! 
Ofl!  come  our  champions  with  joy  and  pride ; 
"Loretto!    Loretto!"    come    cheers    from 
the  side. 

Eleanor  Huntley,  Form  II.A. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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"AND  AFTKH  APRIL,  AVHKX   MAY   FOI.IiOWS." 

— Hrowiiiiiu. 


When  the  first  buds  and  flowers  appear, 
And  brooks  flow  on  their  way, 

Then  comes  the  best  time  of  the  year  —  - 
Mary's   month,   sweet  May! 

Loretco   Kane,    I' orm    II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford. 
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(Illustrations  by  Evelyn  Arnistronj;,  Form  IV., 
Ijoretto  Abbey    College  School,  Brunswiek  Avenue,  Toronto). 

®j)e  ijallotoeb  IjiUsi  re=eci)o  far. 
Snb  tijunberins  toabesi  on  emeralb  sif^ovt, 
0t  Srelanb's;  crotan  tfte  brigljtesit  star, 
J" or  tf)r(ce  fibe  fjunbreb  pears^  or  more. 


3Cf)e  imprints!  of  fjiss  Ijolp  feet 
^till  linger  on  tfte  fragrant  siob; 
Ilis;  bearest  bjorbs;  resiounb  more  s;bieet=== 
^t.  ^atricfe,  iWes^sienger  of  (§ob. 

©ear  ^aint,  bie  come  bjitfj  (jumble  praper 
jfrom  eberp  foreign  lanb  anb  s;ea, 
Jn  fjontage  bent,  our  jopful  care 
^0  b3ors;l)ip  J^im,  anb  ftonour  tljee. 

©orotfiea  Cain, 

Tvoretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto. 


LORETTO 


RAINBOW 


Earth's  noblest  thing — a  woman  perfected. 


VOL.  XXXVIII. 


TORONTO,  APRIL,  1932 


No.  i 


A  LETTER  FROM  CHINA 


Editor,  The  Rainbow: 

From  Lishui  to  Loretto—1  (),()()()  miles — 
nearly  half  way  around  the  Globe.  And  that's 
where  this  little  letter  is  g:oingf  to  travel.  From 
]\lain  Street,  Lishui,  to  where  you  turn  to  the 
right  oft'  Bloor  street,  going  west,  and  that  is 
Brunswick  Avenue.  Cleland's  groeei\v  store! 
That  used  to  be  my  landmark  on  the  maii\ 
happy  occasions  when  I  visited  the  (V)llege. 
And  even  tliough  that  isn't  so  long  ago,  much 
water  has  i)assed  under  the  bridge,  even  since 
then.  This  is  my  attempt  to  keep  a  i)romise 
made  to  the  "Rainbow"  just  before  we  left  To- 
ronto, a  i)romise  that  during  our  first  year  on 
the  missiouis,  when  we  were  to  "-look  wise  and 
learn  things,"  I  should  try  to  tell  you  some- 
thing of  what  is  taking  })lace  in  our  little  "Can- 
ada, in  China.''  Loretto— both  at  Brunswick 
Aveiuie  and  North  Yonge  Street — has  always 
manifested  a  very  kindly  interest  in  our  wel- 
fare. We  feel  that  our  numy  friends  among  the 
readers  of  the  "Rainbow"  will  be  pleased  to 
hear  of  doings  in  Lishui. 

First  of  all  the  "Lishui."  Formerly  it  was 
Chuchow,  but  recently  the  Government  has 
changed  the  name  to  avoid  confusion.  There 
is  another  Chuchow  in  the  same  Province,  and 
up  till  now  the  distinguishing  mark  has  been 
only  a  little  accent  over  the  "u.''  The  result 
was  that  mail  was  often  unnecessarilv  delaved. 


Already  fifteen  i)ri('sts  graduates  of  ()\ii' 
Seminary  at  Scarboro  Bhitfs,  are  working 
throughout  the  district.  And  as  we  have  yet 
only  really  started,  it  is  v.ery  condoling  to  feel 
that  new  priests  will  be  coming  from  the  shores 
of  Canada  in  increasing  riumhcrs  as  the  years 
•^o  by. 

I  i-cmenibcr  something  that  occurred  a  few- 
years  ago  and  wliich  I  thought  very  strange 
at  the  time.  Father  Kam,  who  was  then  a  stu- 
dent at  our  Seminary,  decided  to  i)ay  a  visit 
to  the  editor  of  the  Chinese  daily  ])aper  in 
Toronto.  When  he  did,  he  found,  to  my  amaze- 
ment, that  he  and  the  editor  could  not  speak 
to  each  other.  "Isn't  he  Chinese?"  I  asked. 
"Oh,  yes,  but  he  comes  fr(;m  Canton.  Different 
dialect." 

Thar  was  my  first  inkling  of  tlic  t'lict  iliat 
there  wei-e  dialects  in  China,  that  llicic  were 
many  Chinese  whose  native  tongue,  as  tlicy 
s})oke  it,  was  as  strange  to  other  Cliiiies(^  as 
German  to  a  Frenchman.  Father  Kam  and  the 
editor  wrote  notes  to  each  other  and  thus  car- 
ried on  a  very  pleasant  "conversation."  The 
written  language  being  the  same  all  over  China, 
anyone  who  can  read  at  all  can  read  and  under- 
stand anything  written  in  any  ])arf  of  the  coun- 
try. Now  we  know  a  great  deal  more  al)()nt  dia- 
lects. 
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Wouldn't  it  seem  strange  to  you  if  the  people 
of  Toronto  were  unable  to  understand  or  be 
understood  by  the  people  of  Hamilton?  You 
may  say  that  such  has  precisely  been  the  case 
for  years.  Perhaps.  Many  Toronto  people  un- 
doubtedly did  often  wonder  about  the  "moun- 
tain/' and  certain  Hamiltonians  of  my  acquain- 
tance wondered  at  many  strange  and  unintel- 
ligible things  about  Toronto.  But,  withal,  thej^ 
could  call  each  other  names  in  the  same  lan- 
guage. If  Hamilton  wanted  to  say:  "Toronto 
gives  me  a  pain,"  Toronto  always  understood. 
Here  we  have  two  "cities"  about  the  same  dis- 
tance apart.  One  is  our  own  Lishui ;  the  other 
is  Tsingtien,  where  Father  Sharkey,  of  St.  John, 
N.B.,  is  at  present  stationed.  And  the  dialect 
is  so  different  that  it  is  with  difficulty  that  the 
inhabitants  of  one  place  can  understand  those 
of  the  other.  The  same  applies  to  almost  every 
city  in  the  whole  district.  It  is  as  if  Guelph 
and  Port  Hope  and  Kingston  all  spoke  different 
languages  from  Toronto  and  different  from  one 
another.  Needless  to  say,  that  complicates  the 
language  question. 

Singing  Prayers. 

I  wish  some  of  the  readers  of  "The  Rainbow" 
could  drop  in  on  us  some  Sunday  morning  dur- 
ing jVIass.  Then  it  is  that  the  people  "say'' 
their  prayers.  We  got  our  first  "taste"  of  it 
at  Ningpo,  on  the  way  up,  when  we  were  nearly 
swept  off'  our  feet  by  a  regular  typhoon  of  pray- 
ers, with  waves  and  waves  of  sound  that  made 
our  eardrums  tingle  for  hours  afterwards.  The 
Chinese  never  pray  "in  secret."  At  least  I  have 
never  yet  found  a  person  doing  so.  Yesterday 
morning  two  little  boys  went  to  Communion 
and  remained  in  the  church  after  the  rest  of 
the  congregation  had  departed.  Suddenly  they 
began  to  sing  to  each  other,  something  weird, 
something  haunting,  something  in  a  very  define 


ite  minor  kep.  They  were  making  their  thanks- 
giving after  Communion.  The  people  believe 
that  the  more  noise  they  can  make  the  better 
their  prayers  are.  And  they  specialise  in  what 
Father  Ronan  would  call  "nasal  resonance." 
I  leave  it  to  yourselves  to  imagine  the  effect 
when  the  whole  congregation  prays  at  the  top 
of  "its''  voice. 

The  Dentist. 
And,  speaking  of  distances,  how  would  you 
like  to  travel  from  Halifax  to  Vancouver,  or 
even  from  Toronto  to  Vancouver,  to  have  your 
dentist  look  over  a  tooth  that  was  causing  you 
a  little  trouble !  That — in  point  of  time  re- 
quired for  the  journey — is  what  some  of  our 
priests  must  do.  At  the  present  moment  Father 
Stringer  (of  Ottawa)  is  here  from  Lungchuan 
on  his  way  to  Shanghai  to  consult  his  dentist. 
From  Lungchuan  to  Shanghai  takes  ten  days. 
And  sometimes  the  return  journey  takes  fifteen, 
as  from  Wenchow  it  is  all  upstream,  and  the 
river  boats  have  literally  to  be  dragged  over 
the  rapids,  which  are  numerous  all  the  way. 
True,  there  is  a  dentist  at  Sungyang,  on  the 
way,  the  parish  where  Father  Morrison  and 
Father  Beal  are  stationed.  He  is  more.  He  is 
a  shoemaker  and  watch-repairer  as  well.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  it  is  difficult  to  know  which 
is  his  regular  "profession"  and  which  are  the 
sidelines  —  and  for  fillings  he  uses  guaranteed 
egg-shells,  from  contented  hens.  But  Father 
Stringer,  for  some  reason  or  other,  prefers  to 
make  the  trip  to  Shanghai. 

Few  Specialists. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  modern  demand  for 
the  highly  trained  specialist  in  every  depart- 
ment has  not  yet  disturbed  the  even  tenor  of 
life  at  Lishui.  Here  the  jack-of-all-trades 
flourishes  in  all  his  glory.  In  our  case,  the 
gentleman  who  engages  ir.  dentistry  as  a  pro- 
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fesssion,  frames  pictures  "on  tlie  side,"  and 
when  we  need  tinned  milk  or  rolled  oats  (two 
of  the  very  few  foreign  articles  available)  we 
apply  to  the  village  blacksmith.  He  gladly 
leaves  his  irons  in  the  fire  for  a  while  to  wait 
on  a  customer. 

Retributive  Justice. 

I  do  not  know  how  many  of  the  graduates 
of  Loretto  contemplate  law  as  their  future  pro- 
fession. But  1  should  ask  those  legally  minded 
to  settle  for  us  a  difficulty  which  arose  a  short 
time  ago,  and  which  had  some  of  the  Sisters 
worried  until  the  affair  was  suddenly  taken 
out  of  their  hands.  And  it  was  not  from  the 
mandarin,  but  from  a  higher  source  that  in- 
tervention came. 

One  day  a  live  chicken  fell  at  their  feet 
literally  out  from  a  blue  sky.  It  had  been  en- 
joying a  free  if  reluctant  ride  in  the  claws  of  a 
"law-ing,''  one  of  those  oversized  hawks  or 
undersized  eagles  which  are  forever  circling  tht 
city  on  the  watch  for  unsuspecting  prey.  The 
bird  was  just  a  little  dazed  from  the  fall,  but 
recovered  quickly,  much  to  the  delight  of  Lucia, 
their  Chinese  servant,  who  accepted  this  gift  of 
the  gods  without  asking  too  many  questions. 
The  Sisters  asked  her  if  it  would  be  possible 
to  find  the  owner  of  the  bird  among  the  neigh- 
bours, but  Lucia  did  not  think  so.  The  chicken 
had  taken  a  special  liking  to  her  and  followed 
her  around  like  Mary's  lamb,  even  into  the 
dining-room  and  kitchen  if  the  Sisters  were 
not  there  to  object. 

But  while  the  Sisters  pondered  this  theolo- 
gical difficulty,  retribution,  swift  and  silent, 
was  on  the  way.  The  chicken,  now  grown  quite 
at  home  and  a  trifle  overconfident,  stepped  out 
of  its  sanctum  one  day.  High  in  the  azure  blue 
above,  a  pair  of  tapering  wings  were  quietly 
folded.     Nose  down,  the  "law-ing"  streaked, 


swift,  as  a  shooting  star.  Ijueia  heard  a  terri- 
fied caftkle  and  the  sudden  rustle  of  powerful 
wings  again.  But  it  was  too  late.  The  mur- 
derer was  on  his  way  to  the  meal  that  had  been 
so  strangely  interrupted  a  few  days  before. 

We  could  tell  "The  Rainbow"  many  stories 
about  China,  of  things  that  are  encouraging  and 
things  that  leave  one  sick  at  heart.  The  pov- 
erty, the  suffering  —  it  beggars  description. 
The  great  mass  of  paganism  that  surrounds  us 
on  all  sides  makes  us  hark  back  to  the  grand 
churches  and  the  atmosphere  of  faith  at  home, 
and  also — God  be  thanked! — it  drives  us  to 
our  knees.  The  future  of  China,  the  future  of 
Christianity  here — who  can  prophesy?  Onl^' 
one  great  fact  seems  to  be  taking  more  definite 
form  as  days  go  by.  It  is  that  the  great  struggle 
of  the  future,  here  as  in  the  Christian  world, 
will  be  between  Bolshevism  and  the  Catholic 
Church.  Of  the  outcome  there  can  be  no  doubt, 
for  the  gates  of  Hell  shall  not  prevail  against 
her. 

Wm.  C.  McGrath. 

Catholic  Mission,  Lishui,  Chekiang, 
China.     January  13,   1932. 


LET   THERE   BE   LIGHT. 

0  golden  gates,   be  lifted   up, 

Let  glories  shine  from   far  on  high, 
So  I  can  know  God's  lamp  is  lit 

And  feel  His  sacred  presence  nigh; 
You've  sent  no  dawns,  and  lingered  still — 

(I  know,  I've  watched  for  many  a  day)  — 
Behind  grey  clouds  and  greyer  hill: 

I  need  that  light  to  guide  my  way. 

1  see  my  triumph  in  His  sun, 

As  dripping  mounts  it  from  the  waves. 
And  God  and  I  work  more  as  one 

When  I  can  on  this  glory  gaze; 
For  God  created  blackest  night 

To  teach  me  how  to  use  His  light. 

Florence  Hayes,   '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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RIGHT  REVEREND  MONSIGNOR  JOHN  M.  ERASER. 

Felicitations  to  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Joliii  M.  Fraser,  Canada's 
pioneer  missionary  to  China,  and  founder  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  China 
Mission  Seminary,  Toronto,  recently  signally  honoured  by  the  Holy  See,  in 
recognition  of  his  successful  labours.  The  investiture  took  place  at  St. 
Michael's  Cathedral,  Toronto,  on  March  16th.  The  event  v^^as  the  happy 
occasion  of  a  family  celebration  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Aimour  Heights,  v^^here 
Reverend  William  Fraser,  Monsignor's  brother,  is  cur  resident  chaplain. 
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MARY'S  DAY— SATURDAY,  MAY  7th.  1932 

By  Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesler,  Loretto  Alumnae   Association,   Vice-President,    and 
"Mary's  Day"  Chairman,  Canadian  Federation  of  Catholic  Convent  Alumnae. 


Once  again  it  is  time  to  prepare  for  "Mary's 
Day,"  that  beautiful  devotion  to  our  Blessed 
Mother  inaugurated  by  the  International  Fed- 
eration of  Catholic  Convent  Alumnae  on  May 
12th,  1928.  Since  then  the  80,000  nLemlbers 
throughout  the  world  have  paid  special  tri- 
bute to  God's  Mother  on  "Mary's  Day" — the 
Saturday  preceding  the  second  Sunday  in  May, 
which  is  now  the  world's  recognized  ' '  Mother's 
Day."  During  the  past  three  years  in  the  Ca- 
nadian Provinces  of  Nova  Scotia,  New  Bruns- 
wick, British  Columbia  and  Ontario,  this  devo- 


celebration  in  the  United  States,  our  Canadian 
Federation  is  sponsoring  the  spiritual  objective 
only — the  attendance  at  Holy  Mass  and  Com- 
munion. And  so  from  coast  to  coast  on 
"Mary's  Day,"  Saturday,  May  7th,  by  unit- 
ing with  the  members  of  religious  communities, 
alumnae  associations,  reading-clubs,  school 
children,  and  Catholics  in  general,  you  will 
share  in  honouring  our  Blessed  Mother  and 
receive  the  special  blessing  which  our  Holy  Fa- 
ther has  imparted  to  this  movement. 

The  Madonna  pledge-cards  for  your  prayer- 


tion  has  increased  rapidly,  and  the  reports  of  book  to  remind  you  of  the  approach  of  "Mary's 

the  thousands  of  devoted  children  of  our  Bless-  Day,"  will  this  year  be  issued  in  the  name  of 

ed  Mother,  who  receive  Holy  Communion  on  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Catholic  Convent 

this  day  are  most  edifying.    While  every  Satur-  Alumnae   and   bear   the   Imprimatur    of     His 

day  is  known  as  the  Blessed  Virgin's  day,  the  Excellency,  Most  Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D., 

setting  aside  of  this  particular  Saturday  had  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  and  a  special  message 


a  two-fold  objective :  first,  to  pay  tribute  to  the 
Mother  of  all  mankind  on  a  day  especially  her 
own ;  and  secondly,  to  spiritualize  the  world's 
accepted  "Mother's  Day,"  which  has  become  so 


from  him.  These  cards  may  be  secured  from 
your  Alumnae  President,  your  teacher  or  the 
members  of  the  "Mary's  Day"  Committee,  who 
distributed  them  last  year:    The  Superiors  of 


commercialized  in  recent  years.  The  majority  of  Loretto  Afebe}',  Armour  Heights,  Toronto;  Lor- 

those  who  receive  Holy  Communion  on  "Mary's  etto  Abbey  College,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toron- 

Day"  in  honour  of  our  Heavenly  Mother,  also  to ;  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. ;  Lor- 

receive  Holy  Communion  the  following  day  in  etto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario;  Loretto  Acia- 

honour  of  their  earthly  mothers — surely  a  most  demy,  Stratford,  Ontario;    Loretto    Academy, 

worthy  tribute  to  any  mother!  Hamilton,  Ontario;  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  To- 

This  year  our  Cauadian  Federation  of  Ca-  ronto;  St.  Mary's,  Windsor,  Ont.;  "The  Pines," 

tholic  Alumnae,  founded  at  the  Biennial  Con-  Chatham;  Notre  Dame,  Ottawa;  St.  Ann's  Aca- 

ventionof  the  Ontario  Chapter,  held  at  Loretto  ^^^^^  Victoria,  B.C.;  Mrs.  M.  Phelan,  Gover- 


Academy,  Hamilton,  on  October  19th  and  20th, 
1931,  has  adopted  as  our  first  national  project 
the  furtherance  of  the  "Mary's  Day"  devo- 
tion, realizing  that  no  other  national  move- 
ment could  bring  us  more  fruitful  blessings. 
While  there  are  many  features  of  the  day's 


nor.  Nova  Scotia  Chapter;  Miss  Chaisson,  Gov- 
ernor, New  Brunswick  Chapter;  Mrs.  J.  J. 
Austin,  Hamilton;  Mrs.  James  Mallon,  Toron- 
to; Mrs.  T.  C.  0 'Gorman,  Weston;  Miss  A.  lia- 
garty,  Kingston ;  Miss  Mary  Flynn,  Pembroke. 
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ilargarrt  M.  (drpttin 


I  came  to  Lourdes  from  Brittany,  and  in 
one  day  saw  the  whole  west  coast  of  France. 
At  six  o'clock  in  the  incrning  I  quitted  the 
grey  rocks,  the  purple  heather,  the  misty  hills, 
that  look  exactly  like  Ireland.  Before  eight 
o'clock  the  gorse  and  heather  were  making 
way  for  gnarled  and  crooked  apple  trees, 
source  of  the  famous  Breton  cider.  In  the 
neighbourhood  of  Nantes  there  are  vineyards 
as  well  as  orchards.  Vines  and  fruit  trees 
stretch  southward  to  the  sandy  beaches  near 
La  Rochelle.  Then  comes  the  famous  wine 
country  of  Bordeaux,  Medoc,  and  Sauternes, 
and  the  rest ;  and  finally,  the  city  of  Bordeaux, 
with  its  Quinconces,  its  southern  drawl,  its 
Romanesque  churches,  and  its  hot  Gascoai 
blood. 

Leaving  Bordeaux,  one  enters  almost  at  once 
upon  the  pine  country. 

"Le  val,  la  lande,  la  foret." 

Mile  after  mile,  hour  after  hour,  rise  the 
straight  red  trunks,  with  little  tin  cups  tapping 
the  resin.  The  air  is  filled  with  coolness,  and 
the  aromatic  odor  of  pine-sap.  Imperceptibly, 
the  train  climbs  the  grade;  and  suddenly,  out 
of  the  southern  horizon,  appear  the  Pyrenees. 


They  lift  their  crests  above  the  forest,  blue, 
snow-tipped,  granite-bound,  and  musical  with 
the  sound  of  running  Avater.  A  thousand 
streams  are  formed  from  the  melting  snow,  or 
from  snow-fed  springs  deep  in  the  hills.  They 
race  down  the  mountain  sides,  tumbling  in  cas- 
cades, disappearing  into  caverns,  boiling  in 
rapids,  and  leaping  against  rocks  and  trees. 
These  mountain  streams  of  the  Pynenees  are 
called  ''gaves";  and  presently  their  myriad 
voices  are  gathered  into  one,  the  voice  of  the 
river,  rushing  for  miles  beside  the  railway 
track. 

The  Gave  that  runs  through  the  town  of 
Lourdes  is  the  stream  where  the  child  Berne- 
dette  waded  barefooted,  and  of  which  the  hymn 
speaks, 

"Sur  les  bords  du  Gave, 
Tu  rends  la  sante, 
0  Vierge  suave, 
Mere  de  bonte !" 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  the  train 
rounded  a  mountainside  and  entered  the  val- 
ley of  Lourdes!  and  the  shining  cross  flamed 
out  from  the  opposite  summit.    The  great  peaks 
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stood  black  against  the  starry  sky ;  the  glisten- 
ing snows  of  the  Pic  du  Jer  reflected  the  pale 
light.  Across  the  river  the  Basilica  and  the 
Grotto  shone  white  amid  the  dark  hills.  The 
church  was  brightly  illuminated,  and  strains 
of  music  floated  over  the  river  and  valley. 

Next  morning,  the  voices  of  women  came 
up  to  the  hotel  windows,  penetrating  the 
closed  shutters  with  the  bars  of  sunlight.  I 
stepped  to  the  balcony,  and  looked  dorwn.  A 
branch  of  the  Gave  flows  behind  the  town  of 
Lourdes;  and  here,  on  the  flat  stones  and  on 
the  wooden  planks,  the  townswomen  were 
washing  their  clothes,  beating  them  with  flat 
paddles,  rinsing  them  in  the  clear,  ice-cold  wa- 
ter, and  spreading  them  to  dry  on  the  sunny 
green  banks.  The  swift  river  encompasses  the 
whole  town.  It  races  under  the  bridges  as 
though  it  would  carry  them  away.  As  I  walked 
towards  the  Basilica,  a  thunder-storm  was  ga- 
thering. It  finally  burst  over  the  valley;  and 
the  splendour  of  these  Pyrenean  peaks,  flash- 
ing lightnings  and  echoing  and  re-echoing  thun- 
ders from  the  black  clouds,  will  long  remain 
in  my  mind.  Long  before  the  storm  was  dis- 
persed in  the  west,  the  eastern  peaks  were 
glistening  again  in  their  sun-bright  snows. 

Lourdes  has  been  greatly  extended  since 
Bernadette's  day.  The  old  town,  ancient, 
crooked,  cramped,  is  huddled  around  a  huge 
beetling  cliff  that  stands  like  a  watch-tower 
in  the  middle  of  the  valley,  and  is  crowned  by 
a  vast  fortress  dating  from  the  days  of  the 
Saracens. 

Lourdes  was  historic  even  in  Charlemagne's 
day.  Not  far  from  these  mountain  fastnesses 
the  horn  of  Roland  summoned  the  knights  to- 
gether. A  dozen  times  Saracen  or  Crusader 
took  the  fortress  of  Lourvies.  During  the 
Hundred  Years'  War  it  feil  for  some  time  into 
the  hands  of  the  English.     One  of  the  battle- 


ments overlooks  a  jagged  rock  called  the 
Pjagle's  Point.  The  siory  goes  that  the  de- 
fenders of  Lourdes  in  some  historic  siege,  fight- 
ing until  their  food  supplies  were  exhausted, 
had  recourse  to  prayer;  and  before  they  were 
compelled  to  surrender,  a  mighty  Pyrenean 
eagle,  flying  overhead,  diopped  on  this  point 
of  rock  a  sheep  that  it  had  seized  in  a  nearby 
valley.  During  the  Revolution  the  fortress  of 
Lourdes  became  a  militavy  prison,  and  several 
Irish  and  Scottish  names  are  found  in  the  long 
list  of  prisoners  who  died  there  during  the 
Peninsular  War. 

At  the  present  time  the  fortress  is  a  state 
museum,  neatly  labelled  and  docketed  at  the 
expense  of  the  Touring  Chib  de  France,  and 
rich  in  Pyrenean  lore,  architectural,  artistic, 
scientific,  and  historic.  Wandering  through 
these  stone  galleries  and  tower  chambers,  one 
can  study  the  fauna  and  flora  of  the  Pyrenees, 
together  with  endless  specimens  of  native 
quartz  or  granite.  Other  rooms  are  furnished 
in  the  Basque  style,  with  huge  oaken  cup- 
boards and  cavernous  fire-places  filling  the 
shadowy  corners;  and  the  enormous  carved 
beds,  something  like  the  I  Us  clos  of  Brittany, 
filling  up  the  walls.  Wax  figures  dressed  in 
Basque  costumes  take  up  lifelike  positions  be- 
side a  skillet  or  a  gun;  hand-wrought  fifes, 
powder-horns,  cowbells,  and  bellows  adorn  the 
walls,  and  the  embroidered  chamois  vests,  the 
goatskin  Water-vessels,  the  berets,  the  head- 
dresses, are  ranged  in  profusion.  In  other 
rooms  there  are  models  of  Basque  mountain 
farm-houses,  set  on  high  piles,  like  stilts,  to 
escape  the  mountain  torrents  in  spring  flood. 
There  are  also  models  of  the  famous  fortified 
churches  of  the  pre-Gothic  period.  From  the 
battlements  of  the  castle  there  is  an  incompar- 
able view  of  the  Gave  valley,  and  of  the  snow- 
capped Pyrenees  sloping  down  through  fir  and 
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pine  to  the  riishino-  river  and  tlie  white  Basiliea 
standing  beside  it. 

Behind  the  castle  is  old  J^onrdes,  the  nar- 
row, twisted  streets  and  the  dark  conrts  where 
Bernadette  spent  her  ehJldhood.  She  was  born 
in  a  dilapidated  bnilding  that  had  once  been 
the  gaol,  in  a  miserable  room  overlooking  a 
stableyard.  Her  parents  v/ere  not  only  poor, 
bnt  wretched.  "Two  beds,  a  box,  two  chairs, 
and  some  red  crockery,  were  their  entire  furni- 
ture." On  the  February  day  of  1858,  when  our 
Lady  tirst  appeared  in  the  grotto  of  Massa- 
biellc,  the  child  Bernadette  had  gone  into  the 
big  meadow  with  her  ;uster  and  a  neighbour 
child  to  pick  up  wood  and  bones  to  sell.  It 
was  a  bitter  day,  and  Bernadette,  who  suffered 
from  asthma  and  feared  the  cold,  was  left  be- 
hind when  the  other  children  took  ott'  their 
sabots  and  waded  through  the  icy  stream.  One 
can  see  the  child,  hesitating  at  the  cold  Avater, 
looking  for  stepping-stones,  finally  stooping  to 
])Uil  off  her  sabots  and  stockings,  and  raising 
her  startled  e^'es  to  the  vii^ion  in  the  Grotto. 

Just  outside  the  old  town,  the  Gave  takes 
a  turn,  and  flows  westward  beside  what  is  now 
the  great  square  of  the  Basilica,  and  the  three- 
tiered  church  above  the  Grotto.  But  in  18r)8, 
all  this  new  Lourdes  was  merely  meadow-land, 
and  the  poor  little  town  was  huddled  under  the 
shelter  of  its  mediaeval  fortress.  Long,  state- 
ly, tree-bordered  avenues  have  been  planted 
here,  hotels  have  sprung  up  by  the  score,  con- 
vents with  carefully-tended  grounds  have  ap- 
peared on  both  sides  of  the  river.  On  the  hill- 
side behind  the  Basilica,  an  enormous  Way  of 
the  Cross,  very  realistic,  with  bronze  soldiers 
and  stone  apostles,  strings  its  Stations  for  the 
better  part  of  a  mile  around  the  mounain.  But 
past  the  convents  and  Ihe  retreat-houses,  the 
road  becomes  once  more  part  of  the  Pyrenean 
country-side;  the  wild  flowers  blossom  almost 


out  of  the  stones,  the  slow,  cream-white 
oxen  draw  the  i)low  through  the  steep,  climb- 
ing hill-fields,  country-nuMi  wish  y(ni  good- 
daj'  as  they  ])ass,  girls  carry  their  eggs  and 
vegetables  in  to  the  market,  and  the  pungent 
mountain  odor  of  fir  and  pine  fills  the  air  with 
almost  ])ali)able  fragrance. 

Lourdes  was  by  no  means  the  first  holy 
spring  in  these  hillsides.  Notre  Dame  de 
Betharram,  Betharram  of  the  Avonderful  grotto, 
of  the  stalactites,  and  the  deep  pools  hidden 
away  under  the  mountain,  has  been  a  shrine 
from  time  imlmemorial.  So  also  has  Pau.  So 
have  a  dozen  others.  The  natural  instinct  of  the 
l)oor  and  devout  people  of  this  Basque  country 
was  to  dedicate  every  lovely  spot,  every  clear 
and  taintless  spring,  to  the  Virgin  Mother.  A 
thousand  local  shrines  in  the  Pyrenees  bear  Avit- 
ness  to  this.  But  there  was  no  sjiring  in  the 
Grotto  at  Lourdes  until  Bernadette  was  bidden 
to  drink  of  its  waters.  There  was  no  local  tra- 
dition to  draw  people  to  this  spot  There  was 
nothing  but  the  word  of  a  child,  and  the  mir- 
aculous cures  that  accompanied  the  touch  of 
the  cold  mountain  Avater. 

The  Basilica  erected  at  the  voice  of  Berna- 
dette has  been  gradualh'  extended  until  noAv 
three  churches  toAver  one  above  the  other. 
High  as  their  topmost  spire  is,  it  is  dwarfed 
b\'  the  surrounding  mountain  peaks.  In  front 
of  the  middle  church,  the  Basilica  of  the  Holy 
RosarA',  is  a  Avide  terrace,  that  curves  out  and 
down  and  around  until  it  encircles  the  vast 
oval  place  in  front  of  the  church. 

EA^ery  afternoon  at  four  the  sick  are  brought 
here  on  their  stretchers,  their  crutches,  their 
Avheeled  chairs;  they  are  draAvn  up  all  around 
the  oval,  and  Benediction  is  given.  But  instead 
of  giving  a  general  blessing  to  the  throng,  the 
priest  carries  the  Blessed  Sacrament  to  each 
invalid  personally,   and   gives  him  an   indivi- 
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dual  Benediction.  In  the  middle,  the  priests 
and  directors  of  the  pilgrimage  kneel  and  lead 
the  prayers.  Nurses  and  brancardiers,  all 
voluntary  workers,  kneel  beside  their  patients. 
Those  who  are  well  stand  close-packed  on  the 
terrace.  Above,  in  the  bright  sunshine,  the 
swallows  of  the  Pyrenees  dart  and  wheel  and 
flash  their  white  breasts  and  blue-and-black 
wings.  This  ceremony  is  for  the  sick,  and  the 
well  are  merely  on-lookers. 

At  night,  when  the  dusk  is  thickening,  the 
pilgrims  who  are  in  health  gather  below  the 
terrace  and  light  their  tall  candles,  and  wind 
in  procession  up  the  stone  causeway,  down  the 
other  side,  along  the  long,  three-bordered 
avenue,  and  back  into  the  oval,  which  they  fill 
almost  to  overflowing,  whjile  they  sing  the 
Lourdes  hymn  and  the  Credo  of  the  Mass.  All 
through  the  night,  there  are  prayers  in  the 
Church.  There  is  usually  a  Mass  at  midnight, 
and  the  regular  Masses  are  from  five  until 
noon.  When  no  services  are  taking  place  the 
sick  gather  in  front  of  the  Grotto  to  say  the 
Rosary. 

Every  language  of  earth  can  be  heard  from 
these  thronging  pilgrims.  Every  stone  in  the 
three  Basilicas  is  carved  with  an  inscription  of 
gratitude,  often  a  simple  ''Merci,"  signed  by 
initials.  Tokens  of  thanks-offering  are  hung 
in  thousands;  the  silver  and  gold  votive  hearts 
of  the  well-to-do,  the  war  medals  and  crosses 
of  grateful  soldiers,  wedding  rings.  First  Com- 
nnmion  wreaths,  rosaries,  jewels,  anything  that 
the  owner  prized  and  Avished  to  sacrifice. 

And  what  of  Bernadette  herself?  When  the 
world's  pilgrims  flocked  into  Lourdes,  we  know 
that  she  quietly  slipped  away  and  entered  a 
l)oor  convent  in  the  town  of  Nevers.  But 
since  she  had  brought  this  tide  of  blessings  and 
favors  to  the  town  of  her  birth,  one  may  well 
wonder    what    favors    she    asked    for    herself. 


Every  stone  of  Lourdes  tells  the  story  of  some 

sickness  cured,  some  family  assisted,  some  life 
saved,  some  grief  comforted.  But  there  is  no 
mention  of  such  favors  being  granted  to  the 
Soubirous  family.  They  were  always  poor. 
Bernadette  herself  never  recovered  from  the 
effects  of  her  sickly  and  under-nourished  child- 
hood. 

''But  what  did  the  Blessed  Virgin  .say  she 
would  do  for  you  ?"  persisted  the  curious  neigh- 
bours. 

"She  said/'  Bernadette  always  replied,  "I 
do  not  ])romise  to  make  you  happy  in  this 
world,  but  in  the  next." 


RETRE.^T. 

O,  pleasant  days  of  solitude,  of  silence  and  content, 
That  give  me  opportunity  to  pray  and  to  repent. 

0  days  of  recollection,  when  I  hope  to  hear  the  call. 
Of    Him    Who    is    the    Master,    and    the    Lord    and 

God  of  all. 

That    call    whose    echoed    sweetness,    through    the 

corridors  of  time 
Will  ring.     O  God!  if  Thou  should'st  beckon  me — 

Thy  Will  be  mine! 
And  Lord,  no  matter  what  the  part  Thou  deignest 

to  give  to  me. 
Help  me  that  I  may  follow  in  the  footprints  made 

by  Thee. 

While   I   reflect,    my   Lord   will   speak   in   tones   so 

soft  and  low. 
He'll  tell  me  just  the  path  to  choase;   He'll  point 

the  way  to  go. 

1  have  a  special  mission  and  a  duty  to  fulfill, 
I'll  listen  now,  and  know  the  truest  pleasure,  in  — 

God's  Will. 

Kathlyn  Murphy,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


RAIX. 

Rain,  rain,  lazily  dripping  rain. 
When  there  are  sad  hearts  to  heal 
And  tired  minds  to  soothe, 
God  sends  the  rain. 
Softly  dripping  rain, 
Dripping,   slipping. 
From   clouds   of  slumber. 
Lined  with  pleasant  dreams. 

Helen  Hunter,  Third  Year. 

Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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CHRIST,  KING  OF  CHIVALRY 

By  Verna  Sauer,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


In  every  youthful  heart  lies  a  secret  vibrant 
instinct  of  chivalry ;  a  remnant  of  childhood 
days,  it  clings  with  insistent  force,  clamoring 
for  expression.  Every^vhere  youth  has  the 
same  Avarm  heart,  the  same  wistful  eager- 
ness, the  same  intent  longing  for  greater 
things,  and  thrills  to  the  tale  of  kings 
—  noble,  valorous,  trium'phant  in  the 
spread  of  truth  and  justice ;  o^f  knights 
pledged  to  service,  riding  the  world  to  right 
its  wrongs,  and  achieving  a  host  of  gloriously 
noble  deeds\  To  youth,  the  pageantry,  the 
splendour  of  mediaeval  times  is  not  unsuited 
to  the  twentieth  century,  and  the  eager  boy 
and  the  wistful  girl  are  not  wrong  in  looking 
upon  life  as  a  glorious  adventure,  and  in  gild^ 
ing  it  anew  with  a  panorama  of  beauty.  For 
their  spirits  are  quickened  by  the  chivalry  of 
Christ,  our  King,  and  their  ears  are  attuned 
to  His  clarion  call;  imperative  and  insistent  it 
comes  to  them,  not  as  an  idle  fancy,  but  as  a 
stupendous  reality : 

Make  straight  the  way,  the  bugles  blow, 

Young  Michael  heralds  the  King, 
With  clash  of  steel  and  thud  of  hoof. 

The  courts  of  Heaven  ring. 
Make  straight  the  way,  the  King,  He  comes 

Upon  a  charger  white, 
With  crown  of  thorns,  and  sceptre  cross, 

And  Face  in  splendour  bright. 
Press  on  the  way,  the  King  He  leads 

A  host  of  dauntless  youth. 
Who  for  His  love  all  else  disdain 

To  combat  for  the  truth.'' 

The  true,  the  good,  the  beautiful,  appeal 
to  even  the  most  sordid.    As  poet,  and  scholar 


have  frequently  recounted,  the  nobler  impulses 
of  man  ever  bind  him  to  God;  and  Christ,  the 
Beautiful,  the  Truth,  ever  stands  forth  as  the 
Leader  and  Inspirer  of  the  human  race.  All 
through  the  pages  of  Holy  Scripture  this  is  as 
evident  as  it  is  alluring.  From  the  beginning 
of  His  public  ministry,  when  He  walks  the 
shores  of  Galilee  calling  His  first  recruits,  until 
He  hangs,  a  bleeding,  quivering  form  on  the 
Cross,  His  leadership  is  undeniable.  Pharisee 
might  scoff,  high  priest  vent  upon  Him  the 
venom  of  sarcastic  scorn;  yet  with  compelling 
simplicity,  unswerving  and  unafraid.  He  mioves 
among  men,  attracting,  teaching,  healing,  lay- 
ing deep  the  foundations  of  His  Church  mili- 
tant. Leader  He  is  in  very  fact,  awakening 
a  response  in  every  heart  that  comes  beneath 
His  sway.  Nor  it  it  strange  to  find  Peter,  John 
and  the  other  disciples  captivated  and  giving 
themselves  unreservedly  to  His  service. 

Chivalrous  He  proves  Himself  when  the 
kindness  of  His  generous  Heart  restores  to  a 
widowed  mother,  her  son  and  sole  supporter. 
Still  more  chivalrous,  when  He  ignores  the 
scornful  contempt  of  a  multitude  not  "without 
sin,"  to  shield  the  poor  woman  condemned  by 
men,  and  when  He  allows  the  Magdalene  to 
weep  against  His  sacred  feet.  Like  knight  of 
old  righting  the  lawlessness  of  His  King's  do- 
main, with  righteous  wrath  He  drives  from 
the  Temple  those  whose  traffic  defiles  its  sa- 
cred precincts.  Courageous  He  is,  as  He  stands 
before  Pilate  and  with  noble,  fearless  counten- 
ance asserts  His  royalty;  bravest,  when  with 
lips  comlpressed.  He  endures  the  pillory,  the 
climb  to  Calvary,  the  nails ;  chivalrous,  surely, 
when  with  breaking  heart.  He  offers  Himself 
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a  holocaust  for  the  seething,  raging  mob,  even 
as  with  derisive  mockery  it  exulted  in  His 
agony. 

This  lure  of  His  chivalrous  leadership,  the 
realization  of  His  beauty  as  revealed  through- 
out the  Gospel,  have  ever  drawn  to  His  banner 
courageous  souls  attracted  by  the  fire  of  His 
love  and  held  captive  by  the  force  of  their 
yearning  for  that  Love ! 

So,  well  may  the  youth  of  to-day,  feeling 
the  age-old  urge  of  chivalry,  claim  the  pri- 
vilege of  enlisting  in  the  service  of  the  King, 


of  offering  Him  an  allegiance,  free  and  fine, 
and  of  following  in  the  steps  of  One  royal  be- 
yond compare.  Never  had  knight  of  old  such 
a  Leader — a  King  whose  crown  is  of  thorns, 
whose  sceptre  is  a  cross,  whose  regal  robe  is 
the  purple  of  "His  blood  shed  for  us," — a  Mo- 
del, a  Friend,  a  Burden-bearer. 

To  take  Christ  our  King,  as  Leader,  to  be- 
long to  His  army  of  retainers,  to  do  His  work 
faithfully  and  well,  to  act  according  to  His 
will  in  whatever  walk  of  life  He  assigns,  is  to 
kneel  as  a  Knight  of  bygone  days,  pledging 
Him  fealty. 


VER  LACHRYMOSA 

By  P.   J.    Coleman,   M.A.,    Editor   of  the   "Catholic  Register.'' 

(In  memory  of  Cecilia  Coleman,  sister  of  the  writer,  who  received  fatal  injuries 
when  struck  down  hy  an  automobile  in  Philadelphia,    and    died    on    Monday, 

March  21,  1932). 


Dead  in   the   first   faint   flush   of   Spring 
And  laid  beneath  its  lingering  snow, 

Ere  earliest  thrush  was  bold  to  sing 
Or  earliest  violets  to  blow ! 

Ah,  fitting  is  it  that  the  snows, 
For  one  so  virginal  and  pure, 

Should  whitely  mantle  her  repose 
Beneath  their  stainless  coverture. 

She  was  so  gentle,  patient,  good. 
All  bowed,  as  at  a  holy  shrine. 

Before  the  gracious  womanhood 
She  wore  as  gift  of  God  divine. 

The  snows  shall  melt;  to  mead  and  bower 
Shall  April  bring  the  blossoms  back; 

But  we  shall  miss  one  tender  flower, 
And  Spring  its  joy's  completeness  lack. 


Gone !    Gone !    In  every  hallowed  place 
Her  joyous  presence  once  made  dear 

We  miss  the  well-beloved  face. 
The  voice  we  loved  no  longer  hear. 

Sweet  saint!   Of  such  the  Kingdom  is 
Where  spirits  dear  to  Heaven  dwell, 

And  where   by  faith's  assurances 
We  know  that  with  her  all  is  well. 

Yet  grief  miist  have  its  ancient  way 
Despite  the  soul's  unshaken  trust. 

And  love,  the  while  it  kneels  to  pray, 
Would  fain  bedeAv  death's  sacred  dust. 

Give  her  sweet  rest  and  peace  and  light, 
O  Lord  of  Mercy,  Lord  of  Love ! 

And  may  she  wake  where  lilies  white 
Perfume  Thine  endless  Spring  above! 
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Bread  and  hyacinths  —  we  need  both.  Uni- 
versity students,  on  the  alert  as  to  the  detail  of 
learning,  are  apt  to  miss  its  truest  gift — appre- 
ciation. It  is  pathetic  to  talk  to  a  University 
graduate  holding  an  Honour  degree — say  in 
Mathematics  or  Modern  Languages — who  has 
conned  his  text  laboriously,  passed  his  exam- 
ination successfully — and  has  no  love  of  learn- 
ing for  its  own  sake.  We  meet  many  such  on 
this  our  campus,  here,  in  Toronto.  These  gra- 
duates have  become  so  confused  with  the  acute- 
ne,ss  of  accuracy  higher  education  has  present- 
ed to  them,  that  they  have  lost  the  wistful  Lady 
KnoAvledge  who  must  be  wooed  in  another 
guise. 

Learning,  apart  from  the  imperative  rigour 
of  examinations,  interests  such  as  these  not  at 
all.  Poetry  means  nothing  to  them  unless  it 
belongs  to  the  curriculum.  They  sense  no  in- 
adequacy in  a  course  which  feeds  only  the  mind, 
and  leaves  no  scope  for  the  soul's  expansion. 
Learning  has  a  two-fold  development — spiri- 
tual and  mental;  and  the  one  we  have  placed 
first  should  have  the  prior  claim.  Culture  does 
not  consist  of  knowing  a  prescribed  number  of 
rules  of  French  Grammar;  it  does  not  consist 
of  being  familiar  with  the  laws  of  the  great 
economists ;  it  does  not  consist  of  knowing  Lord 
Durham's  report  verbatim:  it  does  not  consist 
of  any  of  these  —  it  is  that  ephemeral  quality 
called  appreciation  of  assimilated  knowledge 
acquired  in  any  manner.  A  University  presents 
the  material — it  remains  for  the  students  to 
make  it  their  own.  Man  is  not  a  material  crea- 
ture :  his  soul  demands  a  recognition.  Youth, 
particularly,  longs  for  the  larger  life.  Let  us 
not  stifle  this  craving.  Let  us  not  be  content 
to  feed  on  textbooks  for  the  ulterior  motive 


alone.  It  is  difficult,  we  imagine,  to  recapture 
this  youthful  zest  —  this  uplifting  of  the  heart 
which  is  the  property  of  the  young — once  it  has 
gone.  Now,  there  are  some  rare  souls  who 
possess  the  elixir  of  eternal  youth.  Why  ?  They 
have  cherished  these  desires  of  the  spirit  that 
their  twenties  knew,  and  deepened  their  appre- 
ciation of  the  things  of  the  spirit,  with  every 
year.  They  have  not  been  afraid  to  pay  the 
price  of  their  hyacinths.  It  seemed  too  little, 
indeed,  they  Avill  tell  you,  for  the  compensation 
received.  Let  us  not  be  satisfied  with  the 
grosser  things.  We  read  a  quotation  some- 
where once,  Avhich  if  interpreted  in  this  ideal- 
istic fashion,  conveys  an  idea  we  should  like  to 
impart.  It  is:  "If  you  have  but  a  dollar,  spend 
it  as  if  it  Avere  a  dry  leaf,  and  you  were  the 
owner  of  boundless  forests."  These  ideas  are 
too  entangled  to  have  any  idea  of  clarity.  What 
we  Avish  to  say  is — pursue  knoAvledge  for  its 
OAvn  sake ;  true  culture  cannot  be  gained  by 
pursuing  it  directly;  it  must  come  almost  un- 
consciously to  ourselves;  but  desire  it  for  its 
spiritual  appreciation,  and  do  not  be  sparing 
of  the  price  you  mvist  pay  for  it. 

C.  M.,  3T2. 
Loretto  Abbey  College. 


WHEN  I>AY  IS  DONE. 


The  sun  is  slowly  sinking  in  the  west; 

To  tree-itops  tall  the  birds  have  gone  to  rest. 

A  solitary  sea-gull  wings  his  way, 

A  silhouette  against  the  sky  and  bay. 

The  day  is  o'er,  and  evening  shades  have  come 

To  hush  the  sound  of  nature's  daily  hum. 

The  night's  blue  velvet  curtain  falls  afar. 

And   later   it   is    pinned    there,    with   a   star! 

So  shall  it  be  for  us  when  life  is  done. 

And  like  the  dark'ning  night  death  hides  our  sun: 

But  dawn  is  not  far  off,  and  we  shall  see. 

The   glorious   morning   of  eternity! 

Jean    McBachern,    '32. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
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And   a  Month  of 
Student  Life  There. 


Munich,  as  is  so  often  said,  is  a  city  of 
great  charm.  To  stay  a  month  there,  and,  in 
addition,  to  see  something  of  the  student  life 
of  the  University,  was  a  great  pleasure.  Memo- 
ries remain  of  the  first  frantic,  exciting  days 
of  rushing  around  so  as  to  be  settled  for  the 
month,  and  of  the  last  days,  not  less  exciting 
or  less  hurried,  in  the  attempt  to  accomplish 
sight-seeing,  and  finding  so  many  possibilities 
of  new  enjoyment,  that  it  seemed  a  tragedy  to 
have  to  leave. 

The  city,  its  buildings,  the  Opera  and  Thea- 
tre Festivals,  the  Universitj^  with  its  professors 
and  students  of  every  nationality  —  all  were 
the  cause  of  a  bewildering  host  of  new  impres- 
sions. In  Germany  itself,  Munich  and  Bavaria 
stand  apart  as  something  distinct,  with  a  sig- 
nificance of  a  special  kind.  The  people  possess 
the  characteristics  of  easy-going,  good-humour- 
ed Southerners,  with  the  incongruous  addition 
of  the  hardiness  befitting  the  inhabitants  of  a 
largely  mountainous  country.  There  is  little 
hurrying  to  be  seen  in  Munich  streets  (indeed, 
the  only  hurried  people  are  the  foreign  stu- 
dents!). Two  or  three  times  a  day  great 
throngs  may  be  seen  outside  the  Gothic  city- 
hall,  gazing  with  unlifted  faces  on  the  town- 
clock  ;  it  strikes  the  hour,  the  tower-bells  ring 
a  happy  little  tune,  and  presently  a  row  of 
small  wooden  figures  —  in  reality,  life-size  — 
in  the  face  of  the  tower,  start  gaily  on  a  dance. 
And  their  audience  is  not  all  composed  of  tour- 


ists, by  any  mieans.  It  is  the  sort  of  thing  the 
''Miinchener"  enjoys.  The  city  is  a  great  resort 
for  men  from  the  mountain  districts;  dozen 
of  them  are  to  be  seen  strolling  through  the 
streets  in  their  Bavarian  costume  —  green  felt 
hats  with  feathers  on  their  heads,  leather  tun- 
ics and  shorts,  bare  knees,  white  socks,  lumber- 
ing mountain  shoes,  knapsacks  on  their  backs 
and  innumerable  leather  flasks  dangling  from 
their  waist-belts. 

The  University  is  a  stirring  place.  There  is 
only  one  building,  huge  and  far-extended,  the 
great  centre  courtyard  lighted  by  a  skylight, 
lofty  stairs  leading  from  it  to  the  galleries  of 
the  three  floors.  Lectures  began  at  a  quarter 
past  and  stopped  at  the  hour.  It  seemed  a 
leisurely  life  to  us  in  that  resipect.  It  gave  us 
time  to  dash  down  to  the  refreshment-room, 
where  there  were  heavenly  things'  to  eat  for 
about  two  cents  each !  The  halls  were  thronged 
in  the  intervals :  there  were  dozens  of  nuns, 
and  sandalled,  bearded  monks.  Bavarian  girls 
are  good-looking  in  their  own  way,  tall  and 
rather  big,  with  fair  skins  tanned  by  their 
fondness  for  outdoor  life,  fair  hair  drawn  tight- 
ly behind  their  ears,  and  an  immense  coil  of 
braids  at  the  back,  sometimes  hanging  over 
their  shoulders!  Municli  people  are  poor,  and 
perhaps,  also,  not  interested  in  fashions.  There 
are  only  one  or  two  good  shops,  though  these 
are  exceptionally  nice.  So  the  average  girl  was 
to  be  seen  in  flat  shoes  and  short  dresses.    A 
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Few  of  tlic  men  wore  tlie  Bavarian  dress,  the 
others  ordinary  casual  summer  thinjifs. 

AVe,  the  "Ausliinder"  were  a  motley  lot.  AVe 
were  Jtalian,  Spanish,  Portu<i:uese,  llunp:arian. 
Freneli,  Scotch,  Enjj^lish  and  American  stu- 
dents; only  three  Canadians.  Pronunciation 
classes  were  very  amusing;,  with  the  consequent 
tremendous  variety  of  difficulties.  There  w^as  a 
f>reat  deal,  of  fun  in  everything:  desi)ite  the 
fact  that  we  led  a  harrassed  life.  Lectures  for 
us  were  from  nine  till  one,  every  day  but  Satur- 
day; theu  in  the  afternoon  two  hours  in  an 
art-<>allery  or  museum,  usually  with  a  lecturer. 
On  one  aAvful  occasion  I  Avas  dragfjed  to  a  mu- 
seum to  s])end  three  hours  there.  We  ended  up 
in  a  crowd  at  a  cafe.  Alunich  cafes  are  delight- 
ful.  some  of  them  quite  famous.  Several  re- 
semble the  Parisian  and  Viennese  ones,  having 
little  tables,  under  awnings,  out  on  the  side- 
walk. There  is  a  Avhole  street  lined  with  mag- 
nificent cafes.  In  one,  an  orchestra  of  tAvelve 
l)ieces  plan's  all  afternoon,  and  even  business 
men  drop  in  for  a  cu])  of  tea  in  the  afternoon. 
Api)arently  their  business  cares  sit  lightly  on 
their  minds !  Behind  the  main  room  of  most 
cafes  there  is  a  "Garten,"  a  courtyard  oi)en  to 
the  sk}',  with  a  fountain  playing  in  the  middle, 
for  those  who  prefer  to  drink  their  beer  out  of 
doors.  And  such  a  cafe  is  not  more  expensive 
than  here.  Students,  of  course,  usually  frequent 
those  that  are  less  grand. 

The  professors  were,  in  a  body,  jiossessed  of 
the  utmost  enthusiasm  for  the  subjects  they 
lectured  on.  There  was  one  who  went  so  far 
as  to  keep  on  lecturing  several  times  until  after 
one  o'clock.  Hunger  called,  and  his  listeners 
surreptitiously  slipped  out.  Still  he  went  on-  - 
at  a  quarter  past  he  was  still  lecturing  to  the 
))oor  remnant,  and  ended  only  with  the  greatest 
reluctance.  It  may  be  that  lecturing  to  foreign 
students  is  stimulating,  but  some  of  us  failed 
to  be  stimulated  —  at  first.  Heartfelt  sighs 
were  to  be  heard  from  all  parts  of  the  hall, 
when  someone's  limited  knowledge  of  the  lan- 
guage aud  the  professor's  rapid  utterance  failed 
to  co-operate ;  but  a  week  or  two  was  sufficient 
to  help  that. 

The  lectures  were  planned  with  the  intention 
of  giving  a  survey  of  German  culture,  hardly 
more  than  superficial  owing  to  the  shortness 
of  the  time.  Apart  from  the  less  unusual  lec- 
tures on  history,  literature  and  philosophy, 
there  were  several  on  Wagner  and  Mozart,  and 
on  pedagogic  methods  in  Germany.  We  were 
free,  if  we  wished,  to  attend  the  regular  lec- 
tures of  the  University  as  well,  but  the  crown- 
ing glory  of  our  ppurse,  and  the  sort  of  thing 


on  Avhieh  the  University  prides  itself,  consisted 
in  the  lectures  on  the  History  of  Art.  Q'hese 
are  held  in  the  vast  "Auditorium  Maximum," 
and  drew  crowds  of  the  German  students  as 
well  as  ourselves.  The  ex])ression  of  German 
enthusiasm  tends  to  be  lyrical  —  however  prac 
tical  or  seemingly  materialistic  the  thing  that 
calls  it  forth.  In  these  lectures  on  German  and 
P'rench  Cathedrals,  however,  it  found  a  fitting 
subject,  a}u]  tired  us  with  an  intense  desire  of 
seeing  each  "Dom"  in  Ulmand,  Speier,  Augs- 
burg, Mainz  and  Koln.  Three  of  these  I  saw, 
myself,  later,  but  descriptions  Avould  be  too 
inadecpiate. 

So  many  and  such  varied  types  of  peo])le 
M  ore  to  be  met  with.  It  Avas  a  most  interesting 
experience.  In  my  pension,  which  wasi  kept  by 
the  nuns  of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
I\Iary,  there  were  twenty-five  girls,  four  of  them 
Italian,  the  others  from  all  parts  of  Germany; 
nearly  all  attended  the  University.  One  of  the 
four  Italians  was  a  rare  child  of  about  sevwi- 
leen.  She  had  been  brought  up  in  the  Bavarian 
iMountains.  Beetling-browed,  with  sloe-black 
eyes  and  an  unkempt  mane  of  hair,  she  had  a 
sardonic  sense  of  humour  and  a  wildncss  about 
her  that  kept  the  house  —  indeed,  the  whole 
summer-course,  —  in  an  uproar.  She  spoke 
G(!rman  with  a  complete  fluency,  and  looked 
down  on  the  rest  of  us  Avith  disdain  and  Avith 
fnequent  reproofs  for  our  bad  German.  But 
alas  for  poor  Anna  Maria!  When  the  exams 
came,  the  fact  that  her  German  Avas  pure  Bava- 
rian dialect  })ut  her  marks  doAvn,  even  loAver 
than  those  of  one  of  her  pet  victims.  Her  pride 
look  days  to  recover.  There  Avas  a  young  Hun- 
garian boy  as  lively  as  she.  The  tAvo  of  them 
kncAV  everyone  in  the  course  —  Anna  Maria 
had  a  special  passion  for  nice-looking  Ameri- 
cans, even  though  they  kncAv  no  German,  and 
she  not  a  Avord  of  English!  Then  there  Avas 
the  very  young  little  English  Jesuit  scholastic, 
also  a  young  Wurttenberger  among  the  German 
students,  Avho,  having  acquired  his  Ph.D.,  in 
the  History  of  Art,  at  the  age  of  tAventy-three, 
and  having  produced  several  successful  plays, 
Avas  preparing  a  book  for  children ! 

The  greatest  pleasures  Ave  had  Avere  excur- 
sions on  Fridays  or  Saturdays  to  the  lakes  that 
lie  among  the  mountains  like  sparkling  gems. 
Some  of  the  professors  donned  the  Bavarian 
outfit  for  these  occasions,  and  uncannily  differ- 
ent they  looked.  Such  an  excursion  involved 
five  or  six  hours'  tramping  uj)  a  mountain  and 
down  again;  which  last  Avas  even  harder  going. 
Half-Avay  uj)  Ave  stopped  at  an  inn  for  lunch, 
and  sat  outdoors  at  trestle  tables.   Long  before 
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we  neared  the  top  we  heard  shrieks  and  yells 
that  told  us  "die  Anna  ]\raria''  and  her  cronies, 
havin*;  reached  the  top  on  proper  (and  most 
dreadful)  stout  boots,  were  returninpr.  Pre- 
sently she  bounded  into  sijrht ;  with  never  a 
bit  of  refjard  for  the  i)ath  that  poor  tenderfeet 
must  follow,  she  came  leaping  doAvn  the  face 
of  the  mountain  like  a  young  goat.  When  Ave 
reached  the  top  we  saw  ihe  snow-crowned  Alps 
in  the  district,  and  nearer,  the  Tegernsee  and 
another  lake.  Significant  of  the  Catholicity 
of  the  country  was  a  huge  cross  which  had  been 
erected  at  the  top.  Towards  the  end  of  our 
journey  homewards  we  had  a  swim  —  so  these 
excursions  usually  ended  —  and  finally  a  hilar- 
ious train-ride  home  in  the  night  enlivened  by 
the  pranks  of  Anna  Maria  and  her  abettors, 
and  the  singing  of  student  songs  to  a  guitar. 

Other  gay  activities  were  the  student  even- 
ings, sponsored  by  the  "Auslander  Studenten 
Klub."  Here  all  the  students  and  professors 
of  the  University  congregated;  Germans,  too,  of 
course  (who  also  shared  in  the  expeditions), 
and  whatever  nationalities  were  lacking  in  the 
"AuslJinder"  course  —  Dutch.  Danish,  Turkish 
and  Hindoo.  There  was  a  recital  of  some  kind, 
reading,  singing,  or  perhaps  a  play,  a  speech 
(short!)  by  the  leader  of  whichever  national- 
ity was  resi)onsible  for  the  entertainment  that 
evening,  and,  at  the  end,  dancing.  The  music 
was  provided  by  a  mere  student  orchestra,  but, 
like  that  in  the  cafes,  it  was  good  music,  also 
not  the  more  commonplace  type.  The  Bavarian 
"Plattanz,"  or  folk-dance  music,  is  delightful 
for  ordinary  ballroom  dancing.  Germans  dance 
with  more  decorum  than  one  usually  sees  on 
this  continent,  and  they  get  far  more  fun  out 
of  it !  When  they  waltz  it  is  something  incred- 
ibly graceful  that  works  itself  up  to  glorious 
swirling  as  the  music  quickens.  Some  of  the 
joyousness  of  the  folk-dance  is  in  it;  that,  in 
Bavaria,  is  accompanied  by  yodelling  and  hand- 
clappings  and  even  more  swirling  around. 

The  German  students  took  delight  in  very 
simple  pleasures.  They  always  Avanted  to  go 
for  walks,  and  they  walked  you  for  hours  and 
hours,  especially  in  the  English  Gardens;  and 
after  that  you  sank  down  wearily  on  to  a 
bench  and  took  pleasure  in  Avatching  a  little 
brook  or  something  equally  innocuous.  Movies 
there  were,  but  how  they  managed  to  exist  with 
so  little  patronage  is  a  mystery.  Every  summer 
there  is  a  great  Wagner  and  Mozart  Festival. 
Prices  for  the  operas  are  prohibitive  during  the 
few  weeks  of  the  festival ;  no  German  can  afl'ord 
them.  Two  of  us  went  to  "Gotterdammerung"  ; 
it  began  at  five  and  ended  at  eleven.     In  the 


half-hour  intermission  for  supi)er  there  was 
scarcely  a  German  voice  to  be  heard  in  the 
supper-room ;  indeed,  the  theatre  was  filled  with 
Americans.  Besides  the  operas,  there  were  con- 
certs continually,  and  a  famous  marionette  the- 
atre as  well. 

The  Palaces  Nymphenburg  and  Schliessheim 
are  famous  resorts  for  people  on  holidays  or 
fine  days.  The  one  is  a  perfect  example  of  roc- 
coco  in  architecture,  the  other  of  the  barocjue, 
among  the  many  palaces  of  the  sort  that  sprang 
up  in  Europe  in  the  eighteenth  century.  The 
grounds  of  Nymphenburg  are  beautiful;  one- 
half  formal,  the  other  half  wood,  with  a  bathing 
pavilion  after  the  Greek  style,  built  on  the  river 
that  runs  through.  In  the  north  wing  of  the 
palace,  Avhich  Avas  given  to  them  by  one  of  the 
kings  many  years  ago,  is  the  Institute  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  or  of  "die  Englischen 
Fraulein,"  as  the  nuns  are  still  called.  They 
have  the  most  magnificent  school  and  grounds 
one  could  imagine,  and  besides  possessing  all 
the  practical  things  that  could  be  desired  —  a 
Avonderful  stage,  gymnasium,  special  kitchens 
for  domestic  science,  tennis  courts  —  it  is  very 
beautiful,  and  has  all  the  charm  that  country 
air  and  atmosphere,  and  the  propinquity  of 
palace  grounds  can  give  it.  They  are  very 
proud  of  possessing  a  bell  that  Avas  in  ]Mary 
Ward's  first  house  in  Munich  (noAv^  no  longer 
OAvned  by  them),  and  Avhich  she  probably  rang 
with  her  OAvn  hands. 

Leaving  Munich  Avas  a  hard  trial.  The  day 
before  Ave  left  —  I  and  one  of  my  friends  were 
going  to  Vienna,  the  third  stayed  behind  to 
perfect  her  German — Ave  Avent  to  the  Frauen- 
kirch  (Church  of  Our  Lady)  for  the  last  time. 
It  is  the  Cathedral  of  Munich,  built  in  the  thir- 
teenth century.  Its  very  name  spells  the  Middle 
Ages,  for  noAv  it  Avould  be  no  longer  Avritten 
so,  gramatically.  Its  AvindoAvs  are  lofty  Gothic, 
and  the  structure  is  croAvned  by  tAvo  towers 
with  Aveirdly  oriental  cupolas.  It  has  been 
criticized  for  its  non-conformity  Avith  the  recog- 
nized standards  of  architecture,  but  it  has  a 
beautA^  of  its  oAvn.  It  lies  in  a  tiny  AvithdraAvn 
square,  Avhich  is  filled  with  the  Avhirr  of  SAval- 
loAv's  Avings,  and  pigeons  nestle  comfortably  in 
the  toAvers.  The  shape  of  these  last  is  an  essen- 
tial mark  of  South-Bavarian  architecture,  and 
accords  Avith  the  dull-red  natiA^e  "Calkstein"  of 
the  building.  Within,  all  is  a  blaze  of  colour, 
subdued  by  the  immensity  of  its  dimensions. 
The  ceiling  is  blue,  the  pillars  a  golden  vsand, 
the  high-altar  a  delicate  ha.ze  of  golden  filisrree 
against  the  intense  glow  of  stained  glass,  Avith 
a  tryptic  painting  backed  in  gold,  the  stippling 
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thereof  attesting  to  its  mediaevalism.  The  Ca- 
thedral exemplifies  Avithin  the  love  of  Bavaria 
for  pageantry  and  colour,  as  do  the  tales  that 
are  told  of  the  brilliance  of  religious  proces- 
sions on  the  great  feast  days,  when  gorgeous 
banners  are  borne  aloft.  The  plain  exterior, 
the  faces  of  the  statues  Avithin,  marked  by  a 
gentle,  rather  peasant-like  expression,  bring  to 
mind  the  inherent  simplicity  of  the  people,  the 
same  that  expresses  itself  in  a  religious  way  in 
mountain  homes  in  having  a  patron  saint  for 
protection  against  each  unkindly  element,  and 
superstitiously,  though  rarely,  in  the  wearing  of 
curiously  wrought  iroji  beasts  and  peculiar 
roots  shaped  like  human  beings,  as  charms. 

The  complete  enjoyment  of  Munich  involves 
the  appreciation  of  all  of  it;  its  streets  and 
buildings,  its  environment  of  hills  and  river, 
and  its  cultural  treasures.  The  charm  of  poet 
ages  is  there :  mediaeval  timeSj  in  the  Cathedral, 
in  the  Gothic  simplicity  of  the  old  Rathaus, 
fifteenth-century  gates  like  the  Karlstor  arch- 
ing over  the  streets  with  "catacombs"  or  crypts 
abutting  on  it,  which  are  now  a  haven  for  shops ; 
in  the  "Mariensaule,"  a  statue  of  Our  Lady 
raised  on  a  pillar  and  erected  in  the  midst  of 
the  busiest  thoroughfare  after  she  had  saved 
the  people  from  the  plague  that  devastated 
Europe  in  the  thirteenth  century;  there  is  much 
curiously  stylized  architecture,  the  mark  of  a 
King's  fancy  for  the  Italian  Renaissance,  which 
dictated  the  shape  of  the  city's  greatest  thor- 
oughfare. There  are  the  famous  English  Oard- 
ens,  extending  two  miles  in  length,  fashioned 
after  the  style  of  an  English  meadow,  Avith  one 
incongruent  touch  of  the  artificial  —  a  Grecian 
temple  placed  on  a  commanding  hill-top. 
Munich  is  especially  glorified  by  her  setting,  a 
maze  of  thick  woods  beyond  the  city  with  the 
tAvo  arms  of  the  Isar  river  wandering  through  it 
side  by  side.  Further  still  in  the  distance  are 
mountains  Avith  beautiful  lakes  lying  among 
them,  Tegernsee,  by  the  side  of  which  in  early 
days  the  nucleus  of  the  city  AA^as  formed,  in  a 
colony  of  monks.  South  of  Oberammergau, 
more  southerly  still,  castles  like  Neuschwan- 
stein,  a  fairy  creation  of  towers  and  turrets, 
the  dream  of  a  mad  king's  mind.  Munich  has 
also  a  magnificent  museum  of  engineering  and 
physics,  the  greatest  in  the  world,  a  monument 
to  German  scientific  skill,  and  the  library  of 
the  University  Avith  books  even  of  the  tenth 
century.  She  is  the  centre  of  Art  in  Germany 
still;  collections  of  beautiful  mediaeval  times, 
much  of  it  purely  Bavarian,  in  her  art  galleries 
and  museums,  testify  to  her  pre-eminence  in 
the  past.    She  is  a  queer  conglomeration  to  the 


stranger,  but  even  a  little  knoAA'ledge  of  her  en- 
ables him  to  see  the  significance  of  every  in- 
teresting spot,  and  to  recognize  there  the  mark 
of  the  phases  of  history  and  art  through  which 
she  has  passed.  -^^^^^^^  Hopkins,  3T2. 


COLLEGE  NOTES. 


Easter  Holidays  are  nearly  due  now,  turning 
our  minds  once  more  to  a  review  of  the  past  term — 
a  most  entertaining  one  despite  the  presence  of 
Lenten  days. 

January  was  a  rather  sleepy  month  after  the 
excitement  of  Christmas  holidays.  Our  one  out- 
standing event  was  the  Mary  Ward  banquet,  at 
which  the  patronesses  of  our  At  Home  were  the 
guests  of  honour.  Coffee  in  the  Common  Room 
comipleted  the  affair  in  the  friendly  atmosphere  of 
renewing  old  acquaintances. 

Early  in  February  the  St.  Michael's  College  Al- 
umnae entertained  the  Undergraduates  of  the  two 
Women's  Colleges  at  tea  in  the  Compion  Room,  and 
the  event  seems,  in  retrospect,  to  have  commenced 
a  round  oif  tea.  Our  own  Alumnae  were  hostesses 
at  a  tea  at  Newman  Club  on  March  31st,  at  which 
Mrs.  Harkins  and  Mrs.  BroAvn  poured. 

Our  At  Home  this  year  was  held  on  February 
5th  in  the  Venetian  Roonn  of  the  Royal  York  Hotel. 
The  patronesses  were  Lady  Falconer,  Lady  Windle, 
Mrs.  Frank  Cassidy,  Mrs.  David  O'Meara,  Mrs. 
Frank  Walpole,  Mrs.  Lelorma  Brown.  Cabaret 
style  and  an  extremely  charming  as  well  as  capable 
dance  committee,  under  the  convenorship  of  Miss 
Emma  Poupore,  made  the  evening  the  kind  of 
affair  that  is  not  soon  plunged  into  the  limbo  of 
forgotten  things.  Other  members  of  the  committee 
were  Miss  Kathleen  Hickey,  Miss  Margaret  Lough- 
lin.  Miss  Evelyn  Whelan,  Miss  Joan  Hopkins,  Miss 
Mary  McLaughlin,  Miss  Madeline  Clancy,  Miss  Iso- 
bel  Maloney,  Miss  Dorothea  Cain,  Miss  Agnes  Shep- 
herd, and  Miss  Mary  Tillman. 

"Twelfth  Night,"  Shakespeare's  mierriest  com- 
edy, was  presented  by  Fourth  Year  on  February 
9th.  Our  Seniors  established  a  reputation  for  them- 
selves last  year  in  the  production  of  "As  You  Like 
It,"  and  this  year  added  another  laurel  to  their 
crown  of  successes. 

Three  other  teas  rounded  out  the  term,,  at  the 
first  of  which  Mr.  N.  A.  Benson,  a  youthful  Cana- 
dian poet,  was  our  guest.  It  was  a  particularly 
notable  occasion,  for  Mr.  Benson  has  produced 
much  of  his  very  fine  work  while  an  undergraduate. 
We  found  his  poetry  charming.  The  second  tea 
was  that  function  that  happens  annually  —  the 
Seniors  farewell  function  given  in  honour  of  the 
Student  body.  St. Patrick's  Day  made  a  fitting  oc- 
casion for  this  enjoyable  event. 

Professor  Goggio,  of  the  Italian  staff  of  the 
University,  made  a  most  interesting  speaker  at  the 
final  tea.  He  gave  an  enlightening  account  of 
Fascism  and  the  great  work  it  has  done  in  re- 
building Italy.  We  derived  an  entirely  new  point 
of  view  from  this  lecture,  delivered  by  a  man  who 
so  well  understands  the  Italian  situation. 

Arid  so  the  term  closes  with  a  vista  of  examina- 
tions looming  up  in  an  alarmingly  close  perspec- 
tive. Margaret  Unger,  3T3. 
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RUTHMARY  TREACY. 


The  Spring  issue  of  "The  Rainbow"  seems 
a  fitting  time  to  remember  Ruthmary  Treacy 
of  the  Class  of  3T2,  who  died  in  July  of  1930. 
Apart  from  the  place  Ruth  held  in  our  hearts 
by  sheer  force  of  personality,  we  knew  her  in 
another  guise  —  that  of  poet. 

Ruth's  most  constant  theme  was  Spring.  Her 
life  was  like  the  Springtime  —  a  brief  spark 
which  burned  itself  out,  tirelessly.  The  attempt 
at  anything  more  in  a  biographical  strain  will 
be  spared  you.  Each  one  of  us  holds  an  indivi- 
dual picture  —  a  personal  memory  of  Ruth  — 
nothing  should  be  allowed  to  displace  it. 

Rather,  I  want  to  quote  some  snatches  of 
her  singing  verse.  There  is  one  written  in  May, 
1925,  when  Ruth  was  only  fourteen,  called 
"Blossoms": 

"Oh,  from  my  window  I  can  see 
A  lovely,  lacy  apple-tree. 
A  bride  she  seems  in  suow-white  gown, 
Her  filmy  maiden's  veil  let  down 

To  hide  a  petticoat  of  pink 

It  is  of  satin  sheen,  I  think. 


II. 


The  winds  her  draperies  sweep  around. 
And  now  she  curtsies  to  the  ground, 
And  now  her  leafy  arms  are  raised, 

God  dreamt  a  lovely  poem  when  He 
Gave   blossonLs  to  the  apple-tree. 

Another  poem  called  "April"  catches  the 
lyric  quality  essential  to  true  Springtime 
poetry : — 


APRIL. 

What  is  April?        Just   a  strain 
Of  elfin  music;  silver  rain 
Dancing  on  the  fairy  harps 
Plucked    by  golden  goblin  darts; 
Just  a  flower-laden  wind, 
With  the  merry  May  behind ; 
Just  a  breath  of  lilac  air, 
And  the  zephyrs  blowing  fair.'' 

In  * '  How  the  Flowers  Woke,"  we  meet  such 
a   whimsical  verse  as: 

"Beneath  my  door  the  daffodil 
Untied  her  golden  bonnet; 

The  poet  came  and  looked  at  her 
And  wrote  his  newest  sonnet." 

This  combination  of  whimsy  and  childish  nai- 
vete is  seen  in  many  aspects  of  Ruth's  work, 
particularly  in  such  a  poem  as  "Spring  Fever.'' 
Ruth  possessed  an  excellent  sense  of  humour, 
and  in  the  excerpt  from  this  poem  we  see  it 
well  displayed.  This  attribute  was  of  the  lov- 
able variety  —  she  could  always  see  the  humor- 
ous or  amusing  side  of  herself.  The  second 
verse  of  it  gives  us  an  idea  of  its  content : 

"I  wish  I  were  a  cannibal, 
I  wish  that  I  were  Hannibal, 

I  wish  that  I  were  anyone  but  just  myself. 
I'd  like  to  be  a  maple-tree, 
I'd  like  to  be  a  chimpanzee, 
I'm  sick  and  tired  of  mc  —  a'ld 

Aren't  you  sick  of  me,  yourself?" 

Ruth  had  the  innate  sense  of  beauty  which 
is  the  poet's  highest  gift.      We  see  it  expressed 
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everywhere  in  her  work.  She  had  an  intense 
appreciation  of  a  poet's  mission  and  a  poet's 
compensation  for  the  sometimes  too  poignant 
sense  of  feeling'. 

**To  some  there  is  given  the  gift  of  g'old,  and 

to  some  the  gift  of  liome, 
And  some  have  beauty,  both  rich  and  rare,  and 

some  liave  an  honoured  name ; 
And   some   have   stored   in   their  mind's  dark 

cells,  the  wisdom  of  ages  past. 
But  to  me  there  is  given  a  heart  to  sing,  though 

my  songs  may  never  last." 

Ruth  will  always  be  remembered  at  Loretto 
College.  She  made  a  place  for  herself  in  the 
niche  of  the  immortals  —  the  students  whose 
memory  will  live  as  long  as  the  College  lasts. 

— C^atherine  Mace.  3T2. 


"TWELFTH   NIGHT." 

The  Senior  circle  of  the  Loretto  Abbey  College 
Players,  in  their  presentation  of  "Twelfth  Night," 
attained  a  success  in  Shakespearian  drama  that 
will  stand  foremost  among  the  productions  of  the 
Society.  The  play,  a  favorite,  owing  to  its  variety 
of  incident  and  characterization,  aTfords  a  wide 
range   for   its   actors. 

Miss  Evelyn  Whelan,  by  her  excellent  diction, 
spirit  and  grace  of  bearing,  and  her  ability  to 
rise  from  badinage  to  poetic  passion,  made  an 
attractive  Viola.  Miss  Mary  Hopkins  as  Sebastian, 
Viola's  brother,  similar  in  physical  respects  but 
having  a  more  manly  spirit,  made  their  mistaken 
identity  and  the  recognition  episode  plausible  and 
real.  Orsino,  the  Duke  of  Illyria,  was  played  with 
dignity  and  poise  by  Miss  Margaret  Glintz.  Miss 
Joan  Hopkins,  as  the  Countess  Olivia,  gave  a  fine 
performance,  her  delicate  blond  beauty  enhanced 
by  the  mourning-garb  she  wore,  and  made  a  charm- 
ing contrast  to  the  sprightly  Viola  in  their  scenes 
together. 

The  difficult  com,edy  role  of  Malvolio,  Olivia's 
steward,  was  skillfully  done  by  Miss  Margaret 
Loughlin.  Her  accent  and  mannerism,  which 
evolved  so  naturally,  drew  the  frequent  applauise 
of  the  audience.  Sir  Toby  Belch,  also  a  special 
favorite  with  the  audiences,  was  played  by  Miss 
Hester  Moran,  who  gave  the  part  the  necessary 
robust  vigour  and  jovial  humour.  Sir  Andrew^ — ■ 
played  by  Miss  Alice  Hayas — with  his  high-pitched 


falsetto  and  foolish  vanity,  the  boon  companion  of 
Sir  Toby,  miade  an  excellent  foil  for  the  latter. 
Also  a  favorite  with  the  audience  was  Maria, 
maid-in-waiting  to  Olivia,  played  in  a  delightfully 
natural  manner  by  Miss  Emma  Poupore. 

Another  member  of  the  band  of  wits  is  Fabian — 
Miss  Anne  Quintan — ^who  supplied  some  fine  oomedy 
in  the  scenes  where  Malvolio  is  being  tricked. 
Miss  Hilda  Tumulty,  as  Teste,  the  clown,  lent  her- 
self admirably  to  the  part,  and  gave  a  captivating 
performance,  especially  with  the  song  that  ends 
the  play,  "When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy." 
Antonio,  faithful  friend  ot  Sebasitian,  was  well 
acted  by  Miss  Dorothy  Smith.  Miss  Dorothy  La 
Berge,  in  the  first  scene,  played  the  sea-captain 
with  a  fine  touch  of  humour  and  realism.  Miss 
Rita  McDonald  as  Valentine,  and  Miss  Catherine 
Mace  as  a  courtier  attendant  on  the  Duke,  made 
these  minor  parts  interesting  and  part  of  a  per- 
fect whole;  and  Miss  Dorothy  Long  as  an  officer 
was  adequately  forceful  in  the  accutation  of  An- 
tonio. 

The  cast  that  excelled  in  "As  You  Like  It" 
gave  an  even  move  creditable  performance  this 
year.  The  costumes  were  charming,  the  staging 
effective,  and  the  whole  play  gave  evidence  of  the 
capable  direction  under  which  it  was  produced. 
In  our  memories  of  College  days,  in  years  to  come, 
dramatics  will  hold  a  cherished  place. 

Mary  J.  Tillman,  3T4. 


THE    ANXIOUS    FAMILY. 

The    wind    was    cold,    the    waves    were    wild. 
The  skipper  was  far  away  at  sea; 

At  his  cottage  door  stook  wife  and  child — 
The  skipper's   anxious   family. 

Three    months    and    more   he   had    been    gone, 
Three  long  and  stormy  months  at  sea. 

Three  months  his  wife  had  waited  long. 
She  and  the  child  —  his  family. 

Dark    cloudis    were    settling    o'er    the    land, 

A  fog  was  rising  from  the  lee, 
The  wife  and  child   stood   on   the  strand — 

Poor  little  anxious  family. 

But   hark!    the    fog-horn's   long,    shrill    blast 
Is  quivering   o'er   the  cold,   dark   sea. 

It   is!      It   is!      A   vesisel's    m^ast! 
What   joy  it   brings   that   family. 

A  light  is  drawing  to  the  land. 

Light   from    a  ship;    but   could    it   be? 
They  will    not   have    to   wait   much    more. 

This  skipper's  anxious  family. 

A    ship    is   anchoring    in   the   dock; 

A  tall  and  stalwart  form  Is  he 
Who   hurries    down    the   narrow  walk 

To  greet  his  long-niL^sed   family. 

He  kissed  his  wife,  and  held  her  close. 
Caressed  the  child  upon  his  knee, 

And  wondered  which  he  loved  the  most 
Of  this — his  little  family. 

Camilla   Coughlin,    Form    II. 

Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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JOHANN  WOLFGANG  VON  GOETHE. 


It  is  fittinj;  that  mention  should  be  made  in 
this  month's  "Rainbow"  of  Goethe,  the  <?reat- 
est  of  German  writers  and  one  of  the  most  out- 
standing literary  men  of  all  ages  and  nations. 
Not  only  all  Germany,  but  all  lovers  of  litera- 
ture, joined  in  celebrating  his  centenary  on 
March  22nd. 

Goethe's  grandfather  had  been  a  tailor,  but 
he  was  able  to  afford  his  son  a  considerable  edu- 
cation. Goethe's  father  rose  to  the  position  of 
Imperial  Counsellor;  although  he  never  became 
wealthy,  he  was  always  well-off.  His  wife, 
judging  by  her  letters  (Goethe's  "Mutter") 
was  a  hapi)y,  genial  woman,  and  although  not 
highly  educated,  she  exercised  a  powerful  in- 
fluence over  the  young  Goethe. 

Johann  Goethe  was  born  in  August,  1749, 
and  of  the  four  children  of  Ilerr  and  Frau 
Goethe,  he  and  his  sister  were  the  only  ones 
to  survive  childhood.  At  an  earlj-  age 
Johann's  parents  recognized  and  encouraged 
his  budding  genius,  lie  studied  at  home,  and 
at  the  age  of  eight  he  had  considerable  know- 
ledge of  French  and  Greek.  The  fertile  val- 
leys and  beautiful  countryside  surrounding 
Frankfort-on-the-Main  implanted  in  the  young 
lad's  soul  a  deep  love  of  nature  so  evident  in  his 
worlds  and  so  necessary  for  a  writer. 

The  young  boy's  thirst  for  knowledge  was 
unquenchable,  lie  reached  heights  of  know- 
ledge previously  unattained  by  any  German. 
He  studied  music,  art,  biology  and  other  sci- 
ences. In  176")  he  went  to  Leipzig  to  study 
law.  On  account  of  ill-health  he  was  forced 
to  return  to  Frankfort-on-the-JMain  for  con- 
valescence. ]Ie  stayed  at  home  for  a  year  and 
then  continued  his  law  studies  in  Strassburg, 
a  city  French  in.  its  government  and  institu- 
tions, but  German  in  people  and  spirit.     The 


atmosphere  of  such  a  city  gave  a  cosmopoli- 
tan touch  to  his  views  which  were  expres.sed 
in  his  writings.  Although  he  was  well  aware 
of  his  superior  intellect,  he  worked  with  untir- 
ing energy  to  im|)rove  his  mind. 

In  1787  he  went  to  Weinar,  the  Athens  of 
Germany.  In  this  environment,  with  his  edu- 
cation and  home  training  as  a  background,  add- 
ed to  his  natural  genius,  it  is  no  small  wonder 
that  he  excelled  in  literary  lines.  He  travelled 
much,  spending  some  time  in  Switzerland,  and 
a  year  in  Rome.  To  enumerate  all  his  works 
would  fill  volumes,  but  we  can  never  think  of 
Goethe  without  associating  his  name  with  his 
masterpiece,  "Faust."  He  worked  at  "Faust" 
from  early  manhood  until  a  few  years  before 
his  death.  In  it  Goethe  expressed  his  own 
philosoi)hy  of  life.  He  was  a  dramatis-t  and  no- 
velist, but  above  all  a  ])oet.  His  lyric  i)oetry 
is  unparalleled  in  its  beauty  and  rhythm.  We 
may  well  mention  "Wilhelm  Meister"  and  his 
autobiography,  "Dichtung  un  Wahrheit,''  per- 
haps the  most  brilliant  autobiography  ever 
written. 

But  unfortunately  this  would-be  truly 
great  nuin  ])rofessed  no  religion,  and  he  was 
very  lax  in  his  conduct.  He  devoted  his  great 
mind  wholly  to  literature;  his  sonl  to  the  plea- 
sures of  the  world.  What  a  i)ity!  He  died  at 
the  advanced  age  of  eighty-three  years,  on 
March  22,  1832. 

Madeleine  Cummins.  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


NATURE'S  ORCHESTRA. 

While  the  burnisheil  sands  basked  in  the 
summer  sunshine,  the  cool  blue  water  lightly 
dusted    off   their   scorching   heat.     The   sands 
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shook  off  the  burden,  but  again  the  crystal 
wave  swept  over  them.  It  was  a  playful  game 
suitable  for  the  hot  sultry  day,  and  the  hillside 
laug'hed  sleepily.  Finally  the  lazy  sands  re- 
sumed their  drowsing'  and  fell  asleep.  The  hill- 
side and  Avater  acquiesced,  and  all  that  could 
be  heard  was  the  shrill  little  cry  of  the  sand- 
piper. 

The  fluffy  white  clouds  had  been  playing 
tag,  and  now  they  decided  to  stop  their  gami- 
bol  and  play  in  earnest  with  the  unconscious^ 
world.  They  gathered  in  the  west,  and  un- 
furled the  black  flags  of  battle ;  but  the  world 
slept  on,  oblivious.  The  wind  b-teathed  a 
warning,  the  sun  discreetly  hid  behind  the 
clouds,  but  still  the  world  slumbered.  Then 
the  thunder  rolled  and  war  began. 

The  little  saplings  on  the  hillside  meekly 
bowed  before  the  mighty  blast.  The  proud 
pines  reared  their  lofty  heads  and  dauntlessly 
defied  the  onslaught.  All  other  sounds  were 
lost  in  the  swelling  and  surging  of  the  tempest. 
For  one  brief  unaccountable  second  the  earth 
was  pierced  with  heavenly  light.  It  suddenly 
awoke  to  reality  and  with  bitter  heart  dis- 
covered its  loss.  The  wind  sighed  and  moaned 
for  light  to  return,  and  the  sky  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears. 

The  sun  came  forth  with  his  consolation, 
and  the  earth  revived.  Then  from  the  apparent 
calm  there  crept  myriad  sounds  into  Dermot's 
ear.  He  could  have  been  in  the  centre  of  Lon- 
don town,  it  was  so  busy;  there  were  so  many 
pattering  feet.  But  it  could  not  have  been 
London,  the  industry  was  so  delicate  and  the 
pattering  rose  and  fell  like  the  arsis  and  thesis 
of  Gregorian  Chant.  Tiny  melody  flowed  from, 
tiny  throats,  and  as  they  worked  they  sang. 
The  soprano  of  their  voices  was  balanced  by 
the  sands  as  they  were  rolled  one  upon  the 
other  by  the  little  quarriers. 


From  the  creek  which  emptied  into  the 
lake,  there  came  a  different  kind  of  music.  It 
was  clearer  and  more  tuned  to  the  human  ear. 
It  was  a  band  directed  by  the  frogs.  The 
crickets  piped,  the  grasshoppers  played  the 
tom-tom,  and  the  field-mice  played  the  fife, 
and  occasionally  the  frogs  croaked  directions. 
Circlets  of  sound  eddied  from  the  creek  and 
harmonized  the  parts. 

After  the  sun  smiled  on  the  world,  the 
happy  birds  carolled,  the  chipmunks  and  squir- 
rels ran  gaily  up  and  down  and  over  the  trees 
dripping  with  moisture,  chittering  and  chatter- 
ing and  rejoicing  with  the  sun.  The  little  ants 
busied  themselves  again,  and  Nature's  far-flung 
kingdom    rang  and  echoed  with  happy  voices. 

"There's  not  the  smallest  orb  which  thou 
behold'st 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings.'' 

Isabel  Hannan,  Form  III., 
Loretto  Abbej',  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


AN  INCIDENT. 


The  snow  fell  thick  and  fast.  The  trees 
were  laden  with  a  Avhite  blanket  and  the  fields 
and  liouses  »vere  thickly  covered  with  the  white 
snow.  It  was  the  middle  of  winter.  As  the 
minutes  flew  by,  the  flakes  fell  thicker  and 
thicker,  and  smaller  and  smaller.  There  Avas 
silence  everyv/here  except  for  an  occasional 
thud  as  an  overburdened  branch  sagged  to  the 
ground  under  its  heavy  coating.  Up  and  down 
the  trees  the  squirrels  played  happily  and  down 
below,  under  the  trees,  the  rabbits  frisked  and 
jumped  about  in  the  snow.  A  lonely  bird  saiig 
happily  as  it  found  an  unexpected  meal.  All 
was  quiet  and  happy  as  the  snow  fell  heavily 
and  more  heavily.  A  ground-hog  came  out  of 
its  hole  to  view  the   countrvside  of  which  it 
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was  a  part.  A  pheasant  broke  the  stillness  as 
it  rose  frightened  at  a  sound,  and  flew  away  to 
another  part  of  the  woods.  Stillness  reigned 
again.  Suddenly  in  the  distance  the  bark  of 
a  dog  was  heard  and  then  another.  They  came 
closer  and  closer.  All  of  a  sudden  a  shot  rang 
out  through  the  woods.  Everything  disappear- 
ed. The  rabbits  scampered  off;  the  ground- 
hog hurried  down  its  hole,  the  lonely  bird 
chirped,  and  flew  amongst  the  shelter  of  the 
branches  of  a  neighbouring  tree.  The  squirrels 
leapt  from  tree  to  tree  as  they  fled  from  the 
approaching  sounds.  But  none  noticed  a  poor 
little  rabbit  all  coated  with  blood  as  it  tried 
to  hide  itself  under  a  tree-stump.  But  too  late, 
A  dog  pounced  on  it;  it  gasped,  and  its  care- 
free, happy  life  expired.  Nothing  was  peace 
now — man  had  come  and  brought  with  him — 
death. 

Marguerite  Knox,  Form  II., 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


JUST  A 


TRAMP. 


He  was  a  mongrel,  and,  what  is  worse,  a 
tramp  —  a  disreputable  outcast  from  society. 
This  was  apparent  from  his  ragged,  tangled, 
dirty,  unkempt  brown  coat,  a  "cauliflower" 
ear,  and  a  bruised,  swollen  and  half-shut  eye. 
He  emerged  from  behind  a  garbage-can  in  an 
East-side  alley,  with  a  piece  of  mouldy  bread  in 
his  mouth,  and  the  light  of  conquest  in  the  eye 
which  was  normal,  for  he  had  just  succeeded 
in  getting  his  breakfast — though  at  the  cost  of 


many  a  painful  scratch — from,  the  cat  who  had 
it  fii-st.  After  his  meal,  he  stood  hesitatingly 
for  a  moment,  yet  in  the  suspicious  alertness 
that  his  many  painful  contacts  with  life  had 
taught  him.  From  grown  people  he  had  never 
received  more  than  a  buff  or  a  kick,  which  he 
had  returned  with  a  surly  growl  or  snap,  and 
few  children  had  ever  discovered  the  wistful, 
tender,  absolute  yearning  that  shone  forth  from 
that  one  limpid  brown  eye.  For  somewhere 
in  the  dog-heart  of  this  friendless  little  vaga- 
bond there  was  an  ineffable  longing  for  some- 
one, some  man-god,  who  would  feed  him,  shelter 
him  and  love  him;  whom,  in  return,  he  would 
serve  faithfully  and  protect  with  his  life.  His 
small  body  was  torn,  tattered,  and  tired  from 
his  ceaseless  warfare  for  the  very  necessities 
of  life,  and  yet,  undaunted  within  him  was  the 
salient  hope  which  made  him  follow  friendly- 
looking  men  and  women  to  their  doorsteps,  only 
to  be  rebuffed  with  a  sharp  word  or  a  kick. 
His  quest  was  never-ending,  none  the  less,  for 
his  ' '  canine  instinct''  told  him  that  somewhere, 
somietime,  lie  would  find  his  master. 

He  loved  the  fresh,  green  grass,  the  cool, 
srvveet  shade  of  waving  trees,  the  quick  darting 
of  birds  from  branch  to  branch;  and  the  only 
place  he  could  find  this  in  the  hot,  dusty  city 
was  in  Central  Park.  Each  morning  he  would 
wend  his  way  thither  through  the  maze  of  city 
traffic  and  the  dangers  on  every  side.  There 
he  would  remain  until  chased  away  by  a  i>olice- 
man,  or  forced  to  his  alley  by  the  pangs  of 
hunger.  This  morning  was  no  exception,  and 
he  set  out  towards  a  leaPy  recess  he  had  dis- 
covered on  the  preceding  day;  it  was  near  a 
fountain  and  screened  from  the  public  gaze. 

On  this  hot  June  evening  Marie  Rutledge 
was  returning  home  —  or,  more  precisely,  re- 
turning to  her  boarding-house — from  the  office. 
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She  preferred  walking  to  the  ride  in  the  close, 
crowded  subway.  It  was  Spring,  and  as  she 
passed  Central  Park,  the  bright  green  grass, 
the  softly  shaded  nooks,  and  the  sparkling 
spray  from  a  Grecian  fountain  attracted  her 
attention,  and  she  decided  that  to  sit  here 
and  drink  in  the  fragrant  beauty  of  the  season 
was  preferable  to  eating  another  one  of  Mrs. 
Johnson's  half-cooked,  greasy  suppers.  Marie 
was  a  private  secretary,  and  a  successful  one. 
One  year  before  she  had  come  to  New  York 
from  the  little  southern  Tennessee  town  where 
she  had  been  born  and  reared,  to  make  her 
fortune.  When  she  had  returned  home  from 
college  and  had  announced  to  her  parents  her 
intention  of  going  away,  it  had  hurt  them  sore- 
ly, she  knew.  But  she  had  argued  that  her 
ambitions  could  not  be  realized  at  home,  and 
so,  with  many  tears  from  her  mother,  and  part- 
ing admonitions  from  her  father,  she  had  taken 
leave  of  those  two  who  loved  her  dearly.  In 
the  months  that  followed,  she  had  advanced 
rapidly  to  a  position  of  importance.  Her  letters 
home  had  been  full  of  joy  and  ])romise  of  the 
great  business  career  that  might  be  hers,  and 
of  course  her  parents  were  happy  in  her  hap- 
piness. With  new  interests  and  new  associates 
she  now  thought  of  them  but  seldom,  and  when 
she  did  it  was  Avith  compunction,  yet  she  had 
always  dismissed  the  thought  with  the  reflec- 
tion that  they  really  desired  her  success  and 
here  was  where  it  lay. 

As  she  walked  slowly  to  a  secluded  bench, 
Marie  reflected  upon  these  things,  and  for  the 
first  time  a  pang  of  homesickness  possessed  her. 
"Spring!"  she  thought.  "The  first  Spring  I 
have  ever  been  away  from  home."  And  in  her 
mind's  eye  she  saw  her  mother  in  the  flower- 
garden — the  old-fashioned  garden  resplendent 
now  with  giant  snap-dragons,  pansies  and  holly- 
hocks.    Her  own  rose  garden,  which  she  had 


tended  so  carefully  for  three  years,  would  be 
over-run  with  weeds.  But  would  not  her 
father,  in  the  hope  that  she  might  come  home, 
keep  it  blooming  and  beautiful?  Suddenly  a 
tear  fell  to  her  arm,  and  another  and  another, 
A  sudden  overwhelming  desire  possessed  her 
for  the  little  old  town  with  the  pump  in  the 
square,  the  familiar  street  lined  with  blooming 
magnolias,  the  rambling  white  house  at  its  end, 
with  the  roses  climbing  over  its  portico,  the 
old-fashioned  garden  in  Avhich  at  this  moment, 
perhaps,  her  parents  were  standing  and  speak- 
ing of  her !  Why  not  —  whj'  not  return  home? 
What  were  all  the  positions  in  the  world,  all 
the  success  and  fame  it  offered,  if  it  entailed 
hurting  dear,  tender  hearts  as  much  as  she  had 
done  in  these  past  selfish  months  ? 

With  this  resolution,  Marie  rose  to  leave  the 
park,  when  she  heard  screams  of  "Git  'im ! 
Git  'im!"  and  saw  a  group  of  hoodlum  boys 
chasing  a  poor,  ragged,  tired,  tattered,  little 
brown  dog  with  a  can  tied  to  his  drooping  tail. 
She  gave  a  low  whistle.  The  hunted  animal 
cocked  his  one  good  ear,  glanced  at  her  out 
of  his  one  good  eye,  wheeled  about  in  his  course, 
and  with  three  leaps  came  bounding  up  to  her. 
While  she  iTufastened  the  cruel  torture  he  press- 
ed as  close  to  her  for  protection  as  possible, 
licking  her  hands,  and  worshipping  her  from 
the  dei>tlis  of  that  one  limpid  brown  eye. 

"You  poor  little  tramp!"  exclaimed  Marie 
when  he  had  been  freed.  "I  don't  suppose  you 
have  a  name,  but  I'll  call  you  'Rover' — for  that's 
what  you  are.'' 

When  she  rose  to  go.  Rover  followed  close 
at  her  heels.  In  the  hall  of  the  boarding-house 
Mrs.  Johnson  accosted  her. 

"You  can't  take  that  dirty  tramp  dog  up- 
stairs with  you,"  she  said. 

"If  you  will  allow  me  the  use  of  the  laundry 
for  half  an  hour,  you  will  be  rid  of  two  tramps 
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very  soon,  Mrs.  Johnson,"  retorted  Marie,  and 
the  landlady  grumiblingly  assented. 

One  hour  later  Mrs.  Johnson's  front  door 
opened,  and  a  smartly  clad  yoimgr  lady  with  a 
travellinjr-baj?  in  her  hand  descended  the  steps, 
followed  by  a  brown  dog,  with  curly,  clean- 
washed  hair  that  glistened  and  a  bright  ribbon 
around  his  neck.  The  hunted,  yearning,  half- 
starved  look  was  gone  forever,  for  Rover  had 
found,  not  a  master,  but  a  mistress — which  was 
better, — and  together  they  were  going  to  the 
little  southern  town  in  Tennessee,  to  the  ramb- 
ling white  house  with  the  rosfes  climbing  over 
its  portico,  where  Marie's  parents  were  waiting 
for  her  at  the  garden-gate. 

— Catherine  Rick. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


OUT,    DEPRESSION! 

Come!     Let's  rout  old  man  Depression, 

Make  the  world  seem  glad  once  miore; 
Wear  a  happy,  gay  expression 

As  we   did  in  days   of  yore. 
Let's  forget  about  these  hard  times; 

Smiles   will    brighten   up   the    way. 
As  we  travel,  we  see  good  signs. 

Pointing   to   a   happier   day. 
'Way  up  high  the  sun  is  gleaming. 

And  the  skies  are  clear  and  blue, 
From  there,  on  us  Our  Lord  is  beaming- — 

Come,  let  us  all  thank  Him  anew. 

Marion  Wagner,  2A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


HIGHWAY  SIGNS. 

On  Sundays  when  we  ride  abroad, 

Many  signs   we   see; 
Because  we  pass  so  very  fast 

They  look  mixed  up  to  me. 

The    new    Pontiac    Six    and    Plight, 
Wrigley's    Gum,    Premium    Ham, 

And  we  feed  Domestic  Rabbits 
Campana's  Italian  Balm. 

Butterfinger  candy 

Is  made  with  Atlas  Brew, 
Kitchen  Klenzer  just   hurts  dirt 

Because   Burma   Shave  is   true. 

Keep  that  schoolgirl  complexion 

With  Oxydol's  rich  suds. 
Use  Gem  cough-syrup  for  each  ache, 
It  never  hurts  the  rugs. 

Eileen  McGuire,  2A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Eng'lewood,  Chicago. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON. 

Because  Washington  was  born  into  a  wealthy 
family,  and  married  the  richest  widow  in  Vir- 
ginia, we  must  not  assume  that  he  led  a  life 
of  ease.  The  land-owners  of  the  South  had 
handsome  furniture  and  equipages,  many  .ser- 
vants and  blooded  horses,  but  with  correspond- 
ingly large  mortgages. 

Beyond  to  the  West  and  Northwest  there 
were  no  white  settlers  until  1775.  Into  this 
region  young  George  AVashington  was  sent, 
first  as  a  surveyor,  then  as  a  soldier,  in  repeat- 
ed campaigns  against  the  Western  Indians.  His 
journey  in  1754  to  warn  the  French  to  keep 
out  of  the  Ohio  Valley  is  one  of  the  boldest 
adventures  of  human  history.  Ilis  journal  de- 
scribing that  instance  was  printed  and  read 
in  England  and  at  court.  He  was  also  the 
bravest  spirit  at  the  defeat  of  Braddock  in 
1775,  when  a  bullet  pierced  his  hat,  and  came 
within  a  few  inches  of  depriving  a  future  coun- 
try of  its  future  father. 

These  experiences  made  Washington  the 
first  man  to  recognize  the  West  as  part  of  that 
nation  which  was  to  come.  Down  to  his  la.st 
days  he  understood  and  appreciated  the  Indian 
question,  the  settler  problem,  the  need  of  mili- 
tary protection,  and  the  necessity  of  speedily 
providing  a  government  for  the  Americans 
who  went  out  to  build  up  iumv  communities  in 
the  West. 

P^rom  his  youth  Washington  was  in  rigorous 
training  as  a  soldier.  Critics  have  said  he  was 
nothing  but  a  provincial,  far  inferior  to  the 
highly-trained  British  officers.  The  truth  is 
that  he  was  a  better  strategist  than  Braddock  ; 
and  when  the  Revolution  broke  out  he  was  the 
best  trained  soldier  in  the  colonies.  While  still 
a  very  young  nuin,  ho  was  made  Assistant 
Adjutant-General  in  Virginia.  As  a  general 
he  made  some  mistakes  aiul  lost  some  battles. 
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Nevertheless,  he  won  the  Revolutionary  War, 
which  is  sufficient  proof  that  he  was  a  great 
soldier.  Pie  was  indispensable  as  a  leader  in 
the  chaos  of  confederation ;  he  was  the  man  of 
peace  when  peace  became  possible. 

Even  the  most  severe  critics  of  Washington 
cannot  deny  that  he  had  some  success  as  the 
chief  guide  of  the  destinies  of  America  from 
his  Presidency  of  the  Constitutional  Convention 
of  1787  to  the  end  of  his  Presidency  in  1797. 
Some  historians  accuse  Washington  of  being 
one  of  a  combination  of  capitalists  who  hewed 
out  a  constitution  in  such  form  that  it  might 
make  them  secure  in  their  property  at  the  ex- 
pense of  poorer  and  lesser  men. 

This  charge  is  rather  a  large  contract,  be- 
cause, if  it  is  true,  it  means  that  the  members 
of  the  Stamp  Act  Congress,  and  the  First  Con- 
gress, and  the  Second  Continental  Congress,  in- 
cluding the  men  who  drew  uj)  and  signed  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  and  those  who 
drafted  the  Articles  of  Confederation,  were 
also  a  bond  of  pirates  who  were  using  the  Re- 
volution as  a  means  of  enriching  themselves. 
Indeed,  some  of  the  members  of  the  Constitu- 
tional Convention  had  taken  part  in  nearly  all 
these  previous  national  congresses.  If  these 
critics  are  right,  then  the  previous  colonial 
assemblies  and  the  state  legislatures  and  con- 
ventions that  framed  the  thirteen  state  con- 
stitutions during  the  Revolution,  must  also  have 
been  the  tools  of  selfish  and  organized  preyers 
upon  the  public  wealth.  The  truth  is  that  the 
political  forces  of  that  time  were  differently 
distributed  from  those  of  the  present.  Wash- 
ington was  simply  a  member  of  that  stratum 
of  society,  existent  in  all  the  colonies,  which 
was  accustomed  to  furnish  the  principal  offi- 
cials and  to  make  the  chief  decisions  for  its 
commlunity. 

We  are  accustomed  to  leave  out  of  account 


one  of  the  most  important  phases  of  Washing- 
ton's service  to  his  country.  Though  he  had 
very  little  schooling,  he  probably  wrote  more 
than  any  other  man  of  his  time  in  America 
(not  even  excepting  Franklin).  Much  of  this 
writing  has  been  published,  and  is  now  open 
to  the  world.  Washington,  kept  his  papers 
carefully,  so  that  we  have  his  earliest  letters 
and  documents.  We  may  truly  say  that  if  by 
"literary''  man  we  mean  a  man  who  has  great 
thoughts  and  expresses  them  in  a  clear,  broad 
and  intelligent  way,  then  Washington  deserves 
a  high  place  in  the  academy  of  American  liter- 
ary men. 

Most  people  who  admire  Washington  as  a 
General  and  revere  him  as  a  President,  ignore 
the  fact  that  he  was  equally  distinguished  as 
a  business  man.  He  was  most  successful  as  a 
civil  engineer.  Wlien  only  sixteen  years  old 
he  went  out  by  himself  to  plot  the  vast  western 
lands  of  Lord  Fairfax.  He  was  the  first  man 
to  see  the  possibility  of  road  and  water  trans- 
portation up  the  Potomac  and  across  the  moun- 
tains to  The  Monongahela. 

The  person  who  reads  Washington's  life  can- 
not but  feel  that  he  has  added  a  valuable 
measure,  not  only  to  his  historical  knowledge, 
but  to  his  owin  life ;  for,  as  Longfellow  tells  us, 
"Lives   of   great   men   all   remind  us  we   can 

make     our     lives     sublime "     Washington 

especially  draws  forth  our  latent  qualities  in 
achievement,  perseverance,  sincerity.  When  we 
read  in  the  dramatic  dialogue  of  Percy  Mac- 
Kaye's  play  how  Washington  considered  the 
title  of  "king"  after  the  successful  completion 
of  the  war,  we  reach  the  climax  of  sympathy 
with,  and  regard  for,  a  great  man.  As  Wash- 
ington stands  with  the  ill-starred  letter  in  his 
hand,  he  says  to  Colonel  Nicola : 

"Nay,  Sir, — you  see !  Those  who  sent  you — 
tell  them  this:  I  have  grown  both  blind  and 
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grey  in  your  service.  I  am  your  old  friend. 
The  wrongs  you  suffer,  I  will  help  redress — 
but  not  with  infamy.  This  letter  is  sick  with 
thoughts  abhorrent  to  mankind.  No  pain  of 
all  this  war  has  ever  pained  me  so  deeply.  But 
no  word  of  it  shall  pass  my  lips.  Let  me  con- 
jure you,  then,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  your 
country,  concern  for  yourselves  or  posterity, 
or  respect  for  me — banish  these  thoughts  from 
your  minds — as  I  burn  them  now  from  m^' 
sight.'' 

— Rosemary  Gaul,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


THE  CLOLD. 


In  the  morning  you're  pink  and  fair, 
And  you  float  along  in  the  early  air. 
You  sail  past  in  the  sky  so  blue, 
Ah,  little  cloud,  your  cares  are  few. 

But  when  the  sky  is  dark  and  gray. 
You,  little  cloud,  are,   too,  that  way. 
You  blend  in  with   the  angry  sky. 
Your  frown  is  dark,  and   bleak   and  wry. 

At  high  noon  you're  fluffy  and  light. 
Not  pink,   nor  grey,   but   dazzling  white; 
You   sail  so  gently  and   softly  along. 
If  you  could,  I'm  sure,  you'd  sing  a  song. 

In  the  evening  when  the  sun  goes  down, 
Again  you  don  your  rosy  gown. 
You  rest,  and  the  breezes  sing  you  to  sleep. 
And  the  lady-moon  rises,  her  watch  to  keep. 

Ruth  Bower,  2A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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Balmy  breezes  bring  thoughts  of  Spring, 
On  yonder  hill   the   birds   all  sing. 
Meadows  assume  a  greenish  hue. 
The  flowers  are  bathed  in  fragrant  dew. 
Colour   return®   to    the   pale-faced   rose, 
The  sun   glows  red   at  evening's   close. 
All  nature,  refreshed  by  gentle  rain, 
Tells  us  that  Spring  is  here  again. 

Trees  are  tinted   with  Nature's   gold, 
Wandering  lambs  seek  out  their  fold. 
Brooks  that  slept  through  Winter's  blast, 
From  their  bondage  are  freed  at  last. 
Nomadic  breezes  stir  through  the  trees, 
Whispering  back  fond  memories. 
From  yonder  hill   birds'   voices  ising. 
Welcoming    the    return   of    Spring. 

Elizabeth  Healy,   2B. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


MEMORY'S    WALL. 

On   Memory's  wall  a  picture   hangs. 

And   it's  ever  dear  to  me: 
There's  a  cottage  small,  and  pine-trees  tall — 

A  river  flows  to  the  sea. 

And  near  the  door  meiry  children  play 

As  they  did  in  days  of  yore; 
But  those  who  played  in  that  happy  group 

They  will  play  there  never  more. 

O  wondrous  gift  God  gave  to  man. 

The  gift  of  memories  dear; 
Let  us  pictures  paint  on  Memory's  wall — 
The  joys  of  each  passing  year. 

Darothy  Shultz,   2 A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Engl'^wood,  Chicago. 


OUR  YEARS. 


Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 

On  sunny  hills  that  lie. 
Or  grasses  in   the  meadows 

That  blossom  but  to  die. 
A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story, 

By  strangers  quickly  told, 
An  unremaining  glory 

Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 

Dolores  Nugent,  2A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


ONLY  A  DOG. 


Only   a   dog,   but  loving  and  kind. 

Trying  so  hard   his   master  to  mind; 

Giving  a  love  so  complete  and  so  true. 

His  whole  life  bound  up  in  devotion  to  you. 

Only  a   dog,   yet  where  are   the  men 
Who,  acting  as  masters,  are  worthy  of  them? 
To  him  you're  supreme  and  all  that  is  best: 
Live  a  life  if  you  can  that  will  meet  this  test. 
Only  a   dog,  but   a   loyal   friend. 
Faithful  to  us  from  beginning  to  end. 
Blind  to  our  faults,  and  true  to  our  call. 
Only  a  dog  —  he  can  still  teach  us  all. 

Catherine  Schwellenbach,  lA. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


WELCO»IE,  SPRING! 

Spring  is  at  our  door  at  last. 
Eager  children,  running  fast, 
Clasping  hands,  in  chorus  sing, 
''Good-by  Winter!     Welcome,  Spring!" 

Grandpa's  out,  mending  the  lawn. 
Fixing  the  gate  we  swung  upon; 
Now   it's   mended,   let   us  sing: 
"Good-by  Winter!    Welcome,  Spring!" 

High  is  the  sun,  and  here  we  go. 
Singing  high   and  singing  low; 
Tho  sun  is  out!    Now,  in  full  swing: 
"Good-by  Winter!     Welcome,  Spring!" 
Mary  Julia  Russell,  lA. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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LEAGUE  OF  PRAYER  AND  ZEAL  FOR  THE  BEATIFICATION 
AND  CANONIZATION  OF  MARY  WARD. 


A  league  of  i)rayer 
and  zeal  has  been 
formed  to  further 
the  cause  of  the  Be- 
atification and  C'an- 
orization  of  JNIary 
Ward.  The  organ- 
ization consists  of  a 
(Vntral  Committee 
at  York  and  As- 
cot, England,  local 
Branch  Committees, 
and  circles  of  ten 
members  under  the 
direction  of  a  pro- 
moter. The  Com- 
mittees consist  of 
Vice  -  President,  Se- 
cretary and  Trea- 
surer, the  Reverend 
Mother  Provincial  be- 
ing President  of  the  whole  League.  The  mem- 
bers are  steadily  increasing  and  interest  in  the 
league  is  spreading  greatly.  Applications  for 
membership  are  very  welc»nie,  and  to  quote 
the  St.  Mary's  Convent  Magazine:  "It  seems 
a  chance,  not  often  met  with,  to  have  a  really 
close  connection  with  the  actual  canonization  of 
a  saint !  and  it  will  be  Avith  proud  and  joyful 
hearts  that  such  members  will  look  on  their 
Avork  on  the  day  we  are  able  publicly  to  pay 
homage  to  our  dearly  loved  foundress." 
The  conditions  for  membership  are : 

1.  Daily  recital  of  the  prayer  for  the  Bea- 
tification. 

2.  Earnest  endeavour  to  spread  devotion  to 
the  servant  of  God  by  securing  members  for 
the  League,  distributing  leaflets  and  pictures, 


THE  SERVAXT  OF  GOD, 
MARY    WARD, 

Foundress  of  the  Institute 

of    the    Blessed    Virgin 

Mary   (1585-1045). 

We  rejoice  to  publish  here 
die  good  news  that  word 
lias  been  received  from 
Rome  that  the  desired 
"Nihil  Obstat"  has  been 
pronounced,  and  that  the 
Cause  of  the  Beatification 
of  the  Servant  of  God, 
Mary  Ward,  can  now  pro- 
ceed. 


and  by  taking  part  whenever  possible  in  efforts 
to  further  the  cause,  financially  and  otherwise. 
'S.  The  payment  to  the  promoter  of  a  sub- 
scription of  1  shilling  per  annum  (Life  subscrip- 
tion 10  shillings). 

Muriel  Pox,  Form  IIL, 

Loretto  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE  APPEAL  OF  SONGS. 

Depths  of  emotion  and  feeling  find  their 
natural  expression  in  music  and  poetry,  and 
noAvhere  is  this  more  apparent  than  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  national  songs  of  different  peoples. 
In  some  crisis  a  song  is  Avritten,  expressing  the 
sentiments  of  the  hour,  and  it  becomes  so  po- 
pular that  it  is,  thereafter,  the  national  hymn 
of  the  country. 

In  the  Avriting  of  national  songs,  Rouget 
de  Lisle  is  given  first  place.  He  Avrote  only  one 
song,  and  this  Avas  the  "Marseillaise."  One 
republican  general  declared  that  it  Avas  Avorth 
the  addition  of  a  thousand  men  to  his  ranks, 
so  soul-stirring  Avas  it.  In  the  "Marseillaise," 
the  French  "Marchons"  Avas  rendered  in  Eng- 
lish, "March  On.''  The  music  and  Avords  are 
so  Avell  suited  that  they  seem  as  a  Avhole.  One 
cannot  hear  one  Avithout  the  other  suggesting 
itself.  The  song  expresses  the  French  people's 
intense  love  of  freedom,  and  it  inspires  them 
still,  as  it  inspired  them  then.  The  author 
Avrote  his  song  in  a  mood  of  excitement  and 
inspiration  one  night  in  April,  1792.  He  Avas 
a  poet,  dramatist,  violinist,  and  singer.  It  is 
a  strange  fact  that  although  De  Lisle  Avas  a 
royalist,  his  song  became  the  marching  hymn 
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of  the  revolutionists.  Later,  however,  he  join- 
ed this  cause.  A  monument  was  erected  to  his 
memory  in  the  village  of  Choisy-le-Roi,  where 
he  died  in  1836. 

There  is  nothing  resembling  the  "Marseil- 
laise" in  English  songs.  "God  Save  the  King," 
about  the  origin  and  authorship  of  which  no- 
body is  really  certain,  is  tame  in  comparison 
with  the  fiery  French  strain.  But  it  is  dear 
to  us,  and  is  sung  wth  feeling.  Especially  dur- 
ing the  illness  of  King  George  did  people  sing 
this  as  a  real  prayer.  There  is,  however,  that 
grand  song,  "Rule,  Britannia!''  of  which  Sou- 
they,  the  i)oet,  says  that  it  will  continue  to  be 
Britain's  national  hymn  as  long  as  that  country 
is  in  ])ower.  Unfortunately,  the  authorship  of 
"Rule  Britannia!"  is  doubtful,  although  the 
credit  for  this  great  song  is  usually  given  to 
James  Thompson,  a  nature  poet.  Among  the 
great  national  songs  Ave  must  mention  "O  Can- 
ada" and  the  "Star-Spangled  Banner.''  The«e 
songs  arouse  the  enthusiasm  and  patriotism  of 
every  true  Canadian  and  of  every  American  to 
such  a  pitch  that  they  want  to  stand  up  and 
sing  with  their  whole  hearts. 

Another  type  of  song  that  reaches  the  hearts 
of  the  people  is  the  Christmas  carol.  The  sing- 
ing of  these  carols  is,  of  course,  a  very  ancient 
custom.  They  were  originally  hymns,  express- 
ing joy  for  the  birth  of  the  Infant  Christ,  but 
as  time  went  on,  merry  tunes  were  s])ecialy 
coni|)osed  for  singing  at  Christmas,  One  of  the 
most  famous  of  these  carols  is  "God  Rest  You- 
Merry  Gentemen."  It  has  been  sung  in  Eng- 
land for  years,  and  there  are  many  different 
versions  of  it.  The.se  carols  bring  back  the 
spirit  of  the  Old  World  Christmas,  which  has 
almost  j)assed  out  of  existence. 

Quite  frequently  famous  songs  have  been 
written  about  real  people.  There  is,  for  in- 
stance, the  old  favourite,  Annie  Laurie.     Pew 


|)eople  have  ever  thought  that  such  a  per.son 
really  existed,  but  she  did.  She  was  born  at 
Maxwelton,  in  December,  1682.  It  was  her 
sweetheart — a  Mr.  Douglas — who  wrote  the  ori- 
ginal 'song  about  her.  "Annie  Laurie,"  and 
"Auld  Lang  Syne,''  by  Robert  Burns,  api)eal  to 
human  emotions  the  world  over.  Another  real 
heroine  of  a  song  was  Harry  Carey's  "Sally 
in  Our  Alley."  Sally  was  a  London  girl,  who 
went  out  one  holiday  v/ith  her  sweetheart. 
Carey  saw  them,  and  wrote  a  song  about  them, 
London  ridiculed  Carey  on  choosing  such  a 
theme  for  his  song,  and  they  called  him  the 
' '  alley  poet."  This  discouraged  him  at  the  time, 
but  his  song  became  popular,  and  he  lived  to 
hear  it  sung  everywhere. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  difference  between 
Scotch,  English,  and  Irish  songs,  but  the  ap- 
l)eal  of  one  is  just  as  great  as  the  appeal  of  the 
other.  Although  we  cannot  describe  the  dif- 
ferences,, we  know  and  feel  them  when  we  hear 
the  songs.  Of  the  Avriters  of  Irish  songs, 
Thomas  IMoore  is  perhaps  the  most  popular, 
and  his  most  famous  song  is  the  beautiful  "La.st 
Rose  of  Summer."  Moore  was  a  past-master  in 
the  art  of  song-writing,  and  his  sentiments  are 
so  beautifully  expressed  that  they  appeal  not 
only  to  the  peoj)le  of  Ireland,  but  also  to  others. 

Although  no  one  knows  who  wrote  "Marl- 
brouk  s'en  va-t-en  guerre,"  it  may  still  be 
heard  among  the  French-Canadian  habitants. 
Some  ])eople  are  of  the  oj)inion  that  the  song 
was  written  about  the  great  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, but  at  any  rate  it  was  sung  by  his 
nurse  to  the  .son  of  Louis  XVI.  and  Marie  An- 
toinette ;  soon  the  whole  French  court  was  sing- 
ing it,  and  its  j)opularity  grew  rapidly.  It  was 
taken  up  by  the  Revolutionists.  Napoleon  sang 
it.  The  great  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier,  once  Prime 
Minister  of  Canada,  sang  it,  one  night  after 
the  House  of  Commons  had  been  in  session  for 
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so  long  that  the  members  were  fatigued  aiid 
irritable.  And  fatigue  was  forgotten,  hearing 
the  old  French  marching  song,  and  everyone 
went  home  in  high  good  humour. 

And  'SO  we  see  the  power  and  influence  of 
songs.  Thomas  Moore  once  said  that  he  would 
rather  write  the  songs  of  a  country  than  its 
laws.  How  much  more  a  song  can  sway  the 
feelings  of  a  nation  than  can  a  law!  Songs 
have  stirred  men  to  rebellion  or  kept  them 
loyal;  caused  people  to  Aveep,  to  laugh,  and  to 
be  merry;  they  have  stirred  hearts  to  pity, 
filled  them  with  love  and  romance ;  and  the 
greatest  achievement  of  all — ^they  have  stirred 
up  love  of  God  in  the  souls  of  men. 

Marie  McKinnon,  Form  IV., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


POOR  "POLLY." 


My  title  is  ''Polly" — a  disappointed  com- 
position. One  of  the  pupils  of  III.  B  in  Loretto 
Abbey  College  School,  created  me.  Many  other 
students  wrote  compositions  too,  but  I  consider- 
ed myself  the  besit,  and  so  did  my  author. 

I  had  to  be  written  three  times!  What  a 
l)icking  I  did  get !  The  poor  pupil  who  wrote 
me  transferred  me  into  a  new  form  each  time. 
Then  she  read  me  over  to  see  if  there  were  any 
mistakes.  After  this  I  was  carefully  copied  on 
examination  paper,  and  handed  in  with  my 
fellow  compositions. 

A  few  days  later,  the  teacher  took  out  the 
bundle  of  compositions.  As  I  was  near  the 
bottom,  I  had  a  go-od  chance  to  see  how  many 
compositions  were  selected  to  go  in  the  maga- 
zine. The  teacher  marked  the  compositions 
Avith  a  changing  countenance.     None  of  them 


were  good  enough  for  the  "Rainbow,"  in  which 
I  hoped  to  make  my  home.  I  was  thinking  how 
proud  I'd  be,  because  I  would  be  the  only  one 
selected  from  amongst  all  these  rivals,  when 
the  teacher  picked  me  up. 

She  read  me  over  and  said  indignantly,  that 
my  author  certainly  was  very  daring  to  ex- 
pect her  to  take  a  thing  like  me !  Saying  this, 
she  thrust  me  at  the  bottom  of  the  "not  good 
enough"  compositions,  intended  for  the  "Rain- 
bow." 

I  Avas  so  bitterly  disappointed  that  I  lay 
there  almost  in  tears,  and  thought  of  the 
beautiful  home  of  which  I  had  dreamed,  but 
Avould  never  see.  I  was  then  throAvn  into  the 
waste-paper  basket,  from  Avhich  I  journeyed  to 
a  junk-pile.  I  am  Avriting  my  life-history  be- 
fore I  am  burned  to  death,  so  that  I  may  ask 
composition-Avriters  to  be  sure  that  their  com- 
positions are  very  good,  because  they  can 
never  knoAv  the  sorroAv  or  disappointment  they 
may   cause  the   unfortunate    comiposition. 

Margaret  Moriarty,  Form  III.B. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
BrunsAvick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


IS  IT  WORTH  IT? 


"Mary,  it  is  time  to  get  up  to  go  to  Mass,'' 
sang  her  mother  about  half -past  seven  on  the 
third  morning  of  Lent.  "You  know  that  you 
promised  to  go  to  Mass  every  morning  in  Lent, 
for  the  conversion  of  sinners  Hurry  up,  dear ; 
get  dressed." 

"Aav,  can't.  .  I.  .stay .  .in  bed.,  for  a  Avhile 
..longer?"  asked  Mary,  "and.  .not.  .go.  .to.  . 
Mass.  .to-day?" 

"Well,  just  as  you  say,  Mary  dear;  but  re- 
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member  your  promise.     I  wouldn't  break  it  if 
I  were  you." 

"Oh,  but  I  don't  wan' ''  . .  just  then  her  eyes 
lit  on  a  picture  of  Our  Saviour,  entitled  "I 
thirstt.''  This  picture  seemed  to  give  her  cour- 
age, and  she  answered,  ''Yes,  Mother,  I'll  get 
up."  Jumping  out  of  bed  and  beginning  to 
dress,  she  uttered  over  and  over  again,  "My 
Jesus,  I  love  Thee." 


Easter,  ah  yes,  that  was  why  all  the  display. 
He  remeraibered  only  too  well  when  he  was 
young  and  happy.  How  he  and  his  brothers 
and  sisters  would  race  each  other  to  Mass  every 
morning !  And — but  what  was  the  use  of  think- 
ing of  such  things?  He  knew  he  hadn't  kept 
Easter  for  years;  nevertheless  that  word 
"Easter"'  kept  passing  through  his  mind.  Try 
as  he  might  he  could  not  free  himself  from 
those  haunting  memories. 

Hurrying  off  the  main  street  he  tried  fran- 
tically to  forget.  In  his  frenzy  he  chanced  to 
come  near  a  Catholic  church.  0  how  this  old 
church  brought  back  memories  of  the  day  of  his 
First  Communion! 

Unconsciously  he  started  up  the  steps  into 
the  church.  Still  almost  unconscious  of  what 
he  was  doing,  he  started  up  the  aisle  to  the 
altar.  On  nearing  the  rail  he  came  suddenly 
to  a  stop.  Then,  and  only  then,  did  he  realize 
where  he  was.  He  hurriedly  turned  to  retrace 
his  steps,  and  on  doing  so  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
crucifix.  It  seemed  to  draw  him  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  altar-rail.  Kneeling  down,  he 
bowed  his  head,  and  his  eyes  melted  into  tears. 
Our  Saviour  seemed  to  speak  to  him,  of  how 
He  had  died  to  save  his  soul, — to  redeem  him, 
but  he  had  not  heeded  this  calling.  He  now 
knew  how  foolish  he  had  been,  to  give  up  his 
religion,  and  asked  Our  Saviour  to  give  him 
the  grace  he  needed;  and  then  he  wondered 


who  was  praying  for  him.    He  knew  someone 
must  be;  but  who? 

After  kneeling  for  some  time,  he  made  his 
way  gratefully  into  the  confessional. 


Mary  is  making  her  thankskiving  after 
Mass.  She  is  thanking  God  for  giving  her  the 
grace  to  overcome  her  great  temptation,  and 
thanking  Him  fo-r  giving  some  one  the  fruit 
of  her  self-denial;  for  she  is  sure  that  He  has 
done  so ;  though  she  knows  nothing  of  the  man 
now  making  his  confession. 

Mary  knows  that  it  was  worth   it. 
Do  you? 

Barbara  Young,  Form  II  B. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


ST.  PATRICK. 


France  has  her  Napoleon,  Germany  her  Bis- 
mark,  Scotland  her  Wallace,  England  her  Nel- 
son, America  her  Lincoln,  and  our  own  Canada 
Cartier  and  Champlain.  But  among  all  heroes, 
discoverers  and  conquerors  there  is  a  name  that 
stands  apart  and  far  surpasses  all  of  these.  It 
is  a  name  associated  with  the  Emerald  Isle  in 
particular  and  with  the  spread  of  Christianity 
in  general.  It  is  the  glorious  name  of  Saint 
Patrick. 

Born  of  noble  parents  in  Gaul  some  sixteen 
hundred  years  ago,  he  was  seized  by  pirates 
while  yet  a  boy  in  his  teens,  and  sold  as  a  slave 
to  an  Irish  chieftain  named  Milchu,  and  as  a 
shepherd  boy  tended  his  master's  flocks  on  the 
hills  of  Antrim.  While  serving  in  this  capacity 
he  acquired  a  great  love  for  the  Irisih  people 
and  a  longing  to  convert  their  nation  to  Chris- 
tianity. 

Having  secured  his  freedom,  he  returned  to 
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Ganl  and  began  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
great  purpose  he  had  in  mind. 

At  this  time  he  was  favoured  Avith  visions 
of  the  children  from  Focluth,  by  the  Western 
Sea,  crying  out  to  him:  "0  holy  youth,  Patrick, 
come  back  to  Erin;  abide  with  us  and  release 
us." 

He  Avas  soon  ordained  a  priest,  and  set  out 
for  Rome,  Avhere  he  Avas  consecrated  Bishop  and 
receiA'ed  a  commission  from  the  Holy  Father  to 
preach  to  the  Irish  people. 

We  next  hear  of  him  in  Ireland,  at  the  Hill 
of  Tara  before  the  court  of  King  Laoghaire, 
setting  forth  the  object  of  his  mission.  He 
plucked  a  shamrock  from  the  ground,  and  hold- 
ing it  aloft  before  the  king,  he  explained  the 
doctrine  of  the  Holy  Trinity^  and  from  thence- 
forth the  Shamrock  has  been  the  national  ©m- 
blem  of  Ireland.  Patrick  Avent  from  place  to 
place  preaching  and  performing  miracles,  and 
soon  the  Avhole  Isle  had  boAved  the  head  to  re- 
ceive the  saving  Avaters  of  Baptism.  Churches 
Avere  built,  great  monasteries  Avere  founded, 
schools  Avere  established,  and  soon  Ireland  be- 
came kiJOAVft  as  the  Island  of  Saints  and  Schol- 
ars, 1   • 


On  the  17th  of  March  in  the  year  493  St. 
Patrick  Avent  to  his  rcAvard. 

The  churches  Avhicli  he  erected  are  noAv 
roofless  and  in  ruins;  no  more  Avithin  their 
sacred  Avails  is  the  Holy  Sacrifice  otfered;  but 
new  and  more  stately  ones  have  sprung  up  to 
take  their  places. 

Just  as  the  same  sun  that  shone  on  Erin's 
green  isle  Avhen  St.  Patrick  first  blessed  it,  still 
shines  to  give  its  daily  light  and  heat,  so  does 
the  same  Faith  he  kindled  glow  *Avarm  and 
bright  in  the  hearts  of  his  faithful  people. 

— Patricia  Coyne,  Form  1. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
BrunsAvick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


"THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE" 

At  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton. 

"The  Merchant  of  Venice,"  the  matricula- 
tion play  for  the  current  year,  Avas  cleverly 
presented  by  the  Senior  Dramatic  Club  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton.  The  stage  set- 
tings Avere  simple,  but  effective,  and  all  the 
characters    Avere    taken    Avell.       The     acting 
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of  ]\Iis,s  ]\[ar<raret  Nellityau  in  the  difficult  role 
of  IShylock  was  of  exceptional  merit  and  show- 
ed considerable  dramatic  ability.  Miss  Mar- 
jraret  CJoodrow  made  a  convincing  and  attrac- 
tive Portia  and  was  ably  assisted  by  Miss  Marj' 
Hennessy  as  Nerissa.  The  roles  of  Bassanio 
and  his  faithful  Antonio  were  skilfully  inter- 
preted hy  Misses  E.  Randall  and  F.  Giddens, 
while  Miss  D.  Clancy  gave  a  clever  character- 
ization of  Gratiano.  The  acting  of  Miss  P. 
Whit  taker  in  the  dual  role  of  Judge  and  old 
Gabbo,  was  very  effective.  The  parts  of  Sa- 
lanio,  Salerio  and  Lorenzo,  the  dashing  friends 
of  Bassanio,  were  given  with  fine  spirit  by  the 
Misses  Helen  Burns,  M.  Berry,  M.  Costie  and 
J.  Williamson,  respectively.  The  minor  roles 
of  Tubal,  Lancelot,  and  Jessica,  the  daughter  of 
JShylock,  were  well  taken  by  Misses  M.  Clark, 
A.  Rigby  and  G.  Dore.  Miss  Margaret  Schiavo 
as  the  dusky  })rince  of  Morocco,  and  Miss  Lois 
Brown,  as  the  haughty  Prince  of  Arragon,  were 
excellent.  The  trumpet  fanfares,  which  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  the  princely  suitors  of 
Portia  were  played  by  Mr.  Sabia  and  added 
much  to  the  realistic  effect  of  the  scenes. 


NO   CROSS  —  NO   CROWN. 

"She  will  never  walk  again.''  .... 

Jane  regained  consciousness  in  time  to  hear 
a  deep  base  voice  utter  these  words.  Terror 
seized  her  heart  as  the  weight  of  the  words 
pressed  heavily  on  her  mind.  She  lay  motion- 
less for  several  moments  and  then  tried  to  pick 
herself  up,  but  found  she  had  neither  the 
strength  nor  the  freedom.  Then  tlie  w^ords  she 
had  heard  on  regaining  consciousness  echoed 
and  re-echoed  in  her  mind.  She  lay  still,  her 
lips  trembling,  her  eyes  closed;  and  soon,  ex- 
hausted, she  fell  asleep. 


A  car  accident  several  days  before  had  in- 
jured the  girl.  Slie  was  a  reporter  on  one  of 
the  city  papers,  and  while  she  was  speeding 
to  the  scene  of  an  aeroplane  crash,  her  car  had 
collided  with  another  one.  She  had  been  pick- 
ed up  unconscious  and  rushed  to  the  hospital. 

Jane  was  parentless,  and  was  twenty-three 
years  of  age.  Since  her  graduation  from  col- 
lege s'he  had  been  working.  The  paper,  and  an 
accident  policy,  now  kept  her  in  Ward  B  of 
the  city  hospital. 

For  many  weeks  after  regaining  conscious- 
ness the  girl  remained  in  a  listless  condition. 
Nothing  cheered  her,  nothing  moved  her,  but 
day  in  and  day  out  she  la\'  dejected  and  sullen. 
Even  Jenny,  a  friend  of  hers,  also  a  reporter, 
could  not  brighten  for  lier  the  dull  days  that 
separated  the  tortured  nights. 

As  to  all  sufferers,  night-time  was  the  worst. 
Only  an  occasional  footstep  disturbed  the 
strange  peace  of  the  hospital  in  the  stillness  of 
the  night.  Jane  lay  motionless,  agonizing  pain 
and  a  sudden  panic  of  terror  seizing  her  at 
the  thought  of  her  future.  Scalding  tears  rush- 
ed to  her  eyes.  Why  couldn't  there  be  a  future  ? 
The  world  wasn't  going  to  stop  because  one 
body  was  crippled.  She  found  herself  praying 
to  God — God,  to  Whom  lately  she  had  given 
little  thought;  and  the  tears  continued  to  flow. 

Suddenly  she  felt  a  presence  near;  her  eyes 
wandered  about.  Before  her  on  the  wall  was 
a  picture,  unnoticed  before,  —  her  Crucified 
Lord.  His  face  was  marred  and  bruised,  His 
whole  body  racked  with  torture.  Her  bed  at 
the  foot  of  the  Cross — then  she  understood! 
The  life  of  a  cripple  was  her  share  of  the  Cross. 
His  li[«  were  parted,  and  a  compassionate 
Voice  seemed  to  say: 

"Little  girl,  there  is  no  way  to  Heaven  ex- 
cept through  Me.    Remember,  the  path  of  sor- 


232 


THE      RAINBOW 


row,  and  that  path  alone,  leads  to  the  land 
where  sorrow  is  unknown." 

The  night  nurse  came  in  —  hypodermic 
syringe  in  hand  — •  to  ease  the  girl's  pain.  She 
found  Jane  asleep,  her  hands  tightly  clasping 
the  cross  of  her  Rosary.  Her  lips  were  parted 
in  a  smile  that  seemed  to  say :  ''I  have  my  cross 
and  soon  I  shall  have  my  crown.'' 

— Irene  Kuntz,  E.  de  M.,  Form!  IV. 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 


PEACE  —  AT    LAST! 


It  sat  back  among  the  straggling  shrubs, 
overgrown  weeds  and  grass,  obscure  and  se- 
questered— an  oldi  house,  desolate  and  lonely. 
Two  lilac  trees,  both  badly  in  need  of  pruning, 
drooped  dismally  in  the  front  yard.  The  old 
bird-bath  was  crumbling  at  the  base  and  had 
assumed  a  leaning  posture.  The  sun-dial  lay 
prone  upon  the  ground,  partially  covered  by 
the  herbage.  It  was  old  this  house,  and  a  "to 
let"  sign,  dirty  and  torn,  was  tacked  up  on 
the  front  porch.  Yet  one  knew  instinctively 
somehow,  that  it  had  iseen  better  days.  Some- 
thing indefinable  m!ade  it  still  rise  above  the 
commonplace  of  the  streets  surrounding  it.  It 
seemed  to  reach,  to  grope  for  some  of  its  former 
dignity,  for  something  to  lift  it  out  of  this 
sordid  existence. 

One  day  an  aged  person  passed  by  it.  She 
stopped  and  gazed  at  it.  There  was  a  stooped 
appearance  to  her  body,  and  she  seemed  a 
trifle  weary,  weary,  shall  we  say,  of  battling 
a  cold  and  cruel  Avorld  —  a  world  that  cared 
little  for  a  stooped  old  lady,  and  still  less  for 
an  old  lady  who  had  nothing  to  give  to  it. 
Slowly  she  walked  up  the  sidewalk,  the  creak- 
ing steps,  then  slowly  from  a  little  black  purse 
she  took  a  latch-key;  the  lock  turned;  the  old 
dppr  swung  upon  its  hinges. 


As  if  it  were  to-day  she  looked  back  —  down 
those  long  intervening  years.  She  thought  of 
her  childhood,  the  old  nursery;  all  the  old 
dreams  were  awakened  in  her  again.  She  pass- 
ed into  the  hall :  everything  remained  in  place, 
just  as  on  the  day  she  had  left  it.  The  old 
family  portraits  looked  friendly.  To  be  sure 
everything  was  dark  and  dirty,  yet  somehow 
it  didn't  seem  strange  or  cold ;  it  seemed  rather 
homely   and  inviting. 

This  house  had  passed  out  of  thought  long 
years  ago,  especially  in  the  mind  of  her  who 
now  touched  with  such  loving  hands  the  ob- 
jects replete  with  memories.    She  passed  on. 

More  and  more  her  thoughts  fled  back  to 
this  home  she  had  left;  no,  not  for  a  career, 
but  for  a  name  —  the  title  of  a  French  diplo- 
mat. She  thought  this  man  could  give  her 
everything.  Perhaps  he  thought  he  had  suc- 
ceeded. They  had  wealth;  their  lives  had 
been  spent  in  travelling  from  one  place  to 
another.  She  had  been  everything  a  diplomat's 
wife  should  be :  a  perfect  hostess,  gracious  and 
charming;  his  loving  wife;  his  constant  com- 
panion. She  had  had  to  devote  her  whole  life 
to  one  whirl  of  teas,  parties,  balls,  court-pre- 
sentations, and  to  every  sort  of  social  festivity. 

She  saw  how  shallow,  how  fruitless  her  life 
had  been;  how  after  her  husband's  sudden 
death,  brought  on  by  financial  worry  —  the 
result  of  the  ''crash''  —  she  had  been  com- 
pletely ignored.  People  had  been  cold,  slightly 
sympathetic,  and  then  had  left  her  out  alto- 
gether. 

To-day,  after  twenty  years  of  "everything," 
she  was  back,  back  to  the  quiet,  peaceful  old 
homestead,  back  to  stay. 

She  crept  into  the  little  chapel,  on  the 
second  floor,  into  her  oWn  little  "kneel'er." 
She  said  an  earnest  prayer,  thanking  God  for 
His  goodness  in  leaving  to  her  this  old  home. 
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She   thanked  God  that  to-day  she  was  back 
here,  back  here  to  stay. 

The  setting  sun  east  a  golden  ray  across 
the  figure  on  the  dusty  crucifix.  She  rose, 
drew  out  her  handkerchief,  and  dusted  that 
sorrowful  figure.  She  placed  the  crucifix  back 
in  its  own  little  place  on  the  altar,  and  then, 
with  a  contented  and  half-mysterious  smile — 
she  fell  dead  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  God  had 
taken  her  to  a  Home  indeed. 

The  old  house  still  stands  there,  lonely  and 
desolate  —  the  old  house  so  sequestered  and 
obscure,  but  it  seems  to  have  stopped  reaching 
and  groping  —  somehow  it  almost  seems  con- 
tented. 

— Noel  Ward  Rahn,  Form  III, 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 


THE  END  OF  THE  TRAIL. 

The  rising  sun  sent  its  golden  rays  through 
the  window  of  Dawn's  bedroom.  With  a  start 
Dawn  sat  up  and  looked  about  at  the  humble 
surroundings  of  her  room  before  she  proceded 
to  dress, 

''Breakfast  is  ready,  Dawn;  are  youf  call- 
ed her  mother's  feeble  voice. 

''Yes,  Mother,  I'll  be  right  down." 

Finishing  her  frugal  meal  and  bidding  her 
worried  mother  good-bye.  Dawn  hurried  on  to 
school. 

Dawn  was  a  tall,  handsome  girl  of  fourteen, 
with  a  great  fondness  for  music.  She  played 
the  violin  beautifully.  Her  father  had  died 
when  she  was  three,  and  had  left  but  little. 
This  her  mother  had  intended  to  keep  for 
Dawn's  education,  but  had  been  forced  to  draw 
upon  some  of  it,  as  she  had  had  a  nervous 
breakdown. 


On  her  way  to  school  Dawn  thought  of  all 
this  and  a  feeling  of  resentment  passed  through 
her.  Why  did  some  people  have  so  much  and 
others  so  little?  Her  mother  had  to  work  hard 
for  a  small  salary  as  a  laundress,  and  they  lived 
in  a  sea  of  uncertainty;  other  mothers  went 
about  in  imported  gowns,  attending  social  af- 
fairs. 

Dawn  comipared  her  life  to  a  trail — one  with 
many  mishaps.  But  in  her  heart  was  a  sincere 
hope  that,  like  every  trail,  it  Avould  somewhere 
come  to  an  end. 

Reaching  the  school,  Dawn  found  the  girls 
all  excited. 

"What's  the  secret?''  asked  Dawn. 

"The  great  French  Musician,  Valeri,  is 
coming  here  to-morrow  and  is  offering  a  prize 
for  the  girl  who  plays  the  violin  the  best," 

An  eager  look  came  into  Dawn's  eyes,  but  it 
died  out  suddenly :  what  chance  had  she  against 
the  many  other  good  violinists  who  were  to 
compete  for  the  prize?  But  she  would  give 
it  a  try. 

The  great  day  arrived;  the  school  was  all 
excitement.  The  audience  sat  listening  intent- 
ly to  the  violinists,  and  amongst  them  sat  the 
great  Valeri. 

Dawn's  turn  came  at  last,  and  rather  fear- 
fully she  ascended  the  platform.  The  first 
strains  of  the  violin  that  floated  over  the  room 
were  sharp  and  without  spirit;  the  audience 
was  disappointed:  she  was  a  failure.  She  was 
about  to  give  up  when  suddenly  a  vision  of  her 
mother's  worried  face  came  before  her.  With 
a  firmness  that  surprised  even  herself,  Dawn 
put  her  whole  mind  and  soul  into  her  playing. 
The  audience  sat  motionless  and  when  their 
surprise  was  over,  they  applauded  Dawn  as 
they  had  applauded  none  of  the  other  players. 

Then  came  a  voice  with  a  foreign  accent : 

"Mees,  you  are  an  artist;  you  shall  receive 
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the  prize ;  and  some  day  you  will  be  known  all 
over  the  world.'' 

The  prize  was  1,000  francs. 

''Onr  trail  is  ended,"  Dawn  said  at  home 
that  night  after  telling  her  mother  of  her  good 
fortune,  "the  trail  which  was  rough,  and  hard; 
but  this  new  one  is  to  lead  to  fame  and  happi- 
ness." 

Her  mother  laughed,  a  low  mellow  laugh 
that  sounded  like  rippling  water  over  mossy 
stones. 

Pour  years  later,  Paris  and  London  wel- 
comed Dawn  with  open  arms;  at  last  she  had 
forged  ahead  to  brilliant  success. 

Teresa  Woronka, 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


ON  GIVING  ADVICE. 

Mary  Elizabeth  was  at  the  most  thrilling 
part  of  the  story  when  a  loud  knock  was  heard 
at  her  door. 

"M}',  I  wonder  who  that  can  be,"  she 
thought,  while  the  next  instant  she  called, 
"Come  in,"  in  none  too  welcoming  a  tone. 

The  door  was  opened  hurriedly  and  in  rush- 
ed Catherine,  one  of  Mary's  dearest  friends. 
She  seemed  excited  and  spoke  in  a  breathless 
voice : 

"Mary  Elizabeth,  why  won't  you  take  part 
in  the  play?  You  know  you  could  do  it.  Go, 
telephone  Margaret  and  tell  her  you  have 
changed  j'our  mind." 

Mary  was  none  too  pleased  to  be  thus  in- 
terrupted. She  felt  that  Catherine  had  no  right 
to  question  her  as  to  what  she  did ;  so  she 
answered  wih  great  sarcasm : 

"I  can't  see  what  business  it  is  of  yours." 

Catherine  Avas  at  once  sorry  that  she  had 
mentioned  the  play,  and  said  so.  But  even  this 
did  not  help  matters,  and  she  soon  left. 


About  ten  minutes  later  another  knock  was 
heard,  this  time  a  very  soft  one,  and  a  rosy  face 
peered  in.  Seeing  that  Mar\'  Elizabeth  was 
deep]}'  interested  in  her  book,  she  tiptoed  in 
and  put  her  hands  over  Elizabeth's  eyes. 

"Who  is  that?  Leave  me  alone,"  said  Mary 
Elizabeth,  "can't  you  see  I  want  to  read?"  She 
was  by  now  truly  vexed,  but  when  she  attempt- 
ed to  push  the  hands  from  her  eyes  she  heard 
a  silvery  laugh  Avhich  she  at  once  recognized 
as  belonging  to  Claire. 

"Why  Claire,  how  did  you  get  here?"  she 
cried. 

"Flew,"  was  the  cheery  answer. 

They  then  began  to  talk  of  the  many  school 
topics,  until  at  last  the  pla,y  was  mentioned. 

Claire  said  she  thought  it  was  going  to  be  a 
great  success,  and  that  there  Avould  also  be 
many  jolly  times  for  those  taking  part. 

"My,  but  I  wish  I  was  chosen.  I  think  it 
would  be  a  great  honour.  You  were  chosen, 
were  you  not,  Betsy?  You  lucky  girl.  I  real- 
ly envy  you." 

She  then  left,  knowing  very  well  that  Mary 
Elizabeth  had  refused  to  take  part,  but  know- 
ing also  that  bj'  not  mentioning  the  fact  and 
pretending  to  know  nothing  about  it,  Elizabeth 
would  later  call  up  Margaret  and  accept  her 
part.     This  proved  to  be  true. 

It  is  all  right  to  give  advice,  but  .you  must 
kno\\'  how. 

Helen  Frank,  Form  III., 
Loretto  Aeadenn',  Guelph,  Ontario. 


DAWN. 

I  drew  aside  my  curtains  one  morning  and 
gazed  out  of  the  window  when  the  first  pale 
streak  of  light  appeared  in  the  sky.  Sitting 
there  I  watched  the  developments,  and  I  do 
not  think  there  could  have  been  anything  more 
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beautiful.  A  faint  upward  gush  of  lemon- 
coloured  light  edged  the  eastern  hills.  The  air 
as  I  threw  open  the  window  was  sweet  and 
cool.  Over  the  fields  lay  little  wreaths  of  mist ; 
beyond  the  woods  were  hills  of  faintest  blue. 
Then  as  the  dawn  developed,  tinges  of  pale 
pink  and  orange  could  be  seen  adorning  the 
heavens.  The  birds  began  to  stir  from  their 
nests  and  the  air  was  filled  with  sweet  music 
as  if  the  voices  of  angels  were  heralding  the 
approach  of  dawn. 

Doris  Clarke, 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


THE  AWAKENING. 

Helene  Jacques'  friends  could  not  under- 
stand why  she  had  chosen  to  leave  home  just 
when  man}'  parties  were  being  planned  in  the 
social  world.  And  it  was  hard  to  understand, 
because  she  was  very  popular  and  a  leader  of 
the  younger  set. 

Had  they  been  watching  a  little  more  closely 
during  these  past  few  months,  they  would  have 
found  that  her  eyes  had  lost  their  brilliance 
and  that  a  feverish  look  haunted  them.  Dark 
shadows  lay  underneath.  The  once  soft  mouth 
was  held  in  a  hard  cynical  line.  Helene  had 
found  social  life  boring,  and  when  opportunity 
knocked  she  had  fled  like  a  frightened  fawn 
to  this  lonely  spot. 

Here  high  up  in  the  mountain  Helene  was 
doing  something  she  had  never  done  before — 
and  liking  it — ^spending  practically  all  her  time 
out  of  doors.  Spring  spreading  over  the  land,* 
slowly  crept  its  way  into  Helene's  heart,  and 
set  this  girl  on  a  trend  of  serious  thought. 

In  the  early  April  morning  walks  Helene 
found  acre  upon  acre  of  emerald-green  grass, 
with  tiny  beads  of  dew  resting  softly  upon  it. 
Wild  ferns  were  discovered  tucked  deep  in  the 


earth.  Despite  this  they  possessed  a  dignity 
all  their  own.  and  stretched  up  their  arms  in 
well-deserved  pride.  The  soft  fragrance  of 
violets  floated  through  the  air.  Deep  violet 
eyes  gazed  complacently  at  the  world.  Tall 
slim  trees,  heavily  budded,  were  etched  against 
the  horizon.  They  held  themselves  in  graceful 
aloofness.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  Helene  learn- 
ed to  love  and  cherish  this  place? 

When  Helene  had  been  in  her  new  home  for 
a  little  over  a  month  she  was  a  different  girl. 
Her  eyes  were  restored  to  their  natural  bright- 
ness and  held  a  new  indescribable  "something" 
in  them.  Her  mouth  had  softened  and  seemed 
to  be  always  hiding  a  smile. 

Up  to  this  time  the  fact  that  she  was  a 
Catholic  with  religious  duties  had  not  seriously 
entered  into  her  consideration.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  Mass  on  Sunday  and  Communion 
once  a  month  or  so,  religion  had  not  been  a 
vital  part  of  her  life.  It  was  little  wonder, 
then,  that  Helene  was  more  than  a  trifle  sur- 
prised to  find  that  she  was  ending  her  walks 
by  visiting  the  little  church  in  the  mountains. 
For  the  past  week  she  had  even  gone  to  daily 
Mass. 

Helene  found  that  all  the  books  at  the  house 
where  she  was  staying  were  Catholic,  and  being 
fond  of  reading,  she  had  turned  to  this  new 
type.  New  doors  were  opened  to  her,  and  she 
began  to  reall.v  know  and  appreciate  her  reli- 
gion. In  fact  it  became  the  most  compelling 
and  necessary  thing  in  her  life. 

A  week  before  her  visit  was  to  end,  Helene 
went  to  Confession,  and  was  astounded  at  the 
feeling  of  lightness  that  filled  her  heart;  but 
underneath  lay  a  tender  sadness.  After  Com- 
munion on  Sunday  she  walked  far  up  the  moun- 
tain side  and  reflected.  Her  whole  life  loomed 
up  before  her. 
Helene  saw  herself  a  mere  figure  about  which 
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her  life  revolved  School-days  in  a  convent. 
College-days  at  an  expensive  college;  and,  fin- 
ally, her  social  life.  A  round  of  teas,  bridges, 
dinners  and  dances,  and  after  a  year  of  this 
she  had  found  that  they  took  on  a  mechanical 
grind,  dull  and  uninteresting. 

A  feeling  of  pity  arid  disgust  for  herself 
came  over  her,  and,  fight  as  she  would,  it  would 
not  leave  her.  How  would  she  feel  leaving 
this  quiet  life  to  return  once  more  to  the  gay 
one?  One  thought  led  to  another,  and  finally 
tears  filled  her  eyes  and  silently  fell. 

At  this  instant  Helene  realized  that  she 
could  not  go  back  to  her  old  life.  The  mere 
thought  revolted  her.  Rising,  she  ran  down 
the  mountain  to  the  little  church  and  told  Him 
all  her  troubles. 

"Dear  Lord,  that  I  may  know  what  to  do!" 
These  simple  words  were  repeated  and  re- 
peated. 

A  great  peace  stole  into  her  heart,  and  she 
knelt  in  silent  wonder.  A  tiny  thought  formed 
itself  arid  left  her  breathless.  As  she  prayed, 
this  thought  grew  until  it  completely  enveloped 
her.  Two  great  forces  met  and  clashed.  The 
worldly  one  cried  against  this  thought  like  a 
tiger,  slashing  and  snarling.  The  spiritual 
fought  calmly  and  with  a  decided  stubborness. 
Prayers  for  strength  were  repeated,  and  when 
the  spiritual  voice  became  more  insistent  she 
submitted  — •  fearfully  at  first,  but  with  a  grow- 
ing confidence. 

When  she  came  out  of  the  church  the  beauty 
of  this  Spring  made  an  im^print  deep  and  ever- 
lasiting  on  Helene's  mind.  Mother  Nature  had 
roused  herself  and  called  her  children.  Trees, 
flowers,  birds  and  bees  were  busy  showing  the 
world  that  once  again  they  were  awakening, 
and  Helene  knew  now  that  she  was  awakening 
too,  and  that  her  future  life  would  be  one  of 
peace  and  contentment.    The  life  that  she  once 


loved  and  cherished  for  her  own  use  was  now 
to  be  given  henceforth,  willingly  and  gladly — 
to  God. 

— Betty  Hagarty,  Commercial  Class. 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Ontario. 


PUSSY  AVILLOWS. 


What  are  these  silken  things   that  grow 
Where  the  noisy  brooklets  flow? 

They   are  the   Pussy  Willows. 
What  are  these   things   of   the  velvet  fur 
That,    when   the  wind   rustles, 
They  eeem   to  purr? 

They   are  the   Pussy   Willows. 

Mary  Cayley,  Form   1 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford. 


BLUE   VIOLETS, 


Shaking  away  their  winter  trance, 
The   little   flowers  nod   and   dance, 
Freshened  by  the  pearls  of  dew — 
The  sweet  little  violets  blue. 

Nestling   and  playing  in   the  grass, 
Peeping  above  the  thick,  green  mass, 
So  lovely,  so  demure,  so  new  — 
The  sweet  little  violets  blue! 

Irene  Le   Souder,   Form   II. 
Loretto   Academy,    Stratford. 


A  HOLIDAY  AT  BLACKROCK. 

One  of  the  many  interesting  points  that  I 
visited  during  my  recent  trip  to  Ireland  was 
Blackrock.  This  place  is  a  quiet  seaside  resort 
situated  on  the  east  coast  of  Ireland  and  is 
mostly  frequented  by  people  seeking  a  restful 
holiday. 

We  left  Castleblaney  by  train  on  a  Monday 
morning  and  soon  arrived  at  Duridalk,  known 
as  St.  Brigid's  town,  where  we  took  the  motor 
bus  for  Blackrock,  so  called  because  of  the 
large  black  rocks  jutting  out  into  the  sea.  On 
the  north  are  the  historic  Mourne  Mountains, 
which  are  very  beautiful  at  sunset.  At  the 
foot  of  these  mountains  is  a  small  town  where 
coal-boats  from  England  are  continually  dock- 
ing. On  the  south  is  the  town  of  Blackrock 
with  a  population  of  about  a  thousand  people. 
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and  between  these  two  towns  is  the  bathing- 
strand.  To  the  west,  about  three  hundred 
3'ards,  is  a  cliff  that  rises  to  the  height  of  one 
hundred  feet.  It  is  a  fine  sight  to  see  the 
fishing-fleets  returning  when  the  tide  comes  in. 
When  the  tide  goes  out  there  is  a  little  river 
on  the  strand  that  contains  many  small  fish 
that  can  be  caught  by  hand. 

The  chief  fish  secured  in  the  sea  nearby  are 
plaice  and  mackerel.  We  sj3ent  much  time 
catching  the  fish  in  the  little  river  and  putting 
them  in  pools  among  the  rocks.  In  the  morn- 
ings we  found  crabs  of  many  sizes  gathered 
in  the  pools  eating  the  fish.  Another  one  of 
our  sports  was  to  get  mussels  and  break  them 
into  halves  and  tie  a  string  to  them.  Then 
when  the  tide  Avas  rising  we  would  sit  on  high 
rocks  and  place  the  mussels  against  the  rock 
in  the  water.  After  a  short  wait  Ave  Avould 
draw  up  our  strings  and  find  attached  to  the 
ends  of  them  large  crabs  sucking  at  the  mus- 
sels. There  were  also  many  kinds  of  shells 
on  the  beach  the  like  of  Avhich  we  had  never 
seen  before. 

Besides  our  seaside  sports  we  were  interest- 
ed in  the  people  and  their  customs.  The  out- 
ward devotion  of  the  Catholics  is  especially 
noticeable  when  the  angelus  rings. 

While  the  town  of  Blackrock  is  a  seaside 
resort,  it  is  a  suburb  of  Dundalk.  This  city  is 
a  fishing  centre,  a  distributing  centre,  and  also 
has  breweries  and  some  small  factories.  It  is 
also  the  examining  port  of  customs,  as  it  is  on 
the  border  between  the  Free  State  and  North- 
ern Ireland. 

Altogether  the  trip  Avas  an  educational  one 
as  Avell  as  a  holiday  to  us  Canadian  boys.  My 
younger  brothers,  Cyril  and  Brendan,  shared 
it  Avith  me. 

Cormac  Slough,  Grade  VIII., 
St.  Joseph's  School,  Saskatoon,  Sask. 


"BLACKKOCK." 

INVESTMENTS  IN  COURTESY. 

A  child  Avho  pays  proper  attention  to  his 
personal  appearance,  Avho  is  quick  to  '*do  or 
say  the  kindest  thing  in.  the  kindest  Avay," 
may  be  sure  of  being  Avell  liked  by  all  AA-ho 
come  in  contact  Avith  hiin.  O-.ie  AA^ho  has  good 
manners  is  more  likely  to  find  it  easier  to  ob- 
tain a  position,  and  to  keep  it  after  he  has  it, 
than  an  unmannerly  individual.  Courtesy  is 
a  profitable  investment  of  a  little  time  or  in- 
convenience, which  gives  pleasure  to  others 
and  in  doing  so,  should  give  us  pleasure. 

Loretto  Devitt,  Grade  VIII. 
St.  Cyril  School,  Chicago. 


SPRING. 

The  path  in  the  woods  is  soft  to-day, 
For  the  rain  has  fallen,  you  know; 

And  the  little  hollows  out  of  the  way 
Hide   the   last  of   the   winter's  snow. 

The  fields  of  heaven  are  tender  blue, 
And  clad  in  green  are  hill  and  plain; 
While  from  each  bud  and  blossom  new 
There  bursts  a  sweet  and  glad  refrain. 
Clare    Colgan,   Form 
Loretto  Abbey   College   School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,   Toronto. 
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THE  JOINT  EMERGENCY  RELIEF  FUND. 

In  the  three  hundred  word  Prize  Essay  Contest, 
sponsored  by  the  Joint  Emergency  Relief  Associa- 
tion, and  open  to  all  pupils  in  Catholic  and  Public 
Schools  in  Chicago  and  Cook  County,  the  following 
composition  received  honourable  mention. 

Let's  Help  Turn  the  Tide! 

"We  are  hungrry,  -we  are  sad, 

A  meal  would  l>e  a  boon, 
Bring  us  something  to  make  us  glad, 

And  please  to  bring  it  soon." 

The  people  of  our  great  City  of  Chicago 
are  talking  of  nothing  but  depression,  until 
we  are  inclined  to  become  sad  and  discouraged. 
This  is  the  wrong  way  to  look  at  things.  These 
conditions  are  not  of  our  own  making,  so  let 
us  be  cheerful.  Girls,  let  us  be  up  and  doing! 
Let's  "Help  to  Turn  the  Tide!" 

The  five  major  relief  organizations  of  Chica- 
go have  this  year  joined  in  a  single  fund-raising 
efl'ort  to  meet  this  great  emergency.  Through 
no  fault  of  their  own,  one  hundred  thousand 
Chicago  families  are  relying  on  this  Joint  Emer- 
gency Relief  FiTud  to  help  them  tide  over  the 
coming  Avinter.  In  the  s])irit  of  Chicago's  slo- 
gan, "I  Avill,"  let  us  help  them  along  with  our 
mite. 

In  our  own  vicinity  are  men,  who  through 
thrift  had  owned  their  own  homes  and  had 
saved  some  money.  They  have  been  thrown 
out  of  employment,  and  have  been  compelled 
to  draw  upon  their  resources  until  all  their 
money  is  exhausted  and  their  families  are  in 
want. 

And  perhaps  the  worst  sufferers  are  the 
little  children.  They  are  our  future  citizens. 
They  must  be  fed  and  clothed  and  given  medi- 
cal aid,  that  they  may  not  grow  up  undernour- 
ished, weak  and  sickly. 

Truly,  there  is  not  much  that  we  girls  can 
do,  but  we  can  do  "our  bit"  cheerfully.    We 


can  stay  from  a  show,  buy  less  candy,  and  so 
help  some  mother  to  take  care  of  her  baby ;  and 
our  goodwill  and  example  will  do  much  to  make 
this  campaign  a  success.' 

These  depressions  are  sent  to  unite  us  and 
to  make  us  less  selfish.  It  is  in  times  of  distress 
that  we  see  instances  of  true  charity  and  con- 
sideration for  others,  and  Our  Lord  counts  as 
done  to  Himself  whatever  is  done  for  the  poor. 

Let  us  shoulder  our  share  of  Chicago's  bur- 
den in  the  co-operative  spirit.  Let  us  "Give 
Now— and  Help  to  Turn  the  Tide." 

"Come  one,  come  all.    Ijet's  say,  "I  Will," 

Let  none  ask  when  or  how ; 
They  need  our  help,  the}'  trust  us  still, 

Let's   Turn   the   Tide— Give   Now!" 

—Mary  C.  Galvin,  lA. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodhnvn,  Chicago. 


QUEBEC. 

6607  Minerva.  Ave.,  Chicago,  Illinois, 
Feb.  20th,  1932. 
Dear  Anne : 

Having  just  returned  from  a  memorable 
trip  through  eastern  Canada,  it  is  an  opportune 
time  for  me  to  write  to  give  you  my  impres- 
sions of  the  most  beautiful  city  we  visited. 

Quebec,  the  "Rock  City,"  the  cradle  of  New 
France,  is  the  most  absorbingly  interesting  city 
in  America.  For  nearl}-  four  hundred  years  the 
sentinel  city  that  guards  the  gates  of  the  ma- 
jestic St.  Lawrence,  has  been  a  dominant  and 
important  figure  in  the  annals  of  the  North 
American  continent,  and  presents  to-day  un- 
paralleled records  and  vestiges  of  the  historic 
past.  There  are  two  cities  to  be  seen  in  Quebec, 
in  one  fascinating  whole — the  old  French  city, 
the  Quebec  of  the  seventeenth  century  and  an- 
cient capital  of  Canada,  and  modern  Quebec, 
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the  provincial  capital  of  to-day.  The  two^  dis- 
stiiict  yet  united,  form  a  great  center  of  art, 
sacred  and  secular  history,  architecture  and 
religion.  The  Citadel,  the  Dufferin  Terrace, 
the  Grand  Battery,  the  Laval  University, 
the  Cathedral  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  the 
Hotel  Dieu,  the  Church  of  Notre-Dame- 
des-Victoires,  the  Basilica  — ■  the  famous 
French  cathedral,  now  reconstructed,  the 
quaint  ca leches,  the  magnificent  panoramas, 
these  and  hundreds  of  other  subjects  and  places 
of  historic  and  romantic  interest,  make  Que- 
bec the  most  beautiful  city  in.  the  New  "World. 

Nothing  could  be  more  impressive  than  the 
view  Ave  had  of  Quebec  from  a  little  distance 
down  the  river,  unless  indeed  it  be  the  view 
from  the  parapets  of  Dutierin  Terrace  within 
the  city.  Looking  up  towards  Quebec,  or  look- 
ing down  from  Qeuebec,  it  is  hard  to  say  which 
view  is  the  more  picturesque,  for  both  reveal 
a  prospect  almost  unsurpassed  in  the  world 
for  grandeur  and  beauty. 

Ascending  the  St.  LaAvrence,  the  milk-white 
Falls  of  Montmorency  is  seen  dashing  as  it  Avere 
out  of  Heaven,  over  the  dark  face  of  the  hills 
that  skirt  the  north  shore  of  the  St.  LaAvrenee. 
These  Falls  of  Montmorency,  Avhich  have  so 
often  inspired  the  pen  of  the  poet  and  historian 
as  Avell  as  the  pencil  of  the  artist,  are  as  grand 
in  summer  as  they  are  in  Avinter.  In  summer 
the  Falls  achieve  their  mightiest  character, 
floAving  as  they  do  Avith  a  loud  roar  over  Iavo 
hundred  and  seventy  feet  of  solid  rock,  foam- 
ing and  fretting  their  Avay  to  the  river  be- 
neath. 

Standing  as  it  does,  in  the  heart  of  a  beau- 
tiful park,  overlooking  the  far-famed  cataract 
of  Montmorency,  as  Avell  as  the  majestic  St. 
LaAvrence,  Avith  Quebec  m  the  background,  her 
glittering  metal  roofs  reflecting  the  sun  by  day, 
and  the  tAvinkling  of  her  myriad  electric  lights 


dazzling  the  eye  by  night,  Kent  House,  home 
of  Queen  Victoria's  father  in  summer,  stands 
unrivalled  and  alone,  Avhether  for  its  beauty  or 
situation,  the  history  of  its  romantic  past  or 
the  magnificence  of  its  inany  vistas. 

To  return  to  the  sights  seen  from  the  river, 
on  the  left  are  seen  the  villages  of  the  Isle  of 
Orleans  and  the  Levis  shore,  Avith  their  far- 
glittering  gilded  spires  nestling  in  the  deep 
green  of  luxuriant  groves.  In  front  rises  the 
city  of  Champlain,  tier  upon  tier  of  steep-roofed 
houses  and  quaint  precipitous  streets,  breadths 
of  gray  cliff-front  and  again  the  roofs  and  ter- 
races, and  far  up,  on  the  summit  of  the  height 
the  grim  eyrie  of  the  ancient  capital. 

Across  the  face  of  the  peopled  steep  run 
irregularly  the  massive  lines  of  the  city  Avails, 
and  from  a  natural  terrace  mid\vay  betAveen 
the  Avaterfront  and  the  citadel  point  the  guns 
of  the  Grand  Battery.  Nearby  is  the  pictures- 
que Chateau  Frontenac,  a  magnificent  hotel, 
modeled  on  the  plan  of  the  sixteenth  century 
French  chateaux.  The  flourishing  suburbs  of 
St-Koch,  St-Sauveur,  St-Malo,  and  Limoilou 
SAveep  oft'  to  the  north  from  the  loAver  slopes 
of  the  cape  and  dAvindle  into  the  villages  of 
Charlegbourg  and  Lorette, 

The  marvellous  picture  is  one  Avhose  sub- 
lime lines  and  masses  are  brought  out  to  the 
full,  by  the  fresh  colouring  that  plays  over  it. 
Under  the  vivid  flaAvless  bine  eames  out  sharply 
the  pale  grey  of  the  Citadel,  the  duller  gray 
of  the  cliff-face  streaked  Avith  rust-colour  and 
splashed  Avith  light  green,  the  black  guns 
bristling  on  the  ramparts  and  batteries,  the 
roofs  of  shining  tin,  the  gilded  steeples,  Avith 
here  and  there  a  billoAV  of  thick  foliage,  the 
blue-green  flood  of  the  River  St.  LaAvrence,  the 
Avhite  and  emerald  of  the  tributary  farms  and 
villages,  and  the  somber  ])urple  setting  of  the 
remote  surrounding  hillfi. 
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Since  the  introduelion  of  electric  light, 
wonderful  transformations  have  taken  place 
in  Quebec.  On  a  summer  night,  when  the  my- 
riads of  lights  along  the  Levis  Heights  may  be 
said  to  dazzle  and,  in  the  depths  of  the  St. 
Lawrence,  like  stars  are  reflected,  when  the 
schooners,  ferry-boats  ,yachts,  and  ocean 
steamers,  move  hither  and  thither  like  floating 
palaces  of  light  through  the  darkness,  pos- 
sibly Venice — in  its  days  of  glory^ — could  alone 
be  compared  to  the  picture.  But  words  are 
vain  to  describe  the  natural  beauties,  and  the 
artificial  attractions  of  the  Ancient  Capital. 
It  is  absolutely  necessary  that  you  should  visit 
Quebec — and  that  during  the  summier  months. 

Not  Maples,  with  its  calm  and  lovely  ex- 
panse of  water,  and  its  semi-circle  of  hills 
crowned  by  Vesuvius ;  not  Dublin,  with  its  won- 
derful bay,  its  towering  headlines,  and  its  back- 
ground of  Wicklow  mountains;  not  Athens 
seated  amidst  the  ruins  of  the  Acropolis,  and 
gazing  out,  beyond  the  Piraeus,  upon  the  tide- 
less  Aegean  dotted  with  the  ever-renowned 
"Isles  of  Greece," — not  any  view  that  nature 
presents  for  human  contemplation  and  admira- 
tion can  surpass,  I  believe,  in  exhaustless  beau- 
ty the  scene  from  "Old  Quebec.'' 

Lovingly, 

Agnes  Clare  Grogan,  '33, 

Loietto  Academy, 
Woodlawn.  Chicago. 


MY  THOUGHTS   OP  YOU. 

Like  the  silken  bud  of  a  rose 
Fresh  with  the  fragrant  dew, 

And  the  tender  green  leaves  which  enclose, 
Are  my  morning  thoughts  of  you. 

Like  the  dappled  light  on  a  pool 
Beneath  the  sky's  clear  blue; 

Like  its  golden  waters,  purling,  cool. 
Are  my  noon-day  thoughts  of  you. 


Like  the  vesper  notes  of  a  lark. 
Borne  through  the  dusky  blue. 

And  in  a  garden,  the  acent  at  dark. 
Are  my  evening  thoughts  of  you. 

Margaret  Ash,  Form  V., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


LA  NAISSANCE  DE  NOTRE  DRAPEAU. 

La  visite  est  enfin  finie, 

Les  visiteurs  distingues  sortis; 

Et  son  visiage  brillant  comme  une  lueur 

Betsey  Rosis  tremblait,  mais  non  pas  de  peur. 

Car  son  emotion  etait  une  vertu  magnifique, 
C'etait  un  sentiment  noble,  patriotique; 
Une  requete  avait  ete  demandee  d'elle 
Une,  qui  la  faisait  se  demander  si  c'etait  reelle. 

Depuis  bien  des  mois,  les  homines  d'etat 
Attendaient  de  son  ouvrage  le  resultat, 
Et  aussi  les  bons  bourgeois  soupconnaient 
Que  quelque  chose,  vraiement,  en  sortirait. 

Enfin,  le  jour  important  est  arrive 

Le  quatorze  juin,  une  date  toujours  rappelee 

Betsy  Ross  presentait  a  ses  confreres  patrio- 

tiques 
Et  a  son  pays,  leur  plus  grand  cadeau 
— Le  Drapeau  d'  Amerique ! 

Mary  Petrie,  IV.A, 

Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


THERESE  DE  L'ENFANT  JESUS. 

Un  bon  exemple  que  nous  pouvons  imiter 
est  celui  de  la  petite  Therese.  Elle  aspirait  a 
la  perfection  dans  toutes  ses  actions.  Elle 
etait  humble,  patiente  et  gentille.  Elle  ne 
voulait  pas  ocrire  I'histoire  de  sa  vie,  mais  la 
Reverende  Mere  lui  commanda  de  le  faire. 
Combien  de  fois  nous  nous  ventons.  Dans  nos 
conversations  e'est  toujours,  "et  moi,  j'ai  fait 
ceci;  et  j'ai  dit  cela,"  mais  est-ce  que  nous 
pensons  jamais  a  louer  le  travail  d'autrui? 
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On  dit  que,  quand  Therese  etait  malade, 
pres  de  la  fin  de  sa  vie,  une  soeur  lui  donna  a 
boire  et  continua  sa  lecture.  Apres  avoir  bu, 
Therese  tint  le  verre  dans  sa  main  sans  rien 
dire,  jusqu'a  ee  que  la  soeur  le  remarqua.  N'y 
en  a-t-il  pas  beaucoup  parmi  nous  qui  pensent 
qu'on  nous  doit  beaucoup  de  service  quand 
nous  sommes  malades? 

Un  autre  exemple — c'etait  le  jour  du  blan- 
chissage,  et  Therese  et  son  compagnon  etaient 
a  la  cuve.  La  soeur,  en  frottant  energiquement, 
I'eclaboussait.  Mais  Therese,  au  lieu  de  re- 
tourner  les  compliments,  (ce  que  nous  aurions 
fait)  le  supporta  patiemment. 

Et  e'en  etait  comme  ca  toute  sa  vie.  Au 
lieu  d'etre  toujours  des  eenseurs,  nous  pouvons, 
bien  des  fois,  alleg-er  le  monde  aut'our  de  nous 
par  de  petits  actes  de  bienveillance.  Acceptons 
actuellement  la  devise,  "Tout  pour  la  plus 
grande  gloire  de  Dieu"? 

Marthe  Smet,  Senior  Class, 

Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago, 


UNE  ANECDOTE. 


Un  jour  ma  tante  etait  sortie  et  il  fallait  que 
je  garde  ma  eousine,  une  jolie  petite  fille  de 
trois  ans. 

EUe  etait  tres  vive,  et  consequemment,  pour 
la  tenir  occupee  je  suggerai  que  nous  nous  pro- 
menions  au  lac. 

Yvette,  c'etait  son  nom,  etait  a  I'age  ou  elle 
zezayait,  et  tout  le  monde  aimait  I'entendre 
parler. 

Tandis  que  nous  nous  rendions  a  pied  je  lui 
demandai  les  noms  des  objets  que  nous  pas- 
sions.    En  arrivant  au  rivage  j'indiquai  I'eau 


en  disant,  "Yvette;  qu'est-ce  que  c'est?"     Et 
sans  hesitation  elle  repondit : 

"C'est  ce  qui  souleve  les  bateaux.'' 

Leone  Hogle,  Senior  Class, 

Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


LETTRE  DE  PARIS. 


Hotel  Continental, 

Rue  Castiglione, 
Paris,  le  9  juin  1931. 
Ma  bien  chere  Marie : 

Voici  'trois  semiaines  que  nous 
sommes  a  Paris,  et  jusqu'a  present  je  n'ai  pas 
trouve  le  temps  de  t'ecrire.  Nous  sortons  tons 
les  jours,  car  il  y  a  ici  tant  d'-emdroits  a  visiter, 
et  tant  de  belles  choses  a  voir. 

D'abord,  je  veux  te  parler  de  ma  traversee. 
La  mer  a  ete  tres  caime,  et  nos  compagnons  de 
voyage  etaient  interessants  et  aimables.  Je 
n'aime  pas  beaucoup  faire  le  voyage  du  nord 
par  le  Havre.  Je  prefere  venir  par  la  Medi- 
terranee  et  debarquer  a  Marseille.  C'est  un 
voyage  bien  plus  long,  ce  qui  me  plait  d'ail- 
leurs,  et  plus  pittoresqne,  aussi.  Au  Havre, 
comme  d'habitude,  nous  avons  du  passer  a  la 
douane.  Cette  fois-ci,  cependant,  le  douanier  a 
ete  tres  obligeant.  Apres  un  temps  qui  m'a 
semble  un  siecle,  nous  sommes  arrivesi  a  Paris, 
et  j'en  etais  si  contente,  si  contente ! 

Des  le  premier  jour,  nous  avons  commence 
a  faire  le  tour  de  la  ville.  11  y  a  tant  a  voir,  et 
nous  n'avons  que  deux  mois,  trois  semaines 
desquels  se  sont  deja  bien  vite  ecoules.  Chaque 
matin,  si  nous  n'allons  pas  quelque  part 
ailleurs,  je  me  promene  le  long  des  Champs 
Elysees,  depuis  la  place  de  la  Concorde  jusqu'a 
I'Arc  de  Triomphe,  ou  repose  le  Soldat  Inconnu. 
Je  trouve  que  nous  avons  beaucoup  de  chance. 
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car  il  ii'a  pas  plu  line  seule  fois  depuis  que 
nous  sommes  arrives,  et^  conmie  tu  le  sais,  Paris 
est  renomme  pour  ses  pluies  frequentes. 

lyendroit  ou  jei  passerais  volontiers  les  iiiois 
entiers,  tu  le  devines  sans  doute,  c'est  le  Musee 
du  Louvre.  C'est  dans  ce  fameux  musee  que 
se  trouve  mon  tableau  prefere,  celui  de  la  Jo- 
eonde.  Si  tu  lis  dans  le  journal,  un  de  ces 
jours,  que  le  Mona  Lisa  a  de  nouveau  ete 
vole,  tu  sauras  eelle  qui  I'a  prise.  Si  seulement 
tu  etais  ici !  toi  qui  aimes  tellement  la  sculp- 
ture, tu  en  serais  ravie.  Les  statues  du  Louvre 
sont  veritablement  incompa rabies.  Je  pourrais 
ecrire  des  chapitres  entiers  a  propos  du  Louvre, 
niais  je  n'y  risque  pas. 

Malheureusement,  ce  n'est  pas  la  saison  de 
I'opera.  Nous  y  serious  deja  alles  si  cela  ctait 
possible.  En  parlant  de  I'opera,  je  me  suis 
souvenue  d'une  autre  chose.  Je  dois  te  con- 
fesser  que  je  crains  de  miner  mes  chers  i)a- 
rents,  si  les  magasins  de  la  Rue  de  la  Paix  con- 
tinuent  a  me  plaire  comme  ils  I'ont  fait  jusqu'a 
present.  Entre  autres  choses,  je  me  suis 
achete  une  superbe  toilette  de  bal  en  satin 
bleu  clair,  et  des  chaussures  en  satin  de  la  meme 
coukur.    Tu  les  aimerais,  j'en  suis  certaine. 

L'autre  jour,  nous  sommes  montes  an  som- 
met  de  la  tour  Effiel.  Ce  n'est  pas  aussi  haut 
que  le  Empire  State  Building  a  New  York, 
bien  sur,  mais  la  perspective  est  superbe  et 
unique.  On  pent  voir  I'Arc  de  Triomphe,  la 
Concorde,  le  Trooadero,  Notrie-Dame  de  Paris, 
les  Invalides— Oh  !  oui.  II  faut  que  je  te  le  dise  : 
nous  avons  visite  les  Invalides,  et  cela  m'a  beau- 
coup  emue,  car  c'est  la  que  repose  Napoleon, 
ainsi  que  le  Marechal  Poch.  De  toute  I'his- 
toire  francaise,  ce  sont  ces  deux  hommes  que 
j'estime  le  plus.  Tons  les  deux  ont  taut  fait 
pour  la  Prance. 

II  me  faut  te  quitter  maintenant,  car  nous 
partons  poar  Versailles.  C'est  un  jour  de  grandes 


eaux,  et  j'en  suis  plus  ou  nioins  impressionnee. 
En   m'ecrivant,    donne-moi    des   nouvelles     de 
Chicago,  et  surtout  de  toi,  ma  cherie. 
Ton  amie  toujours  devouee, 

Elsie  Pelix,  Second  Year. 
Loretto  Academy^  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

P.S. — On  chante  a  Paris,  en  ce  moment, 
une  chanson  qui  s'appelle  "Paris,  Reine  du 
Monde."  Le  titre  est  bein  merite,  ne  trouves- 
tu  pas?  E.  P. 


LE  TRINTEMPS. 


La  premiere  fleur  est  venue. 
La  premiere!     La  violette  bleue. 
Le  bon  Dieu  bientot  nous  donne, 
Toutes  les  fleurs  de  la  saison, 
La  primevere  et  la  pervenche, 
Et  le  beau  narcisse  qui  penche, 
Sur  le  ruisseau  sous  le  ciel  bleu, 
O  Joie!     Le  pvintemps  est  venu! 

Frances  Dunne,  Class  '37. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


DREARY. 

The  March  wind  is  blowing. 
The  lamp-light  is  glowing, 

The  trees  bend  their  heads  and  sigh; 
They  squeak  and  they  groan. 
They  shiver  and  moan. 

To  those  of  us  passing  by. 

Mary  Campbell,   '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


PUSSY  WILLOW  IN   THE  RAIN. 

Little  Pussy  Willow 

Out  there  in  the  rain, 
Can't  you  hear  me  calling, 

"Spring  is  here  again  "  ? 

Don't  you  feel  it  in  the  air 
When  the  warm  wind  blows, 

And  brings  with  it  a  breath  of  love 
After    winter    snows? 

You'd  better  shed  your  coat  of  fur. 
To-morrow    change  your  style; 

You'll  then  delight  me  very  much; 
I'll  greet  you  with   a  smile. 

All   my  joys  will  be  revived 

When   your  beauty  flowers. 
I  know  what  brings  the  blossoms 
And  I  welcome  —  April  Showers. 

Elizabeth  Paquette,  '3  2. 
Loretto  Academy,   Sault  Ste.    Marie,    Michigan. 
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WILDERNESS  TRANSFORMED. 

Once  more  Spriii«>*  has  crept  upon  us.  A<?ain, 
morning  after  morning,  the  sun  has  been  rising 
earlier;  the  day  has  grown  longer;  the  air 
warmer;  and  with  the  warmth  have  come  the 
sweet  scents  of  the  budding  earth  and  the  myri- 
ad sounds  of  the  deep  unseen  life  of  the  forest, 
awakening  from  its  long  slumber  in  its  bed  of 
snow.  The  snowbirds,  little  black  and  white 
beauties  that  whisked  about  like  so  many  gems, 
have  become  fewer  and  fewer,  until  they  are 
gone  altogether.  Everywhere  there  are  rush- 
ing torrents  of  melting  snows;  and  the  crumb- 
ling and  crashing  of  ice-blocks  in  the  great  blue 
stretch  of  St.  Mary's  river  below. 

As  the  morning  dawns,  the  red  glow  of  the 
early  rising  sun  discloses  the  picturesque  figure 
of  an  old  Indian  who  stands  in  silence,  as  rigid 
as  a  rock,  with  his  back  to  a  barkless  tree,  in 
which  the  sap  had  run  dry  a  generation  ago. 
It  seems  as  if  his  spirit  has  somehow  drifted 
apart  from  his  body  into  the  past.  Dressed  as 
he  is  in  the  fashions  of  his  fathers,  and  with 
his  primitive  bow  and  arrows,  he  seems  more 
like  some  sculptured  bit  of  the  past  than  a 
creature  of  living  flesh.  His  eyes  are  fixed 
with  pride  upon  the  forest-clad  Canadian 
shores  beyond  the  great  St.  Mary's,  which 
rushes  by  with  such  boistrous  strength.  He 
feels  the  breath  of  Spring  and  the  refreshing 
spray  from  the  foamy  waters  below,  upon  his 
old  and  wrinkled  cheek.  He  hears  the  roaring 
rapids  and  sees  the  forest-covered  shores  be- 
yond —  the  romantic  haven  of  rest  and  pleas- 
ure —  the  playground  of  his  people ! 

"What  he  is  seeing  with  that  far-away  look 
in  his  eyes  soon  fades  away.  Only  in  dreams 
does  he  enjoy  the  beauties  of  long,  long  ago. 
The  rapids  are  now  held  and  silenced  by  the 
checking  dams;  and  across  the  broad  and  mur- 


muring river  is  the  Great  International  Bridge. 
The  air  and  horizon  are  no  longer  clear:  great 
clouds  of  smoke  hover  above  the  two  cities  that 
have  grown  out  of  the  wilderness.  Great  build- 
ings now  make  up  the  outline  against  the  skies 
that  once  were  pierced  by  the  sharp  pointed 
tops  of  giant  evergreens  and  pines.  He  feels 
the  warm  breath  of  Spring  in  his  cheek,  and 
catches  the  faint  perfume  of  spruce  and  pine 
mingling  with  the  soot  and  smoke  from  the 
mills  and  factories;  and  the  shrill  whistles  in- 
stead of  the  roar  of  rapids  deafen  him.  The 
morning  sun  illuminates  rail  and  highway 
routes  to  other  cities  that  cover  the   ground 

that  had  once  belonged  to  the  Indians.  

"These  are  the  beauties  of  the  White  Man!" 
he  thinks  as  he  turns  to  wind  his  way  back  to 
the  busy  modern  life  of  which  circumstances 
have  forced  him  to  become  a  part,  despite  the 
wild,  freedom-loving  heart  within  him. 

— Louise  Boursaw,  '32. 

Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich, 


THE  CASTLE. 


Eight  autumns  have  come  and  gone  since 
my  father  and  I  glided  down  the  Clyde  River 
on  the  "Cassandra"  bound  for  America.  Yet  it 
seems  but  a  short  time  since  Ave  were  walking 
along  Princess  Street  bidding  a  general  fare- 
well to  Edinburgh.  How  hard  it  was  to  say 
good-bye  to  my  native  land — perhaps  forever! 

As  we  passed  the  flower-clock  in  the  park 
and  turned  to  the  road  leading  to  the  castle, 
I  gazed  regretfully  at  the  monarch  of  the  moun- 
tain looking  down  upon  me,  until  the  old  ivy- 
covered  castle  became  misty  through  my  tears, 
for  this  might  be  the  last  chance  to  feast  my 
eyes  upon  its  lofty  grandeur.    Sternly  did  the 
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remnant  of  mediaeval  power  look  down  from 
the  heights  upon  the  moving  and  surging  popu- 
lace below,  who  little  heeded  its  grim  aspect, 
while  with  laboured  breath  we  trudged  up  the 
long  and  difficult  road,  for  the  climb  was  harder 
than  we  had  anticipated.  As  we  crossed  the 
draw-bridge  over  the  moat,  I  had  a  strange 
sensation  of  being  a  little  girl  of  the  past.  I 
felt  as  if  I  were  meeting  interesting  knights 
and  beautiful  ladies  —  I  could  almost  hear  the 
clank  of  armour  and  the  swish  of  silk  as  they 
passed  me.  It  seemed  that  I  saw  the  magnifi- 
cent crown,  not  in  its  glass  case,  but  gracing 
the  head  of  one  of  Scotland's  kings. 

My  father  woke  me  from  my  reverie  by  sug- 
gesting that  we  visit  the  dungeon.  We  fol- 
lowed the  guide  through  many,  many  narrow 
passages,  until  we  came  to  a  foreboding-look- 
ing entrance  which  led  down  to  a  black  dun- 
geon. The  guide  preceded  us  with  a  torch,  but 
we  had  to  feel  our  way  down  the  dark  stairs. 
The  cold  dank  air  coming  up  from  the  dungeon 
dispelled  my  vision  of  the  glory  and  grandeur. 
I  felt  as  if  I  were  in  the  midst  of  a  horrible 
nightmare  .  Paralyzed  with  fear  and  clinging 
desperately  to  my  father's  hand,  I  entered  the 
box-like  room.  Its  grated  windows  admitted 
only  a  thin  ray  of  light.  The  hopelessness  of 
the  many  souls  who  had  passed  away  seemed 
to  echo  and  re-echo  from  the  cold  and  clammy 
walls.  On  the  floor  lay  the  rusty  chains  of 
some  unfortunate  victim  — ■  a  gruesome  and 
awful  reminder  of  the  horrible  past.  Beads  of 
sweat  stood  out  upon  my  forehead  as  from  the 
effects  of  a  bad  dreami. 

When  once  more  we  were  seated  on  the  top 
of  the  bus  homeward  bound,  the  radiance  of 
the  sun  warming  the  late  afternoon  air,  and  the 
hurry  and  bustle  of  the  crowds,  brought  me 


once  more  back  to  the  reality  of  our  modern 
every-day  world.  I  realized  then  how  much 
I  appreciated  the  peace  and  security  of  the  age 
in  which  I  live. 

— Dorothy  McGregor,  '32. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


SCHOOL  SPIRIT. 


"To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield." 

School  spirit  to  the  unthinking  student 
seems  just  another  of  those  apparently  useless 
ideas  —  something  vaguely  "for  our  good," 
and,  as  such,  an  added  means  of  torment.  But 
have  you  ever  considered  it  like  this:  School 
spirit  is  a  quality  that  should  play  an  important 
part  in  the  lives  of  the  girls  during  their  school- 
days because  it  is  in  itself  an  education  for  the 
future.  No  matter  what  our  positions  may  be 
— and  there  is  little  doubt  that  they  will  be 
many  and  varied — ^^ve  must  be  loyal  to  them. 
It  has  been  proven  that  almost  always  those 
who  are  loyal  and  ardent  supporters  of  school 
activities  and  interests,  are  loyal  to  their  busi- 
nesses, employers  and  partners  in  the  future. 
Those  who  are  leaders  in  our  schools  to-day 
are  the  great  men  and  women  of  to-morrow. 
So  it  behooves  each  and  every  one  of  us,  not 
only  for  love  of  our  Alma  Mater,  but  alsio  in 
our  oM^n  interests,  to  take  an  active  part  in  the 
athletic,  social  and  other  events  in  our  schools. 
And  remember,  there  is  always  a  place  waiting 
for  anyone  who  really  tries  to  succeed,  not  only 
in  our  school-days,  but  also  in  the  great  future, 
when  we  stand  on  our  own  resources. 

Mary  McConvey,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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Loretto   Academy,    Stratlord,    Ontario. 

Misses  Eunice   Le   Souder.   Irene   Burns, 
Monica  Gaunt,  Josephine  Plgeoix. 


Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 

Miss    Kathleen    White,    Miss    Mary 

O'Connor,   Miss   Hazel   Taylor,   Miss 

Jean  McEachern. 
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Loretto  Academy,   Gvelph,   Ontario. 

Misses   Grace   Franlc,    Grace    O  Brien,    Mary   Radigan, 
Veronica  Murray. 
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Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 

Misses  Margaret  Ash.  Aileen  O'Brien,  Evelyn  Armstrong, 
Mary  McConvey. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 


Congratulations   also    to    Mr.    and    Mrs.    David 
O'Meara   on   the  success   of  their   little   daughter, 

Miss  Eleanor  O'Meara,  who  carried  off  the  honours 

LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION  °^  *^^®  Championships  of  the  Granite  Club  Skaters, 

LORETTO  ABBEY    TORONTO  "^    March,    193  2.      Miss    O'Meara    won    two    silver 

cups  and  a  medal. 

Patroness.. .MOTHER    GENERAL  M.  ST.  TERESA,  l.B.v.M.  Distinguished  guests  at  Loretto  Abbey  recently 

Honorary  President..  MOTHER  M.  BON  A  VENTURE,  l.B.v.M.  were   Reverend    Father   Loftus,    Tonawanda,    N.Y., 

Honorary  Vice-President MRS    FRANK  CASSIDY  ^"^  Reverend  Nicholas  Higgins,  O.F.M.C,  London 

England,  who  spoke  to  the  Community  on   March 

President     MRS.   DAVID  O'MEARA,  17th,  on  ideals,  taking  as  his  text,  "Be  ye  perfect." 

7H  Lyndwood  Ave..  Toronto. 
ririt  Vice-President MISS  HELENE  ST.  CHARLES.  

422   Sherbourne   St.,  Toronto.  ALUMNAE   FAREWELL   TO   THE   DEAN  OF 

Second    Vice-President                MRS    FRANK   CLANCY.  LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE. 

497  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Toronto. 

Treasurer    MISS  MAY  O'CALLAHAN.  The  Annual  Alumnae  Dinner  has  always   been 

Recording  Secretary   MRS.  V   DEVINE^*'    '^°'°''*°-  the   most  enjoyable   re-union   of   the  College  year. 

399  Giencairn  Ave.,  Toronto  This  year,  in  honour  of  Mother  Margarita,  it  was 

Corresponding  Secretary  MRS.  WILLIAM  LYONS.  especially    well    attended,    with    representatives    of 

^^    Tcw'cmto^^*^"^   ^^^^"  all   the  years  and  even  out-of-town  alumnae  from 

ConTener  of  House  Committee.. MRS.  ALFRED  COX,  distant     points:        Madeleine     Coffee     Price,     and 

166  Isabella  St.,  Toronto.  Frances  O'Brien,  and  Mary  Canty  from  New  York; 

Convener  of  Entertainment ...  MRS^^FRED^  WOODS,^^^^^  Dorothea  Cronin  Byrnes  from  Collingwood;    Helen 

ConTener  of  Membership  MRS.  JOHN  LEE.  Mullett    frOm    Carleton    Place;     besides    Lois    Mc- 

54  Spencer  Ave.,  Toronto.  Brady,  Kathleen  Costello,  and  Mary  Pickett  Wal- 

convener   of  Press    r3^keT^Si^t..''°T?ronto.  Pole-Torontonians  who  have  not  always  succeed- 

ed    in    attending — and*    Frances    Fitzpatrick,    and 

•Dr'^«iA^-t,*«  «*  T«««4.4.«   A i^*.-  Victoria  Mueller,  and  Marion  Sullivan  Dwyer  from 

Presidents  of  Loretto  Associations.  Hamilton;    in   addition   to   the  ever-faithful   group 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto .mss  KATHLEEN  HICKEY.  ^ho  attend  every  year.     The  dinner  was,  as  ever, 

i.^(j  finieison  Ave..   Toronto.  a  gay   event,   but   there  were  mingled   feelings   of 

Niagara    Falls    MISS    FLORENCE    MULLIN,  joy   and    regret  in    the    meeting    with    the    faculty 

Hamilton,  Ont mss  GEORGE  ANNrDEii,"  ^hich  preceded  and  follovved   it,  for  it  was  of  the 

92  Delaware  Ave..  Hamilton.  nature   of  a  farewell    to     Mother   Margarita,   who 

Stratford,    Ont MISS  JANE  MEGAN,  has    been    Dean    now    for    over    fifteen    years.      It 

englewood,  Chicago    mss' marI' COLLlSsf'  ^"''  ^^^n^'^  as  if  the  College  without  Mother  Margarita 

9604  South  Hamilton  Ave.,  could  hardly  be  the  same  college,  so  general  and 

„    ,    „       „                                           Chicago,  III.           '  so   kindly  her   sympathetic   understanding   of   and 

foYiet,  in.  ?sTM«ri-High'^^^^  ^°^  RANSOM.  attention  to   the  needs   and   problems   of  her   stu- 

School)   . . . '. dents.     Many  heartfelt  exprefisions  of  appreciation 

Jollet,    111.    (St.    Mary's    Aca-                      and    mutual    sympathy    and    loyalty    between    staff 

*•"''>  MISS  WINIFRED  BANNON.  and  Students,   were  voiced     in     the     toasts     and 

Woodlawn,   Chicago    MISS   OLIVE    SMITH,  speeches.      The  College,   during  these  years  under 

i'"539  East  63rd  St.,  Chicago.  Mother    Margarita's   direction,   has   grown   to    ma- 

Kew  York,   N.Y MISS  FORDE.  turity,  and  holds  an  acknowledged   place  of  pres- 

Detrolt,    Mich MISS  LORETTO  DUPUIS  tige  in  the  University  fed.jration;   and  the  present 

Buffalo,  N.T MISS  MARY  MAXWELL.'  staff  has  made  its  firm  foundation.     We  hope  that 

^^1y"'^Col'leg°.'"s'cho^r':J*o"rom5:MISS  NORAH  LATCHFORD,  ^^^^ler   Margarita    will    retain    much    of    her    con- 

151  St.  George  St ,  Toroiito.  nection   With   the   College,    though   in   view    of  her 

^ '  new  executive  duties  she  must  transfer  her  place 

of   residence   to    the    mother     house     at     Armour 

ALUMNAE  NOTES.  Heights. 


The  Loretto  Abbey  Alumnae  held  their  re- 
gular quarterly  meetings,  in  October  and  February, 
at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights;  and  a  very 
successful  Bridge  at  the  King  Edward  Hotel,  on 
Nov.  21st,  1931,  and  are  now  anticipating  the 
pleasure  of  entertaining  at  tea  in  honour  of  the 
Delegates  to  the  National  Convention  of  the  Ca- 
tholic Women's  League,  which  is  to  take  place  in 
Toronto  in  June. 

Congratulations  to  Mrs.  James  Mallon,  elected 
to  the  Presidency  of  the  new  Symphony  Orchestra, 
Toronto;  and  to  Mrs.  James  Patrick  Hynes,  elected 
in  January  to  the  Presidency  of  the  Local  Council  of 
Women.  These  honours  are  especially  gratifying 
to  the  Loretto  Alumnae  Association,  as  both  Mrs. 
Mallon  and  Mrs.  Hynes  are  active  members,  and 
Past  Presidents  pf  the  Association. 


LORETTO  ABBEY'  COLLEGE  ALUMNAE. 

A  very  successful  meeting  of  the  Loretto  Abbey 
College  Alumnae  was  held  at  the  College  on  Janu- 
ary 18th,  1932.  The  speaker  was  Mr.  J.  M.  Elson, 
well-known  journalist,  who  spoke  on  trends  in 
writing,   down  the  centuries. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  WOODLAWN,  CHICAGO. 

The  annual  card  party  in  November,  given  l)y 
the  Alumjiae  and  Auxiliary  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Academy,  realized  $1,300.  Last  month  the  Aux- 
iliary held  their  annual  dinner  at  the  Academy, 
and  added  $250  to  the  sum.  There  will  be  a 
"Parent  Night"  on  April  6th,  at  which  an  oil- 
painting  will  be  raffled.  At  this  event  the  Alum- 
nae  and   Auxiliary   hope   to   complete   the  sum   of 


THE      RAINBOW 


249 


12,000,  the  annual  objective  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Academy. 


DETROIT  <'HAPTER,  I.ORETTO  ALUMNAE. 

At  the  January,  1932,  meeting.  Miss  Loretto 
A.  Dupuis  was  elected  President;  Mrs.  Roy  Mc- 
Cormick  (Zoa  Case,  Loretto  Abbey),  Vice-Presi- 
dent; Miss  Donna  Stanley  (Loretto,  Niagara), 
Treasurer;  Miss  Lucy  Culllton  (Stratford),  Record- 
ing Secretary;  and  Miss  Mildred  McKeown  (Strat- 
ford), Corresponding  Secretary.  Meetings  were 
voted  for  the  first  Saturday  of  each  month.  At 
the  P^ebruary  meeting  the  account  was  read  of  the 
progress  of  the  Cause  of  the  Beatification  of  Mary 
Ward.  Mrs.  McCormick  took  the  March  meeting, 
at  which  twenty  were  present.  The  April  meeting 
is  to  be  held  in  Windsor,  at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Teahan. 


GRADUATES'  (  LUB,  LORETTO  ABBEY 
COLLEGE  S<  HOOL,  TORONTO. 

The  Annual  Bridge  of  the  Graduates'  Club  of 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick  Avenue, 
Toronto,  for  the  Scholarship  Fund,  is  to  be  held 
in  the  ballroom  of  the  Royal  York  Hotel  on  Satur- 
day afternoon,  April  2nd,  at  half-past  two  o'clock. 
Over  a  hundred  tables  are  expected.  The  Bridge 
is  in  the  hands  of  a  capable  committee  under  the 
convenership  of  Miss  Norah  Latchford,  President 
of  the  Club. 


LORETTO  NLIGARA  ALUMNAE. 

The  Loretto  Niagara  Alumnae  Bulletin,  which 
is  published  once  a  year  for  the  benefit  of  former 
pupils  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario, 
is  now  in  its  fourth  year,  and  is  filled  with  news 
items  of  interest,  of  members  of  the  alumnae, 
and  of  alumnae  affairs.  Each  member  of  the  Lor- 
etto Niagara  Alumnae  Association  is  asked  to  con- 
tribute one  dollar  a  year  to  finance  this  project. 
This  may  be  sent  to  Miss  Isabel  Maloney,  15  Harper 
Avenue,  Toronto,  Ont.,  by  those  living  in  Canada; 
and  to  Miss  Helen  Frombgen,  450  Canal  Basin, 
Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  by  those  living  in  the  United 
States. 


Congratulations  to  Miss  Anne  Sutherland, 
Cuelph,  Ontario,  winner  of  first  prize  in  the  mem- 
bers' department  of  the  annual  competition  in 
poetry  sponsored  by  the  Canadian  Authors'  Asso- 
ciation. Toronto  Branch.  Miss  Sutherland,  whose 
literary  repiitation  has  been  growing  steadily,  until 
her  poetry  has  won  for  her  a  definite  place  both 
among  connoisseurs  and  the  general  public,  is  a 
former  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph.  Miss 
Sutherland  read  her  prize-winning  poem,  which  is 
entitled,  'To  One  Mistaking  Little  Christ,"  at  the 
meeting  of  the  Association  at  the  Heliconian  Club, 
Toronto,  on  the  evening  of  January  8th. 


On  February  18th,  Sister  M.  Vivina  Moroney, 
r.B.V.M.,  an  octogenarian,  died  happily  at  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  after  several  months  of 
sufl'ering  from  a  broken  hip.  Sister  Vivina's  self- 
less holiness,  especially  her  patient,  cheerful  ac- 
ceptance of  pain  and  infirmities,  will  long  be  re- 
membered in  the  Community,  made  richer  by  the 
merits  of  such  a  truly  religious  life  as  hers.  May 
she  rest  in  peace. 


MARRL\GES. 

Miss  InA  Mae  Dupuis,  graduate  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Sault  Ste.  Marie,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  George  Dupuis,  to  Mr.  Aaron  H.  Priebe, 
on  November  20th,  1931,  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Willox,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James 
Willox,  to  Mr.  Edwin  Wood  Jordan,  at  Niagara 
Falls,  Ont.,  on  February   20th,   1932. 

Miss  Helen  O'Neill,  to  Mr.  Raymond  J.  Pepper, 
in  January,  193  2,  in  Toronto. 

Miss  Evelyn  Home,  graduate  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls,  to  Mr.  Fink,  in  January,  1932, 
at   Buffalo,   N.Y. 

Miss  Josephine  Larkin,  alumna  of  Loretto  Ab- 
bey, daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Larkin,  to  Mr. 
William  Cameron  Anderson,  on  February  8th,  1932, 
at  Markham,  Ontario.  Reverend  Martin  Johnson 
performed  the  ceremony. 


CONGRATULATIONS   TO: 

Dr.  J.  F.  Lynch  and  Mrs.  Lynch  (Irm\a  Staf- 
ford, alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls), 
Brooklyn,  N.Y.,  on  the  birth   of  a   son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  F.  O'Heaney  (Isabel  Drago, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  Nia- 
gara Falls,  Ontario,  on  the  birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  D'Arcy  Colson  (Denise  Phelan), 
Ottawa,  Ont.,  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albin  Martin  (Luella  PMtzpatrick, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Thibert  (Marie  Duggan, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie), 
on  the  birth  of  twin  son  and  daughter,  Robert  and 
Roberta. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joe  Haller  (Lillian  Yoack,  alumna 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie),  on  the 
birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawton  Tardiff  (Edna  Donnelly, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie), 
on  the  birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  S.  Murphy  (Eula  Freeman, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie), 
on   the  birth   of  a   daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Francis  O'Reilly  (Helen  Kleu- 
gen,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawu, 
Chicago),  on  the  birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Daniel  O'Gorman,  Toronto,  on  the 
birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Donald  MacDonell  (Kathleen 
O'Connor,  B.A.,  Loretto  Abbey  College),  on  the 
birth  of  a  son  on  January  ISth. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  P.  Frisch  (Helen  Riley, 
Secretary  of  the  Joliet,  Illinois,  Loretto  Alumnae), 
on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  March  3rd,   1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Dwyer  (Hilda  Austin, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton),  on  the 
birth  of  twins. 


LORETTO  OFFERS  DEEPEST  SYMPATHY'  TO: 

Mother  M.  Ernestine.  I.B.V.M..  Loretto  Abbey, 
Armour  Heights,  on  the  death  of  her  sister,  Mrs. 
Traub,  in  New  York,  and  to  other  members  of  the 
family,  and  relatives. 

Sister  M.  Ethn6,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Abbev.  Toron- 
to; Miss  Pearl  St.  Charles.  Mir,s  May  St.' Charles, 
and  Miss  Helene  St.  Charles.  Dr.  William  St.  Char- 
les and  Mr.  St.  Charles,  on  the  death  of  their 
mother. 
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Mr.  Charles  Gormaly,  Chicago,  his  daughters, 
Sister  M.  Roberta,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Cljicago;  and  Sister  M.  St.  William, 
I.B.V.M.,  St.  Bride's  Convent,  Chicago;  and  Mrs. 
Russell  Coles  Ball  (Catherine  Gormaly),  Dearborn, 
Mich.;  and  the  other  members  of  the  family  and 
relatives,  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  Gormaly  (Minnie 
O'Brien). 

Sister  M.  Veronica,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege School,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto;  Mr.  J.  J. 
Bench  and  Miss  Bench,  St.  Catharines,  Ontario, 
on  the  death  of  their  father,  Mr.  Peter  John  Bench; 
and  to  his  father,  Mr.  John  Bench,  St.  Catharine.s, 
and  Reverend  P.  J.  Bench,  Oshawa,  a  brother. 

Sister  M.  Berenice,  I.B.V.M.,  Chicago,  and  oth- 
er members  oi  the  family,  on  the  death  of  their 
father,  Mr.   John  Sweeney. 

Mr.  J.  J.  Seitz,  Toronto;  his  daughters,  Mrs. 
George  McConkey  (Lillian  Seitz),  Miss  Mildred 
Seitz  and  Miss  Helen  Seitz;  and  his  sons,  Mr.  Ernest 
Seitz,  Mr.  Joseph  Seitz  and  Mr.  William  Seitz,  on 
the  death  of  Mrs.  Se-itz. 

Mrs.  Sheedy  and  Miss  Burke,  on  the  death  of 
their  brother,  Mr.  Frank  Burke,  a  nephew  of  the 
late  Right  Reverend  Bishop  Burke,  of  St.  Joseph, 
Missouri,  a  benefactor  of  the  Community. 

Miss  Kathleen  Speyer,  a  former  pupil  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College  School,  on  the  death  of  her 
father. 

Mrs.  Stephen  Mullet,  Carleton  Place,  Ontario, 
and  her  daughters.  Miss  Helen  Mullet  and  Mitis 
Anna  Mullet,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Mullet. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Percy  Cherry,  Toronto,  on  the 
death  of  their  daughter.  Miss  Isobel  Cherry,  a  form- 
er pupil  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  School. 

Mr.  Charles  E.  Marks,  Hamilton,  Ont.,  and  his 
daughters.  Miss  Eugenie  Marks  and  Miss  Margaret 
Marks,  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  Marks. 

Miss  Winnie  Dwyer,  Miss  Sadie  Dwyer,  Mr.  Wil- 
liam Dwyer  and  Mr.  Charles  Dwyer,  Hamilton,  on 
the  death  of  their  mother,   Mrs.  James  Dwyer. 

Mr.  F.  F.  Garden,  and  hi.s  daughter,  Miss  Elea- 
nor Garden,  and  oither  members  of  the  family  and 
relatives,   on  the  death   of  Mrs.  Garden. 

Mr.  and  Mrs\  James  V.  Kirby,  Toronto,  on  the 
death  of  their  son,  Mr.  Gerald  Kirby. 

Reverend  John  Holland,  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral, 
Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  his  brother,  Mr.  Michael 
J.  Holland. 

Miss  Isabel  Morton,  Hamilton,  on  the  death  of 
her  aunt,  Miss  Jeffery. 

Mrs.  Henry  Gapard,  alumna  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Sault  Ste.  Marie,  on  the  death  of  her  father, 
Mr.  James   Clark. 

Mrs.  R.  A.  McAllister,  alumna  of  Loretto  Abbey, 
on  the  death  of  her  mother.  Mrs.  Thomas  Gauley. 

Mrs.  A.  J.  Gurry,  Hamilton,  on  the  death  of 
her  husband,  and  to  his  parents. 

Reverend  Daniel  Simpson,  Holy  Family  Church, 
Hamilton,  on   the  death  of  his   father. 

Mrs.  Anton  Schager,  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Loeffer 
(Ce<;ilia  Schager,  graduate  of  St.  Mary's  Academy, 
Joliet),  and  her  son,  Mr.  Anton  Schager,  jr.,  on 
the  death  of  Mr.  Schager. 

Miss  Helen  O'Leary,  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  and  her  brother,  Master  Harold 
O'Leary,  on  the  sudden  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs. 
Rose  O'Leary,  at  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.  Mr.  O'Leary 
died  four  years  ago. 


Dr.  Rene  Plamondon  and  family,  Quebec  City, 
on  the  death  of  his  wife  (Marguerite  Amyot,  alum- 
na of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  and  to 
other  relatives. 

Mr.  Rowan  and  family,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on 
the  death  of  his  wife.  Miss  Eva  Rowan  is  a  gra- 
duate of  last  June,  and  Miss  Beatrice  Rowan  and 
Miss  Marguerite  Rowan,  daughters,  are  at  present 
pupils  at  Loretto  Academy. 

Mrs.  Nichols  (Frances  Whiston,  alumna  of  Lor- 
etto Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  on  the  death  of 
her  brother,  Mr.  Frank  G.  Whiston,  killed  in  an 
automobile  accident. 

Dr.  William  Mooney,  Regina,  on  the  death  of 
his  wife    (Bessie  Lynett). 

Mr.   P.  J.  Coleman,   on  the  death  of  his  sister. 

Mrs.  W.  F.  Tye,  on  the  death  of  her  husband, 
in  Paris,  France. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Maloney,  55  5  Palmerston  Avenue, 
Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam Casserly. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bernard  Harrison,  121  Rowland 
Avenue,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  the  former's 
mother. 

Mr.  Leo  G.  Goodrow,  Hamilton,  and  family,  on 
the  death  of  his  wife  (Agnes  Elizabeth  Crowley), 
her  mother,  Mrs.  Jennie  Crowley,  Buffalo,  and  to 
other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives.  Rever- 
end William  Goodrow,  Dunnville,  who  sang  the 
High  Mass  of  Requiem,,  is  brother-in-law. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Melvin  Bishop  (Eileen  Hassett, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie), 
on  the  death  of  their  daughter,  Mary  Eileen,  aged 
two  months. 

Miss  Winifred  May,  graduate  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Woodlawn,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of  her  fath- 
er,  Mr.   Daniel  May. 

Mrs.  Murphy,  on  the  death  of  her  son.  Reverend 
Daniel  Murphy,  D.D.,  a  former  Loretto  pupil  of 
St.  Mary's  School,  Joliet. 

Mrs.  John  A.  Carey,  Straiford,  Ontario,  on  the 
death  of  her  husband,  and  to  her  sons,  Mr.  Victor 
Carey  and  Mr.  Fred  Carey,  and  her  daughters, 
Mrs.  K.  Rudolph,  Walkertcn,  Ontario;  Mrs.  G. 
Westman,  Vancouver,  B.C.,  and  Mrs.  H.  Stewart, 
Stratford,   Ontario. 

Mr.  A.  C.  Desmarais,  Montreal,  on  the  death 
of  his  wife,  a  former  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Stratford;  and  to  the  late  Mrs.  Desmarais'  mother. 
Mm.  J.  J.  Flaherty,  Stratford,  Ontario. 

Miss  Margaret  Lynch  and  Miss  Helena  Lynch, 
Belleville,  Ontario,  on  the  death  of  their  sister. 
Miss   Mary  Anne  Lynch. 

Mr.  John  Coughlin,  Peterborough,  and  familv, 
on  the  death  of  his  wife  (Mary  Godfrey). 

Mrs.  E.  T.  Poland,  Toronto,  and  her  sisters, 
Mr.s.  J.  J.  O'Reilly,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Mitchell,  and  Mrs. 
Fred  Stoneman,  on  the  death  of  their  father,  Mr. 
William  J.  MacAllister. 

Mrs.  Jeremiah  Quill,  Los  Angeles,  and  family, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mr.  John  A.  Nelson,  Denver,  Colorado,  on  the 
death  of  his  wife  (May  Enright,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Abbey),  and  to  her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James 
Enright,  Ingersoll. 

Mr.  Carl  Roesler,  on  the  death  of  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Bandel,  Oshawa,  her  daughter.  Miss  Mary 
Bandel,  a  former  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Wel- 
lesley  Place,  and  other  members  of  the  family,  on 
the  death  of  Mr.  Bandel. 
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Lorctto    Abbey,    Armour   Hei;;hts,    Toronto. 


Jan.  22nd — Our  Bridge  Club  re-organized.  All 
are  looking  forward  to  pleasant  evenings  in  the 
winter  months. 

Jan.  14  th — Three  days'  Retreat  given  by  Rever- 
end Father  Keogh,  C.SS.R.,  opened.  Theee  were 
days  of  great  graces  and  inspirations. 

Feb.  21st — A  very  wonderful  recital  by  Mr. 
Ernest  Seitz,  Canada's  pianist,  was  given  to  the 
Community  and  students,  who  were  especially  ap- 
preciative of  Mr.  Seitz's  graciousness  in  playing  for 
them  prior  to  his  big  public  recital.  The  pro- 
gramme was  as  follows:  1.  Chopin — Fantasia  Op. 
49,  Prelude  Op.  28,  No.  13;  Impromptu,  Op.  66; 
Valse,  Op.  34,  No.  1.  II.  Schubert— Sonata,  Op. 
120;  Allegro  moderate.  Andante.  Allegro.  III. 
Sternberg — Etude  Op.  103.  Rachmaninoff — Melo- 
die.  Guion — The  Harmonica  Player.  Bridge — 
Rosemary.  Yorke  Bowen — Valse  Reverie,  Op.  38; 
Roccata,  Op.  38.  IV.  Faure — Impromptu,  No.  2. 
Debussy — Au  Clair  de  Lune,  La  Cathedrale  Englou- 
tie.  Golliwog's  Cake-Walk,  La  Soiree  dans  Grenade. 
Paul  de  Schlozer — Etude  de  Concert,  Op.  1.    No.  1. 

Jan.  23rd — In  the  annals  of  Loretto,  Mary 
Ward's  feast  is  a  golden  milestone  shining  down 
the  years.  The  name  of  Mary  Ward  recalls  to  our 
minds  the  first  beginnings  of  the  Institute  as  it 
struggled  for  existence,  and,  finally,  growing  strong, 
became  an  important  factor  in  the  education  and 
culture  of  young  Catholic  womanhood.  It  recalls 
to  us  the  holy  life,  the  boundless  zeal,  and  the  joys 
and  sorrows  of  the  brave  foundress,  and  inspires 
us  with  at  least  some  of  her  spirit.  This  day  is 
marked  with  great  joy  in  our  calendar,  and  the 
name  of  Mary  Ward  is  forever  blessed  in  our  memo- 
riae. 

Jan.  25th — When  the  twenty-third  of  January 
came  around  this  year,  a  pleasant  surprise  awaited 
us  in  the  form  of  an  entertainment  at  Loretto 
Abbey  College  School.  It  was  a  pageant  and  play 
portraying  the  outstanding  events  in  Mary  Ward's 
life.  The  costumes  were  beautiful  and  the  acting 
very  realistic.  This  pageant  renewed  in  our  minds 
the  lovely  memory  of  our  foundress,  and  made  us 
still  more  grateful  for  the  heritage  she  left  us — 
Loretto. 

Feb.  26th — ^Arrival  of  Miss  Grace  Kent's  birth- 
day cake,  which  was  enjoyed  for  three  meals  by 
all  the  graduates  except  Miss  Grace  Kent,  who  was 
unfortunately  ill  during  the  celebration  and  could 
only  "hear"  about  it. 

Jan.  29th — A  spiritual  Sodality  campaign  was 
carried  on  during  the  week  following  January  22nd. 
We  were  having  elections  for  the  new  Sodality 
Prefect.  The  girls  divided  themiselves  into  groups, 
some  for  Miss  Peggy  Strickland,  others  for  Miss 
Grace  Kent.  Interest  in  the  elections  never  waver- 
ed, and  it  reached  a  climax  on  January  29th,  the 
day  of  the  elections.  PMiial  speeches  were  made, 
and  it  was  greatly  feared  that  there  would  be  a 
tie.  Polls  were  temporarily  established  in  the 
graduates.'  club-room,  and  formal  voting  by  ballot 
turned  the  tide  in  Miss  Grace  Kent's  favour.  Con- 
gratulations! Minor  elections  followed,  Miss  Peggy 
Strickland    being    unanimously    elected    Secretary- 


Treasurer,  and  a  new  Spiritual  Council  was  elected. 
With  a  fresh  start  for  the  New  Year,  we  hope  for 
a  bigger  and  better  Sodality  under  the  new  auspices. 
Feb.  19th — The  swimm.ing-meet  with  Brank- 
some  Hall,  St.  Mildred's,  Moulton  and  Margaret 
PJton  was  a  very  interesting  affair.  Ten  girls  from 
each  school  took  part,  and  as  Moulton  and  St.  Mil- 
dred's had  no  school-pools  in  which  to  practice, 
the  teams  were  not  divided  as  to  schools.  This 
made  it  particularly  exciting,  as  you  did  not  know 
quite  what  to  expect  from  the  members  of  your 
team.  Each  group  was  named  after  a  certain  fish, 
the  prize  for  each  being  a  tiny  glass  model  of  the 
fish,  and  a  pretty  distribution  of  these  prizes  was 
made  in  the  club-room  after  tea,  at  which  our  in- 
structress. Miss  Barker,  was  a  guest  of  honour. 

"David  C'opperfield." 

Feb.  19th — ^"David  Copperfield"  was  presented 
at  Margaret  Eaton  Hall  by  the  Dickens  Fellowship 
Club.  The  entire  English  class  attended.  Miss  Bar- 
ker very  graciously  acting  as  chaperone  and  chauf- 
feur combined.  There  was  a  tremendous  crowd  and 
only  standing-^room  could  be  procured,  but  when 
the  curtain  rose  on  the  first  act  we  soon  forgot  our 
personal  discomforts,  if  any.  The  play  was  excel- 
lently portrayed,  and  everyone  was  as  greatly  cap- 
tivated by  Mr.  Micawber  as  they  were  repulsed  by 
''  'umble"  Uriah  Heep. 

Choral  Coiiipetition. 

Mar.  10th — On  Thursd.iy,  March  10th,  Loretto 
Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  competed  for  the  silver 
cup  donated  for  singing  among  three  of  the  Loretto 
schools.  The  selections  were  chosen  and  judged 
by  the  Reverend  Father  Ronan,  and  were  rendered 
])y  the  Abbey  students  with  a  finish  very  close  to 
perfection.  Much  credit  is  due  to  the  Directress, 
Miss  M.  Strickland.  The  "Alma  Redemptoris  Ma- 
ter," the  Gregorian  Chant  selection,  was  sung  to  do 
the  composer  credit.  Though  great  the  difference 
in  style  between  the  chants  and  Pinsuti's  "When 
Life  Is  Brightest,"  the  same  high  standard  was 
maintained.  Expression  in  both  voice  and  face 
played  a  great  part  in  the  singing,  and  I  am  sure 
that  to  sing  so  beautifully  the  members  of  the 
choir  must  have  had  their  whole  heart  and  soul 
in  their  work.  As  we  go  to  pres-s,  excitement  and 
enthusiasm  run  high  to  hear  who  will  be  the  winner 
of  that  much-coveted  trophy. 

Mar.  10th — The  students  of  the  Upper  English 
Class  enjoyed  a  rare  treat  in  going  to  see  a  pre- 
sentation of  "King  Henry  IV."  as  presented  by 
the  Stratford-Upon-Avon  players.  It  was,  on  the 
whole,  excellent.  Most  noteworthy  and  outstanding 
was  Gylesisham's  Hotspur.  His  performance,  to- 
gether with  that  of  Randal  Ayrton,  as  King  Henry, 
were  what  held  one  chiefly  during  the  whole  even- 
ing. Also  to  be  mentioned  and  duly  praised  were 
Stanley  Howlett,  a  fierce  Glendower;  Geoffrey  Wil- 
kinson, an  ultra  vacant  Francis;  and  Fabia  Drake 
as  Lady   Mortimer,   teasingly  coquettish. 

Mar.  17th — Mrs.  A.  M.  Hobberlin  entertained 
the  graduates  of  Loretto  Abbey  at  a  luncheon  and 
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bridge  for  her  daughter,  Miss  Ruth  Hobberlin.  The 
tables  were  beautifully  decorated  with  daffodils  and 
smilax.  The  gracious  hospitality  of  this  delightful 
hoiuio  will  ever  remain  one  of  the  most  pleasant 
memories  of  social  events  for  the  graduates  of 
1932. 

Mar.  18th — For  sevea'al  days  previously  congra- 
tulations were  being  offered  to  our  Chaplain,  Rev- 
erend Father  William  Fraser,  whose  brother,  Right 
Reverend  Monsignor  John  Fra.ser,  has  been  hon- 
oured by  the  Holy  See;  and  on  Friday,  March  18th, 
the  students  were  assembled  to  pay  tribute  to  Mon- 
signor Fraser  himself,  the  highly  esteemed  friend 
of  the  Community  and  pupils.  The  programme 
consisted  of  two  numibers  which  were  sung  by  the 
school,  and  three  numbers  by  the  Select  Choir.  A 
delightful  address  of  congratulation  to  Monsignor 
Fraser  was  read  by  Miss  Madeline  Cummins.  A 
duet  was  played  by  Miss  Frances  Parnell  and  Miss 
Isobel  Hannan.  Miss  Kathleen  Menton  played  the 
violin,  accompanied  by  Miss  Isobel  Kerwin.  Mon- 
signor Fraser  gave  a  very  interesting  talk,  and  the 
concert  closed  with  "God  Save  the  King." 

Mar.  18th — The  Seniors  very  ably  acquitted 
themselves  in  a  one-act  play  entitled  "The  French 
Maid  and  the  Phonograph."  If  peals  of  laughter 
from  the  audience  are  any  indication  of  the  popu- 
larity of  the  production  — -  there  is  nothing  left  to 
bo  said;  it  was  an  unparalled  success  in  its  line. 

Much  secrecy,  miuch  plotting,  much  dancing, 
much  rehearsing!  What  means  it  all?  The  Seniors 
are  preparing  their  annual  p}ay,  which  will  be  a 
))ig  event,  for  the  end  of  April. 

Mary  Drayton,  Form  V. 


Loretto  Aciulemy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 

Jan.  6th — We  return  to  school  refreshed  by 
the  holidays,  and  not  sorry  to  be  at  work  again. 
Jan.  16th — The  club  gives  a  farewell  tea  for 
Miss  Margaret  Bourgeois,  of  Three  Rivers,  P.Q. 
Although  with  us  for  only  two  months,  she  quite 
won  our  hearts,  especially  by  the  humour  she 
showed  in  mastering  English. 

Jan.  21st — In  our  S.S.C.  School  Oratorical  Con- 
test, honours  in  Second  Year  to-day  go  to  Miss 
Kay  Hunt,  speaking  on  "London,"  and  Miss  Gayle 
Hancock,   speaking   on   "Evolution." 

Jan.  23rd — We  enjoy  a  delightful  banquet  given 
us  by  our  Nuns  in  honour  of  Mary  Ward,  the  re- 
vered foundress  of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary.  In  the  evening  we  are  entertained  at 
Bridge. 

Jan.  25th — Loretto  becomes  the  scene  of  quite 
a  re-union.  Miss  Kathleen  McElroy,  of  Cleveland, 
one  of  last  year's  graduates,  spends  the  week-end 
here,  and  Sunday  brings  Miss  Jeanne  Glaser,  Miss 
Sheila  Fowlis,  Miss  Dorothy  Kerchner,  and  Miss 
Marian  Collins,  all  ''old"  girls  of  the  Graduation 
Class  of  '31. 

Jan.  27th-28th — The  second  quarter  examina- 
tions are  upon  us.  It  seems  almost  unbelievable 
that  they  mark  the  passing  of  half  a  school  year. 

Jan.  29th-31st — At  last  the  much  looked-for- 
ward-to  Retreat,  with  Reverend  Father  Keogh, 
C.SS.R.,  has  come.  Three  wonderful  days  of 
thought,  and  prayer,  and  graces!  May  we  never 
forget  all  that  these  three  days  have  meant  to  us. 

Feb.  4th — A  very  important  day  in  the  life  of 
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our  S.S.C.  A  seed  sown  during  retreat  begins  to 
grow!     A  Character  Club  is  formed. 

Feb.  7th — Sodality  meeting  with  Miss  Dorothy 
Kerscher  as  our  guest.  The  nveeting  acts  as  a 
stirring-up  before  Lenten  resolutions  are  made. 

Feb.  9th — Shrove  Tuesday!  We  celebrate  the 
festive  time  by  an  impromptu  "Stunt"  night.  The 
clever  and  ingenious  efforts  of  each  class  pro- 
duce a  miniature  "Mardi-Gras,"  a  silent  playlet, 
and  the  humorous  impersonation  of  many  historical 
characters. 

Feb.  25th — To-day  it  is  Second  Year's  turn  to 
compete  in  the  S.S.C.  Oratorical  Contest.  They  do 
this  whole-heartedly,  and  Miss  Margie  Allen  holds 
first  place,  with  Miss  Geraldine  Morris,  Miss  Rachel 
Lannon,  Miss  Eleanor  Ann  Ftrrestal,  Miss  Kay  Gor- 
man and  Miss  Dorothy  Allen  coming  second. 

Feb.  28th — We  attend  a  thrilling  basketball 
game,  Niagara  University  vs.  Bonaventure,  in  which 
Niagara  is  victorious. 

Feb.  29th — The  first  members  of  the  Character 
Club  are  ported.  Requirements  for  membership 
are  drawn  up  and  promise  to  help  us  very  mxich. 

Mar.  2nd — At  the  March  meeting  of  the  St. 
Cecilia's  Music  Club  we  are  privileged  to  have  as 
our  guest,  Professor  Reiger,  composer  of  our  "Ave 
Maria  Loretto,"  who  gave  a  wonderful  talk  on 
music,  after  which  his  daughter  played  one  of  his 
composition.^. 

Mar.  6th — The  last  Sodality  meeting  before 
Easter,  so  we  devote  it  to  thoughts  of  Holy  Week, 
and  interesting  talks  on  St.  L'atrlck  and  St.  Jo.seph. 

March  6th-12th — National  Vocation  Week.     At 


assembly  we  are  stirred  to  Lhoug'at  by  seven  splen- 
did speeches  from  the  older  girls,  on  topics  of  voca- 
tion, in  library,  court,  office,  home  and  convent. 
In  two  Vocation  talks — one  by  Reverend  Father 
John,  O.  Carm.,  the  other  by  Reverend  Father  Gar- 
cia, CM. — we  are  given  inspiration  and  definite 
knowledge  concerning  the  dcctrine  of  vocation. 

Julia   Geiger. 


liorotto    Academy,    Hamilton,   Ontario. 

Dec.  18th — A  Christmas  pageant,  under  the  cap- 
able direction  of  our  Superior,  Mother  M.  Immacu- 
late Heart,  is  presented  by  the  Junior  classes  of 
the  school,  assisted  by  about  S'even  Senior  pupils. 
The  delightful  dances  and  drills  of  the  little  ones 
captivate  the  audience  at  both  the  matinee  and 
evening  performances.  The  choruses,  the  violin 
solos,  and  the  two  plays  com'prising  the  rest  of  the 
programme  were  also  well  received  and  applauded. 
The  closing  scene  was  a  beautiful  tableaux  of  the 
shepherds   on  that  first  Christmas. 

Jan.  22nd — A  varied  and  delightful  musical 
programme,  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Isabel  Mit- 
chell, A.T.C.M.,  was  given  at  the  Academy  on  this 
evening.  The  opening  number,  "Londonderry  Air," 
was  played  as  a  trio  on  piano,  'cello  and  violin. 
Other  trios,  "Spinning  Song,"  "Polish  Dance," 
"Fairy  Tale,"  ''Habanera,"  "Forgotten,"  gave  the 
audience  an  excellent  blending  of  harmonies.  A 
piano  solo,  "Nena,"  by  Pietro  Yon,  was  artistically 
rendered  by  Miss  Isabel  Mitchell.  A  duet,  "Dance 
of   the   Demons,"   was   equally   well   performed   by 
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the  Misses  Jean  and  Dorothy  Mitchell.  Though  ex- 
cellent in  all  her  'cello  solos,  Miss  Jean  Mitchell's 
rendition  of  Gounod's  "Adagio  Pathetique"  was 
unusually  artistic.  Miss  Dorothy  Mitchell  charmed 
the  listeners  in  her  violin  selections.  In  "La  Bru- 
nette," by  Severn,  her  playing  showed  a  mastery 
of  her  instrument  for  one  so  young.  The  vocal 
numbers  contributed  by  Kenneth  Mitchell,  particu- 
larly "Big  Brown  Bear,"  and  "Leaves  in  the  Wind," 
were  greeted  with  warm  applause.  The  entire  pro- 
gramme was  pronounced  by  the  staff  and  the  pupils 
one  of  the  most  enjoyable  ever  given  at  the  acad- 
emy. 

Jan.  29th — We  have  the  honour  of  a  visit  from 
Mr.  C.  W.  Bell,  K.C.,  M.P.,  member  for  Hamilton 
West,  who  addressed  the  pupils  in  the  auditorium 
of  the  school.  Mr.  Bell  said  that  he  appreciated 
the  opportunity  of  speaking  to  such  a  bright  and 
attentive  audience  of  young  girls,  and  urged  them 
to  get  a  proper  estimiate  of  their  influence  in  the 
world.  His  mother,  he  said,  was  a  pupil  of  the 
Academy  over  half  a  century  ago,  and  was  still 
keenly  interested  in  it.  He  quoted  apropos  selec- 
tions from  works  of  poetry  and  prose,  especially 
from  Dickens.  He  urged  the  pupils  to  develop 
their  imaginative  powers — -to  reverence  such  things 
as  a  child's  belief  in  Santa  Claus  and  the  fairies — 
and  not  to  allow  themselves  to  be  dominated  by 
hard  facts.  Education  was  more  than  the  acquiring 
of  book  knowledge.  What  they  learned  at  school 
was  merely  the  beginning,  and  its  chief  purpose 
was  the  constant  improvemtent  throughout  the  rest 
of  their  lives  of  every  God-given  faculty.  We  all 
enjoyed  the  interesting  and  original  talk.  A  vote 
of  thanks  was  moved  by  Miss  Doris  Clancy. 

Feb.  1st — Many  weeks  of  hard  practice  on  the 
part  of  Fourth  Year  Literature  Class  culminates  in 
their  presenting  the  ''Merchant  of  Venice"  before 
a  capacity  house.  The  cast  is  to  be  complimented 
on  the  excellent  acting  throughout  the  production. 
The  whole  performance  bore  testimony  of  the  cap- 
able direction  that  produced  it. 

Feb.  3rd — We  hold  our  monthly  Crusade  meet- 
ing and  decide  to  arrange  a  Bridge  party  in  the 
near  future  to  aid  the  priest  whose  letter  of  ap- 
peal recently  appeared  in  the  "Crusader."  As  an 
additional  attraction  Second  Form  presents  a  skit 
"A  Model  Class."  It  is  far  from  model,  and,  be- 
cause of  that,  very  amusing. 

Feb.  8th — We  receive  permission  to  attend  the 
matinee  perform,ance  of  the  Orphans'  Festival. 
Many  avail  themselves  of  this  opportunity  to  gain 
an  afternoon's  pleasure  while  helping,  a  worthy 
cause. 

Feb.  10th — First  and  Third  Formjs'  meet  in  a 
debate  of  the  Inter-class  series,  on  the  subject: 
"Resolved:  That  compulsory  vaccination  should  be 
a1)olished."  The  affirmative  is  upheld  by  represen- 
tatives of  the  Third  Form,  Masses  Muriel  Hayes  and 
Jean  Whittaker,  and  the  negative  by  Misses  Flor- 
ence Fern  and  Lillian  Digny,  representatives  of 
First  Form.  The  decision  is  given  in  favour  of  the 
affirmative. 

March  2nd — Our  Senior  team  meets  the  Seniors 
of  the  Cathedral  High  School.  Sad  to  relate,  the 
score  was  27-20  —  their  favour.  We  hope  to  fare 
better,  however,  in  the  next  encounter. 

Doris  H.    Clancy. 
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Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 

Dec.  17th — A  gay  party  given  by  the  Seniors 
required  as  admission  one  or  more  pounds  of  food. 
Besides  the  enjoyable  entertainment  offered  by  the 
sponsors  of  this  interesting  party,  which  included 
a  unique  number,  "John  Brown's  Baby,"  we  had 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  our  donations 
went  to  make  a  happier  Christmas  for  som-e  de- 
serving poor. 

Dec.  22nd — Our  Christmas  entertainment  con- 
sisted of  several  beautiful  numbers  rendered  by 
the  Senior  Glee  Club,  a  graceful  dance  put  on  by 
the  Third  Year  students,  and  the  appropriate  play, 
"The  Other  Wise  Man,"  given  by  members  of  the 
First  Year.  Miss  Helen  Marie  Murphy  of  the  Third 
Year  had  the  leading  part  of  the  other  wise  man. 

Jan.  22nd — We  hear  a  very  fine  lecture 
on  Mary  Ward,  in  honour  of  her  feast  day.  In  ad- 
dition to  having  heard  an  interesting  story,  we  are 
filled  with  a  sensation  of  pride  at  being  under  the 
patronage  of  this  brave  woman. 

Jan.  27th  to  29th — Our  annual  Retreat,  conduct- 
ed by  the  Reverend  Father  Lyons,  of  St.  Louis,  is 
again  a  source  of  inspiration  and  reflection  to  us. 
We  are  certain  that  we  will  be  able  to  make  good 
use  in  our  future  life  of  many  of  the  suggestions 
he  offered   us. 

Feb.  9th — The  Junior's  Valentine  Party  was  a 
tremendous  success.  It  was  held  in  the  reception 
room,  which  was  attractively  decorated  in  red  and 
white,  accepted  colours  of  that  day.  Misses  Mary 
Wilson,  June  Mary  Hoffman  and  Regina  Lannon, 
Juniors;  and  Miss  Margaret  Ryan,  Senior,  provided 
us  with  admlirable  entertainm.ent.  The  evening  was 
rounded  out  by  dancing  and  refreshments'. 

Feb.  11th — We  received  our  second  quarter  re- 
port cards  from  our  Superior  in  the  assembly. 

Feb.  19th — Our  ingenious  Seniors,  with  little 
preparation,  present  U9  with  an  excellent  pro- 
gramme in  honour  of  George   Washington. 

Feb.  22nd — Representatives  attended  a  Ciscora 
Sodality  meeting.  Reports  inform  us  that  it  was 
both  interesting  and  encouraging  to  the  further 
propagation  of  Sodality  work  and  spirit. 

Mar.  10th— Another  interesting  debate  was  held 
on  the  subject,  "The  system  of  installment  buying 
is  a  detrimient  to  the  best  standards  of  the  American 
people."  The  affirmative  side  was  upheld  by  three 
Seniors,  Misses  Columba  Zerega,  Rosemary  Gaul, 
and  Margaret  Gilmiore;  and  the  negative  by  Misses 
Helen  Sheehan,  Helen  Marie  Murphy  and  June 
Lyons. 

Mar.  5th  ito  10th — This  week  being  National 
Education  Week,  our  assembly  has  been  the  scene 
of  many  interesting  talks  on  the  Catholic  side  of 
Education  —  Vocations.  Out  of  the  many  discuss- 
ed we  are  sure  that  each  one  must  have  been  able 
to  decide  the  one  for  which  .she  is'  best  suited. 

Lillian  Wilson,    lA. 


Loi'etto  Academy,  Woodlawii,   Chicago. 

Dec.  21st^ — ^The  delightful  holiday  spirit  has 
been  apparent  for  the  last  few  days,  reaching  its 
climax  this  afternoon.  The  Senior  class  and  the 
Sodality  combined  forces  to  bring  us  a  very  Christ- 
mas-like Christmas  party  on  the  closiing  day  of 
school.     Each  girl  brought  either  food  or  clothing 
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and  placed  it  in  front  of  the  crib  as  their  first 
Christmas  ottering.  To-morrow  the  committee  ap- 
pointed by  the  Sodality  is  to  distribute  the  proceed* 
among  the  poor  and  needy  of  Chicago.  Many 
grateful  ones  will  happily  bless  the  Academy  girls 
for    their    good    work. 

Jan.  8th — This  afternoon  we  enjoyed  an  illus- 
trated lecture  on  nature  in  the  Rocky  Mountain 
region.  Mr.  Caulderon  hnitated  the  calls  of  the 
various  birds  of  every  section  of  the  United  States. 
Now  we  know  whether  that  owl  is  serenading  us  or 
ready  to  strike  with  full  force  against  our  windows. 
The  sunrises  and  sunsets  in  the  Rockies  are  certain- 
ly the  most  beautiful  in  the  world.  The  flowers  are 
plentiful  and  unusual,  enough  to  entice  us  to  mi- 
grate. In  case  we  do  "Go  West"  we  have  a  basic 
understanding  of  the  habits  of  the  mountain  ani- 
mals. 

In  honour  of  our  foundress,  Mary  Ward,  the 
Seniors  presented  a  programme  in  the  assembly 
hall.  There  were  interesting  talks  by  Miss  Loretto 
Mclntyre,  the  Senior  President;  Miss  Bernice  Stan- 
ford, Miss  Margaret  Marhoelter,  and  Miss  Mary 
Louise  Howard.  Following  these  were  two  one-act 
plays,  ''She  Was  No  Lady,"  and  "Mistress  Castle- 
maine's  Christmas  Dinner."  In  the  former,  Misses 
Helen  Riaux,  Gertrude  Connely,  Florence  Gorman, 
and  Helen  Cmarik  were  the  actresses,  producing 
the  aimed-at  comic  effect.  As  "Mistress  Castle- 
maine's  Christmas  Dinner"  is  a  historic  drama, 
mirth  and  humour  were  secondary.  The  roles  were 
taken  by  Misses  Inez  Rowning,  Kathleen  Dunne, 
Lola  Wilson  and   Frances  Dunne. 

Jan.  29th — To-day  was  a  day  of  great  rejoicing 


among  the  Seniors  and  Juniors.  We  made  the  long- 
anticipated  trip  to  Momence,  enjoying  every  inch 
of  the  way.  We  travelled  by  bus,  and,  needless  to 
say,  the  victory  made  us  doubly  jubilant  on  the 
return  trip.  The  "children"  were  left  behind  to- 
day, as  we  know  they  cannot  endure  the  trials  of 
modern  travel.  However,  they  had  a  very  interest- 
ing afternoon,  engaging  in  several  algebraical  and 
geometrical  discussions,  greatly  tending  to  enhance 
their  store  of  scanty  knowledge. 

Feb.  1st — Lately  our  team  has  been  rather  am- 
bitious to  do  something  different,  and  to-day,  in  a 
rather  large  measure,  succeeded.  The  girls  display- 
ed their  ability  as  cooks,  bringing  cakes,  pies,  cook- 
ies and  bread.  These  very  delicious  objects  were 
raffled  ott",  and  the  winners  generously  shared  them 
with  the  others. 

Feb.  19th — In  honour  of  the  Father  of  our  coun- 
try, assembly  was  again  the  scene  of  a  patriotic 
programme.  The  afternoon  was  opened  by  the 
student  body  singing  a  bi-centennial  song.  This 
was  followed  by  the  story  of  Washington's  entire 
life,  given  by  four  different  girls.  Between  these, 
musical  and  vocal  selections  were  rendered  by  c!ome 
of  our  talented  students.  Significantly  enough, 
Miss  Frances  Haggerty  of  the  Freshman  class,  was 
chosen  to  discuss  the  childhood  of  the  great  com- 
mander, and  proved  to  have  a  sympathetic  under- 
standing of  her  subject.  Miss  Leone  Hogle,  a  Sen- 
ior, had  the  latter  years  of  Washington's  life  to 
discuss,  and  if  we  may  borrow  a  current  journalis- 
tic phrase,  "She  had  the  matter  well  in  hand." 

Feb.  24th — One  of  the  most  interesting  t^lks 
we  have  had   so   far  was  given   this  afternoon  by 
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Mrs.  Maiyskins,  who  has  spent  five  years  teaching 
in  Japan.  She  told  us  of  her  many  interesting 
experiences  in  the  cherry-blossom  land,  the  customs 
of  the  people  and  of  the  Oriental  taxis,  the  jinrik- 
shaws.  After  the  lecture  we  were  invited  to  ex- 
amine articles  of  true  Japanese  manufacture. 

Feb.  27th — Closely  following  our  lecture  on 
Japan,  the  boys  of  De  La  Salle  gave  us  a  musical 
concert.  This  band  is  famous  throughout  the  coun- 
try, and  after  listening  to  them  for  half-an-hour, 
we  can  easily  understand  how  they  received  so 
many  awardis.  We  noticed  that  some  of  the  soloisits 
had  as  many  as  eight  medals,  and  none  less  than 
three.  Although  they  played  all  the  numbers  ex- 
ceedingly well,  we  could  not  fail  to  remark  the  fine 
spirit  with  which  they  played  their  own  school 
song.  They  deserve  and  receive  our  heartiest  con- 
gratulations. 

— Frances   Dunne. 


Lorotto  Aciwloiny,  Satilt  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 

Dec.  7th — Twenty-eight,  happy.  Fourth-year 
girls  spent  an  enjoyable  two  hours  together  this 
evening  in  the  Recreation  Room.  Dancing  and 
games  were  enjoyed,  after  which  we  were  refreshed 
with  cake,  ice-cream  and  coffee.  We  agree  that 
there  are  no  good  times  like  class  parties. 

Dec.  11th — "The  Quest,"  a  play  by  the  pupils 
of  the  grammar  and  primary  grades  of  the  Acad- 
emy, was  presented  for  their  parents  in  Baraga 
Hall.  The  play  was  teeming  with  life  and  spirit, 
and  displayed  a  charm  and  simplicity  in  the  youth- 
ful actors  that  moved  the  audience  now  to  tears, 
now  to  audible  laughter. 

Jan.  13  th — The  Freshmen  portrayed  a  scene 
from  Shakeispeare's  "Julius  Caesar"  this  morning 
at  the  St.   Theresa's  Literary  Meeting. 

Jan.  23rd — They  say  that  great  people  produce 
wonders  from  crude  material.  Mary  Ward  did  this, 
for  we  won  our  first  basketball  game  on  her  feast- 
day.  We  are  calling  it  a  "first-class  miracle."  Being 
unaccustomed  to  win,  we  have  no  doubt  that  Mary 
Ward  was  with  us  as  our  best  helper.  We  have 
acclaimed  her  patroness  of  our  team. 

Feb.  3rd- — St.  Theresa's  Literary  meeting. 
Radges  were  awarded  ito  the  girls  having  the  best 
Washington  essay  in  each  class.  These  essays  are 
being  submitted  for  the  Knights  of  Columbus  Essay 
Contest.  Those  receiving  badges  were:  Miss  Lottie 
Lawless  in  Fourth  year.  Miss  Margaret  McEvoy  in 
Third,  Miss  Gertrude  Murphy  in  Second,  and  Miss 
Margaret  Krell  in  First.  We  anxiously  await  re- 
turns from  the  contest. 

Feb.  5  th — A  poor  day  for  Loretto's  basketball 
team.  We  were  pretty  badly  defeated  by  the  Juni- 
ors of  the  Public  High  School,  but  nevertheless  we 
managed  to  smile,  knowing  that  every  day  couldn't 
be  Mary  Ward's  day. 

Feb.  8th — Turned  out  to  be  an  ideal  day  for 
the  Junior's  sleigh-ride  party.  After  an  hour's 
ride  around  the  city  the  girls  welcomed  the  feast 
and  warmth  awaiting  thom  at  the  home  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Oremus,  parents  of  Miss  Lois  and  Miss 
PJleanor  Oremus. 

Feb.  9th — "A  second-hand  party,"  something 
entirely  original  in  the  line  of  entertainment,  was 
planned  and  carried  out  by  the  Sodality.  Favours 
and  decorations  were  made  from  old  valentines  and 


newspapers,  with  surprising  artistic  skill.  Enter- 
tainment was  provided  by  a  contest  in  tearing  out 
perfect  hearts  from  newspapers  and  making  poetry 
out  of  detached  phrases  cut  from  newspaper  head- 
lines. Some  of  these  poems  displayed  real  genius. 
In  keeping  with  our  second-hand  or  depression 
party,  the  girls  willingly  agreed  to  make  a  sacrifice, 
and  refreshments  were  omitted.  No  one  has  been 
reported  to  have  died  of  starvation,  but  I'm  sure 
that  many  have  gained  by  their  act  of  sacrifice. 

Feb.  16th — We  were  delightfully  entertained  by 
the  famous  "Dixie  Eight,"  a  group  of  travelling 
negro  minstrels,  whose  harmonies  kept  us  thrilled 
for  nearly  an  hour. 

Feb.  18th — A  picked  group  from  different  classes 
presented  an  hour  with  our  American  poet,  James 
Whitcomb  Riley,  at  our  St.  Theresa's  Literary 
meeting.  Am<jng  the  selections  were  "Little  Orphan 
Annie,"  recited  by  a  tot  from  Second  Grade,  Miss 
Nora  Simpkin;  and  "Impetuous  Resolve,"  by  Master 
Robert  Kaine,  another  Second  Grade  guest  of  hon- 
our  at   our   meeting. 

Feb.  22nd — Parents  and  friends  were  invited 
to-day  to  attend  the  Washington  celebration  given 
in  the  Study  Hall.  Each  class,  from  the  Primary 
Grades  to  the  Fourth  Year  High  School,  was  re- 
presented by  an  appropriate  number.  Thus  in  a 
befitting  manner  was  celebrated  the  bi-centennial 
of  Washington's  birth. 

— Mary  O'Connor,  '32. 


Loretto  Acadoniy,  Stratford,  Ontario. 

Jan    14th-15th-16th — The    Forty   Hours'    Devo- 
tion was  in  progress.     At  every  hour  devout  wor- 
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shippers  were  to  be  seen  at  adoration   before  the 
throne  of  our  Eucliaristic  King. 

Feb.  4 til — The  Sodality  entertained  in  the 
School  Auditorium  in  honour  of  Miss  Margaret 
Keane,  their  former  President. 

Feb.  7th-8th-9th — Our  Annual  Retreat.  It  was 
given  by  Reverend  Joseph  Keating,  S.J.,  whose 
sermons  were  a  source  of  inspiration  to  us.  May 
Ave  prove  faithful  to  our  good  resolutions. 

Feb.  27th — Basketball.  Congratulations  to  the 
Guelph  girls.  They  played  a  splendid  game.  We 
enjoyed  meeting  our  friends  again. 

Pauline  Pigeon. 


Sedley,  Saskatchewan. 

Dec.    18th — Our    Christmas    concert.     Consider- 
able  time   had   been  spent  in   prepatration   and   we 
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were  delighted  to  hear  that  efforts  had  not  been  in 
vain. 

Jan.  23rd — The  annual  party  in  honour  of  Mary 
Ward.  In  the  afternoon  the  boarders  were  taken 
for  a  most  enjoyable  sleigh-ride  by  Mr.  Rochus 
Bast.  When  we  returned  we  found  a  full-course 
dinner  awaiting  us,  to  wliich,  needless  to  say,  we 
did  full  justice.  In  the  evening  we  attempted  ;to 
dramatize  short  scenes  from  the  life  of  Mary  Ward. 

Feb.  9th — Shrove  Tuosiday.  The  High  School 
boys  and  girls  celebrated  the  last  day  before  Lent 
by  a  skating-party.  Refreshments  were  served  in 
the  school.  Everyone  felt  the  benefit  of  the  health- 
ful outing. 

Feb.  13th-15th — Forty  Hours'  Devotion  at  the 
Convent.  Again  we  were  given  the  opportunity  to 
obtain  special  graces. 

March  8  th — Monsignor  Janssen  paid  a  short 
visit  to  the  Convent — and  who  could  be  more  wel- 
come! 

March  llth-13th — A  retreat  for  High  School 
boys  and  girls  was  given  by  Reverend  Father  Carlin, 
S.J.  The  conferences  were  intensely  interesting 
and  we  trust  that  we  will  all  show  results  propor- 
tionate to  the  efforts  of  our  zealous  director. 

On  the  evening  of  the  thirteenth,  the  little  ones 
gave  us  a  dainty  surprise  party  at  supper. 

March  13th — Mr.  ChatAvin,  our  School  Inspector, 
was  a  visitor  at  our  school  again.  We  were  all 
very  glad  to  see  him. 

March  17th — St.  Patrick's  Day.  The  music 
pupils  favoured  us  with  a  recital  in  the  afternoon. 
The  selections,  including  two  quartettes,  three  duets 
and  several  solo  pieces,  were  remarkably  well  play- 
ed. In  the  evening  the  boarders  were  given  a 
party.  Following  a  delicious  supper,  they  played 
various  games. 

Almia  Eberl. 


Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick 
Avenue,   Toronto. 

Dec.  2  22nd — A  crusade  meeting  gives  us  the 
proper  send-off  for  the  Christmas  vacation.  After 
the  business  of  the  meeting  was  concluded,  Form 
III. A  presented  a  very  beautiful  tableau  depicting 
the  birth  of  Our  Lord. 

Jan.  22nd — We  observe  the  feast  of  Mother 
Mary  Ward  to-day.  At  nine  o'clock  the  school  as- 
sembled to  hear  the  essays  on  Mother  Mary  Ward, 
and  to  see  the  presentation  of  the  prizes  for  the 
best  posters  and  essays  commemorating  our  noble 
foundress,  and  for  the  best  paper  on  her  life.  Af- 
ter Mother  Mechtilde  presented  the  prizes  a  de- 
monstration of  club-swinging  was  given  by  a  group 
from  First  Form. 

Jan.  2  4th — This  year's  graduates  entertained  the 
Graduates  Club  at  a  charming  tea.  Miss  Marie 
McKinnon,  class  president,  poured,  and  the  other 
members  of  the  class  assisted  in  looking  after  the 
guests.  After  tea  Miss  Eleanor  Ciceri,  accompanied 
by  her  sister,  Mrs.  Sheedy,  entertained  the  guests 
with  a  violin  solo. 

Feb.  9  th — To  mark  the  last  day  before  Lent, 
Form  III.B  gave  a  Bridge  party  in  aid  of  the  mis- 
sions. And  if  anyone  didn't  have  a  good  time' — 
but  everyone  did. 


THE     RAINBOW 


259 


Feb.  12th — Our  unit  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  hold  their 
monthly  meeting  this  afternoon. 

March  4th — After  the  regular  business  meeting 
of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  Form  II. A  produce  for  us  a  mock 
trial — "The  Trial  of  Malus  Liber" — and  they  must 
be  congratulated!  It  was  one  of  the  cleverest  and 
best  entertainments  we  have  had  yet. 

March  11th — To-day  we  have  educational  talkies 
and  movies  in  the  concert  hall  in  aid  of  the  Athletic 
Society. 

March  15th — The  finals  in  the  inter-room  bas- 
ket-ball league  make  form'  II. A  champions.  Our 
congratulations ! 

March  17th — To  celebrate  St.  Patrick's  Day 
we  are  given  a  half-holiday.  And  St.  Patrick  is 
throned  higher  than  ever  in  our  affections. 

We  take  this  opportunity  of  acknowledging 
the  kindness  to  our  school  of  Mr.  Vincent  Picci- 
ninni,  Miss  Marie's  father,  who  supplied  the  deli- 
cious fruit  drink  for  the  refreshments  for  our 
Bridge  party,  and  for  St.   Patrick's  Day. 

On  the  nights  of  February  27th  and  28th  the 
school  presented  the  life  of  Mother  Mary  Ward 
to  capacity  audiences. 

The  roles  were  both  well-chosen  and  well-filled. 
Miss  Kathleen  Fitzpatrick  proved  an  enthusiastic 
and  convincing  Mary  Ward  and  quite  did  justice 
to  our  wildest  imaginings  about  her  heroic  conduct. 
W^hile  all  filled  their  parts  well,  some  were  out- 
standing. Miss  Ethel  Wilson  in  the  role  of  an 
executioner  made  one's  blood  run  cold  even  while 
one  wished  for  a  repetition  of  this  splendid  bit  of 
dramatic  acting.  Miss  Dolores  Smith  in  the  char- 
acterization of  the  Scotch  lackey  of  the  Archbishop 
provided  many  laughs  by  her  droll  speeches  in 
Scotch  dialect.  Miss  Clare  Colgan  as  an  animated 
Winifred  Wigmore  did  justice  to  this  well-loved 
character.  Miss  Aileen  O'Brien  carried  off  the  role 
of  the  dashing,  debonair  Topcliffe,  with  surprising 
and  pleasing  ease.  And  Miss  Verona  Johnson  made 
a  stately  and  ecclesiastical  bishop. 

Among  the  outstanding  scenes  was  the  "Street 
Scene,"  which  was  vivid  and  interesting  with  its 
old-fashioned  street-criers  and  its  hurrying  pedes- 
trians. Another  bit  of  colour  and  variety  was  pro- 
vided by  a  Maypole  dance.  In  contrast  to  these 
were  vivid  scenes  showing  Mary  Ward's  work  in 
the  prisons.  And  a  glance  at  the  life  outwardly 
led  by  Mary  Ward  and  her  "galloping  girls"  was 
given  in  a  view  of  Hungorford  House.  The  scene 
where  Mary  Pointz  (Miss  Eileen  Harding)  refuses 
the  hand  of  the  young  courtier,  her  lover  (Miss 
Marguerite  Harris),  in  order  to  join  Mary  Ward 
in  following  Christ,  was  particularly  admired. 

And  the  pathos  of  the  scene  showing  Mary 
Ward's  death,  while  "Ave  Maria"  was  sung  off- 
stage by  Miss  Margaret  Glintz,  of  the  College,  was 
relieved,  and  the  play  brought  to  a  grand  finale  by 
the  appearance  of  Miss  Marie  McKinnon  in  the 
guise  of  an  angel,  who  prophesied  the  glorious  fu- 
ture of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary 
which  was  to  crown  Mary  Ward's  heroic  struggle. 

Mid-Winter    Examinations    of    the    Toronto 
Conser>'atory  of  Music. 

Pupils  of  this  school  who  distinguished  them- 
selves in  the  Mid-Winter  Examinations  of  the  To- 
ronto Conservatory  of  Music  are:  Miss  Mary 
Hutchinson,  Honours  in  Primary  Piano;  Master 
John  Sampson,  Honours  in  Elementary  Piano,  and 


Miss    Kathleen    Smythe,    Honours    in    Junior    Har- 
mony.    Congratulations! 

Mary  McConvey,  Form  V. 


HONOUR  LIST. 

Names  of  pupils  whose  prose  and  verse  for  this 
ifsue  of  the  "Rainbow"  rank  highest,  together  with 
what  is  published.  Some  of  these  contributions 
are  being  reserved  for  our  July  issue.  We  regret 
that  at  the  moment  of  going  to  press  this  list  is 
still  incomplete,  and  that  lack  of  space  necessi- 
tates its  publication  in  this  condensed  form.  In 
our  July  issue  we  hope  to  publish  it  in  full,  school 
by  school,  as  in   our  January  issue: 

Margaret  Cahoon,  Patricia  Crampsey,  Kathleen 
Fitzpatrick,  Mary  McCarthy,  Helen  Cairns,  Lucia 
Sciarrino,  Helen  Claire  Hunt,  Mary  Brown,  Pa- 
tricia Mooney,  Patricia  Flood,  Marjorie  Dault, 
Doris  Urch,  Edytha  Collyer,  Aileen  O'Brien,  Beryl 
Black,  Evelyn  Armstrong,  Margaret  Bedtz,  Rita 
Cote,  Loretto  Kenny,  Margaret  Hilborn,  Eileen 
Bradley,  Eileen  Sheehan,  Vinetta  Burke,  Theresa 
Byrne,  Catherine  Ebach,  Patricia  McSherry,  Mar- 
garet Vahey,  Queenie  Singer,  Margaret  Thomp- 
son, Alice  King,  Frances  Rice,  Cyrilla  Healy,  Ka- 
therine  Young,  Lois  Eswing,  Margaret  Mary  Loftus, 
Colomba  Zerega,  Virginia  Geraghty,  Dorothy 
Shean,  Emily  Del  Negro,  Dorothy  Ball,  Kathleen 
Reinhart,  Mary  McNamar.i,  Olive  Simpson,  Leona 
Gaynor,  Jean  Dagenais,  Lottie  Lawless,  Leota 
Arbic,  Helen  Dudgeon,  Loretto  Rozak,  Catherine 
Golden,  Vivian  McMahon,  Agnes  Clare  Grogan, 
Dorothy  Galvin,  Margaret  Bodner,  Jane  Garrity, 
Dorothy  Sumski,  Elda  Seitz. 
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THE    RAINBOW. 


"And  God  said:  .  ,  .  and  the  boiv  slmll  be  in  the 
clouds,  the  I  shall  see  it.  and  shall  remember  the 
everlasting  covenant  that  was  made  between  God  and 
every  living  soul."       Genesis  IX. 

The  ''Rainbow"  is  a  <?o]den  arch 

That  binds  old  love  to  new ; 
It   glimmers,   then   bursts   out   again, 

With  sunlight  streaming  through. 

The  ''Rainbow"  is  a  covenant 

Between   my  school  and   me; 
To  memories  of  Loretto  days 

It  is  the  magic  key. 

Long  since   for   covenant   God   placed 

His  Rainbow  in  the  sky, 
A  pledge  to  men  —  as  ours  to  us  — 

That  love  will  never  die. 

Beryl  Black,  Form  IIA. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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Frontispiece.  ..  .Graduates  of  1932,  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  in  the  University  of 
Toronto. 

To  the  Graduates Very  Reverend  H.  S.  Bellisle,  C.S.B. 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  D.  J.  Dunne,  D.D. 

The  "Saintly"   Cardinal  Merry  Del  Val Reverend   Gerald   Doyle 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  William  C.  McGrath. 

Address   at   Graduation   Exercises Reverend    William   G.    Goodrow 

The  Company  of  Heaven    Kathleen  J.  Costello,  B.A. 

In  Memoriam,,  Lois  Berryman. 

The   Graduates    Mrs.    O.   Hiscott 


ARTICLES  by  Margaret  Loughlin,  B.A.,  Margaret  Ash,  Ruth  Hobberlin,  Deborah 
Dick,  Colomba  C.  Zerega,  Virginia  Geraghty,  Dorothy  Shean,  Lottie  Lawless,  Hazel 
Taylor,  Miriam  Wolf,  Eileen  Whelan,  Mary  McCarthy,  Kathleen  Fitzpatrick,  Patricia 
Mooney,  Patricia  Flood,  Evelyn  Armstrong,  Kathleen  Claire  Hunt,  Dorothy  Sumski, 
Jane  Garrity. 


VERSE  by  Beryl  Black,  Jeannine  Coupal,  Roland  De  Mers,  Barbara  Knox, 
Catherine  Schwellenbach,  Cyrilla  Healy,  Lois  Eswing,  Jean  McEachern,  Kathlyn 
Murphy. 
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i^rabuates;  of  1932,  of  Horetto  ^bbep  College 

in  tf)E 

®nit)ersiitp  of  tKoronto 


Above — Miss  MoUie  Castell  Hopkins,  IJ.A.;  Miss  Margaret    Loughlin,     IJ.A.;      Miss    Evelyn    Whelan; 
Miss  Alice  Hayes,  B.A.;  Miss  Rita  McDonald,  B.A.;  Miss  Dorothy  Smith,  B.A. 

Below — Miss  Joan  Castell  Hopkins,  B.A.;  Miss  Hester  Moran,  B.A.;   3Iiss  Catherine  Mace,  B.A.;   Miss 
Margaret  Glintz,  B.A.;   Miss  Hilda  Tumelty,  B.A. 

Centre — The   Rose-Garland    Processional    escorting    the  graduates  to  the  Auditorium  for  the  Gradua- 
tion Exercises,  on  June  11th,  1032. 
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VOL.  XXXIX. 


RAINBOW 


Earth's  noblest  thing — a  woman  perfected. 


TORONTO,  JULY,  1932 


No.  1 


TO  THE  GRADUATES 

RY  VERY  REVEREND  H.  S.  BELLISLE,  C.S.B, 
Superior  of  St.  Mlchaers  C^)llege,  in  the  Univei-sity  of  Toronto. 


It  seems  to  be  law  of  human  life  that  pain 
precede  pleasure,  that  sorrow  precede  joy. 
Even  Our  Lord  Jesus  Ciirist  Himself  must  first 
suffer  before  enterinj^*  into  His  glory.  The 
leader  rejoices  in  victory  in  proportion  to  his 


they  had  begun.  The  situation  in  which  we  are 
now  moving  seems  somewhat  similar.  The 
Lord  seems  to  have  confounded  not  only  the 
tongues  of  men  of  our.  generation,  but  also 
their  minds.     For  never  before  in  our  lifetime 


nearness  to  defeat.    The  sick  rejoice  in  health  did  man  receive  so  much  advice  and  so  little 

restored  in  ])roportion  to  the  severity  of  the  direction.     Speakers  within  the  last  year  have 

sickness.     If  there  be  no  risk,  no  hazard,  no  run  the  entire  scale  from  highest  optimism  to 

difficulty,  there  is  likewise  no  rejoicing.     You  deepest  despair. 

have  run  risks,  you    have  encountered  hazards,  But   above   the   noise   and   din   of   human 

you  have  faced   difficulties.     You  have  every  voices,  each  with  a  different  solution  for  the 

reason  to  rejoice  in  victory.     May  I  congratu-  present  distress,  there  rises  the  voice  of  one, 

late  you  upon  your  success^  and  wish  you  God's  Christ's  Vicar  on  earth,  Pius  XL,  who  speaks 


blessing  for  the  future? 

You  will  not  take  it  amiss  if  I  address  a 
few  words  to  you  in  regard  to  the  future.  At 
an  early  stage  in  the  history  of  our  races,  when 
the  human  family  was  as  yet  small,  men  said 
one  to  another:  ''Come,  let  us  make  a  city  and 
a  tower,  the  top  whereof  may  reach  to  heaven : 


clearly  and  points  the  direction  in  which  the 
human  family  must  travel  if  peace  among  men 
is  to  be  restored.  His  voice  is  prompted  and 
controlled  by  the  Wisdom  of  God.  He  has 
inherited  the  Word  which  is  with  power. 
Faithful  to  his  trust  as  Supreme  Pa.stor  of  the 
Flock  of  Christ,  he  feeds  both  lambs  and  sheep. 


and  let  us  make  our  name  famous  before  we  Encyclical    after    encyclical    has    come    forth 

be  scattered  abroad  into  all  lands.     And  the  from  the  Vatican  City  touching  every  phase 

Lord  came  down  to  see  the  city  and  the  tower  and  aspect  of  human  life.    His  Encyclicals  on 

which    the   children   of  Adam  were   building.  Labour,  on  the  Christian  Education  of  Youth, 

And  He  said:    'Come  ye  therefore,  let  us  go  and  on  the  Christian  Family,  outline  a  plan  of 

down   and   confound  their  tongues  that  they  Catholic  action  within  which  the  most  pious, 

may    not    understand    one    another's    speech.'  talented   and   energetic    amongst   us   can   find 

And  the  Lord  scattered  them  from  that  place  ami)le  scope.     I  will  quote  just  one  paragraph 

into  all  lands."  (Genesis  XL)     The  Lord  con-  from  his  Encyclical  on  the  Christian  Education 

fused   the   tongues    of   men   because    of   their  of  Youth.    It  illustrates  well  how  thorough  and 

pride.     They  could  not  finish  the  work  which  far-reaching  is  the  plan  of  campaign  enjoined 
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RIGHT 
REVEREND 
MONSIGNOR 
DENIS  J. 
DUNNE,  D.D. 


Monsignor  Dunne  was  the  speaker  at  the  Graduation  Exercises  at  Loretto  Acadenij ,  Woo<lla^vn,  Chicago, 
on  June  9th,  1932,  when  he  gave  an  eh)quent  and  inspiring  address  to  the  large  audience. 


by  His  Holiness  upon  Christian  educators  of 
youth.  It  is  but  a  sample  of  what  appears  in 
other  encyclicals  touching  otheir  aspects  oif 
human  life : 

''For  the  mere  fact  that  a  school  gives 
some  religious  instruction  (often  extremely 
stinted),  does  not  bring  it  into  accord  with  the 
rights  of  the  Church  and  of  the  Christian  fam- 
ily, or  make  it  a  fit  place  for  Catholic  students. 
To  be  this,  it  is  necessary  that  all  the  teaching 
and  the  whole  organization  of  the  school,  and 
its  teachers,  syllabus  and  text-books  in  every 
branch,  be  regulated  by  the  Christian  spirit, 
under  the  direction  and  maternal  supervision 
of  the  Church ;  so  that  religion  may  be  in  very 
truth  the  foundation  and  crown  of  the  youth's 
entire  training;  and  this  in  every  grade  of 
school,  not  only  the  elementary,  but  the  inter- 
mediate and  the  higher  institutions  of  learning 
as  well.  To  use  the  words  of  Leo  XIII.:  'It  is 
necessary  not  only  that  religious  instruction  be 
given  to  the  young  at  certain  fixed  times,  but 
also  that  every  other  subject  taught,  be  perme- 
ated with  Christian  piet3^  If  this  is  wanting, 
if  this  sacred  atmosphere  does  not  pervade  and 
warm  the  hearts  of  masters  and  scholars  alike, 


little  good  can  be  expected  from  any  kind  of 
learning,  and  considerable  harm  will  often  be 
the  consequence.'  " 

Has  not  His  Holiness  a  right  to  count  on 
you,  graduates  of  a  Catholic  College,  first  to 
know  the  content  of  his  encyclicals,  and  then 
to  put  in  practice,  in  so  far  as  God  gives  you 
opportunity,  what  he  enjoins?  You  will  not 
disappoint  him.  When  His  Holiness  speaks  we 
do  not  criticize,  but  obey.  When  His  Holiness 
speaks,  then  it  is  "ours  not  to  reason  why," 
but  with  that  prompt  obedience  which  is  to  be 
expected  in  every  true  soldier  of  Christ,  we 
swing  into  line,  and,  with  God's  help  and  as- 
sistance, follow  our  leader.  In  following  the 
Vicar  of  Christ  we  cannot  go  astray.  For  the 
voice  of  Pius  is  the  Voice  of  Christ.  When 
Pius  XI.  asks  the  graduates  of  1932:  "Will  you 
also  go  away?"  you  will  answer:  "Lord,  to 
whom  shall  we  go,  for  Thou  hast  the  Words 
of  Eternal  Life." 
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It  is  now  more  than  two  years  since  the 
death  of  Cardinal  Merry  del  Val,  formerly 
Secretary  of  State  to  Pope  Pius  X.,  holder  of 
many  diverse  ecclesiastical  positions,  and  pro- 
tector of  many  Religious  Communities,  includ- 
ing the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 
Throughout  the  Catholic  world  he  was  known 
as  a  brilliant  mind,  an  accomplished  linguist, 
a  "magnificent  figure,"  and  an  outstanding 
ecclesiastic. 

Born  in  London,  England,  the  third  son 
of  Marquis  Merry  del  Val,  then  secretary  to 
the  Spanish  Embassy,  London,  and  subsequent- 


ly Spanish  Ambassador  to  Austria  and  to  the 
Holy  See,  the  future  Cardinal  received  from 
his  parents  the  best  characteristics  of  three 
nationalities,  Spa-nish  and  Irish  from  his  fa- 
ther, and  Spanish  and  English  from  his  mother, 
and  in  him  was  formed  a  character  that  was 
capable  of  great  things.  His  early  education 
and  upbringing  was  mainly  English,  and  as  a 
young  man  he  was  selected  by  the  Court  of 
^ladrid  to  be   private   tutor  to  King  Alfonso 

xir. 

With   the    priesthood   as   his   d«sire,    and 
with  the  intention  of  then  returning  to  Eng- 
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land,  there  to  labour  for  the  conversion  of  the 
land  of  his  birth,  he  came  to  Rome,  but  before 
taking  possession  of  the  little  room  waiting 
for  him  at  the  Scots'  College,  he  was  brought 
by  his  father  for  an  audience  with  Pope  Leo 
XIIT.  ; 

"Where  is  this  young  man  going?"  asked 
the  Pope  as  he  looked  at  the  student  kneeling 
before  him,  with  a  glance  which  seemed  to 
penetrate  the  soul.  And  on  hearing,  His  Holi- 
ness, after  a  moment's  silence,  said:  "He  is 
going  to  the  Scots'  College  —  and  why  ?  Wait 
a  few  days.    We  shall  see     Wait." 

As  a  result  of  this  unexpected  recommen- 
dation the  young  student  waited  a  few  days, 
and  this  same  recommendation  "has  kept  the 
Scots'  College  waiting*:  forever,"  for  two  days 
later  the  President  of  the  Noble  Academy 
visited  the  seminarian  and  informed  him  that 
the  Holy  Father  had  destined  him  for  the 
Academy  of  Noble  Ecclesiastics  and  the  Grego- 
rian University. 

With  this  decision  of  the  Holy  Father  he 
had,  perforce,  to  say  goodbye-  to  two  ambi- 
tions: the  first,  very  definiie,  of  returning  to 
England  to  labour  there  as  a  priest;  and  the 
second,  rather  vague,  of  entering  the  Society 
of  Jesus. 

From  the  moment  of  his  enrolment  in  the 
Noble  Academy,  success,  judged  by  a  certain 
standard,  seemed  to  beckon  him.  While  very 
young  he  was  Secretary  of  the  Extraordinary 
Mission  to  London  for  the  Jubilee  of  Queen 
Victoria,  and  he  went  to  Berlin  for  that  of 
Emperor  Frederick.  Ordained  in  1889,  he  was 
Secretary  of  various  Commissions,  and  then, 
in  1897,  he  was  sent  as  Papal  Delegate  to  Can- 
ada to  report  on  the  separate  school  question 
in  Manitoba.  He  was  President  of  the  Acad- 
emy of  Noble  Ecclesiastics,  1899-1901,  and  in 


1902  visited  London  as  Papal  Envoy  at  the 
Cqronation  of  King  Edward  Yll. ;  buit  the 
zenith  of  success  for  him  was  reached  when 
in  1903  he  was  named  Papal  Secretary  of  State 
by  Pope  Pius  X.  During  the  following  eleven 
years  he  spent  himself  in  the  service  of  the 
Church,  proving  himself  worthy  of  the  great 
confidence  placed  in  him  by  the  Vicar  of  Christ. 
Upon  the  death  of  Pope  Pius  X.  he  lived  a 
more  retired  life,  but  as  Secretary  of  the  Holy 
Office,  of  which  Congregation  the  Supreme 
Pontift'  is  the  Prefect,  he  faithfully  fulfilled 
all  the  duties  of  his  position,  and  was  recog- 
nized as  a  great  influence  in  the  Sacred  Col- 
lege. He  died,  unexpectedly,  on  February  26, 
1930. 

In  the  obituary  notices  one  reads  of  the 
death  of  the  great  churchman ;  but,  speak  to 
the  friends  of  Cardinal  Merry  del  Val  and  they 
will  not  tell  you  of  the  eminent  ecclesiastic,  the 
gracious  bearing,  the  polished  diplomat,  or  the 
great  statesman,  but  rather  of  .the  "saintly" 
Cardinal  Merry  del  Val,  whom  they  loved  and 
appreciated  in  life,  and  whose  death  opened 
new  channels  for  their  appreciation  and  re- 
spect. 

The  simple  life  of  this  great  Cardinal  was 
marked  by  his  great  charity.  No  one  who  ap- 
plied to  him  for  help  was  refused.  On  at  least 
one  occasion  he  sold  a  ring  to  raise  money  to 
aid  some  causae.  Many  needy  persons  had  been 
receiving  assistance  from  an  unknown  source, 
but  at  his  death  this  assistance  ceased;  the  in- 
ference is  not  unreasonable. 

His  evenings  were  always  given  to  "his 
boys,"  at  his  boys'  club:  "The  Association  of 
the  Sacred  Heart."  Here  he  was  director,  ad- 
visor, hidden  benefactor,  companion  and  fath- 
er. On  his  elevation  to  the  Office  of  Secretary 
of  State  the  boys  of  the  club  were  afraid  of 
losing  him.    "No,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "I  would 


THE     RAINBOW 


«;ive  up  everythinp-  before  «;ivinfr  up  the  Asso- 
ciation." 

At  another  time  he  stated  that  his  day  did 
not  seem  complete  if  he  did  not  see  his  boys, 
and  on  those  evenings  when  he  had  to  attend 
some  official  function  he  would  drop  into  the 
club,  if  only  for  a  few  minutes.  The  boys,  see- 
ing him  attired  in  his  robes,  at  first  looked 
askance,  and  then  their  attitude  seemed  to 
say:  "Well,  he  cannot  help  it,  he  probably  has 
to  dress  that  way,  so  we  shall  receive  him  just 
the  same." 

On  one  occasion  he  said  to  a  friend,  rather 
regretfully:  "People  seem  to  think  that  I  am 
proud  and  distant.    What  do  you  think?" 

"Well,  Your  Eminence,  if  I  were  in  need  of 
sympathy  and  understanding  I  do  not  know 
of  anyone  to  whom  I  would  sooner  go  than  to 
you." 

"Good!"  the  Cardinal  exclaimed,  a  smile 
lighting  his  face.    "Come  to  me  any  time." 

His  great  devotion  was  to  Our  Mother  of 
Sorrows,  and  he  also  had  a  devotion  to  the 
Little  P^lower,  whose  picture  was  in  his  room. 

Naturally  he  had  a  great  love  of  Christ 
in  the  Eucharist,  as  this  prayer,  written  for  a 
friend,  in  1902,  before  he  came  into  such  close 
contact  with  the  great  Pope  of  the  Eucharist, 
proves : 

"At  Thy  Feet,  0  my  Jesus,  I  prostrate 
myself,  and  offer  Thee  the  sorrow  of  my  con- 
trite heart,  sunk  in  the  abyss  of  its  own  noth- 
ingness and  in  Thy  holy  presence.  I  adore 
Thee  in  the  Sacrament  of  Thy  Love,  the  ineft'- 
able  Eucharist.  I  desire  to  receive  Thee  into 
the  poor  dwelling  that  mj'  soul  offers  Thee. 
Awaiting  the  happiness  of  a  Sacramental  Com- 
munion, I  wish  to  receive  Thee  in  spirit.  Come 
to  me,  for  I  come  to  Thee,  O  my  Jesus,  and  may 
Thy  love  inflame  my  whole  being  for  life  and 
for  death.  I  believe  in  Thee,  I  hope  in  Thee, 
I  love  Thee.    Amen. 

This  Act  of  Spiritual  Communion  is  now 
indulgenced. 


His  private  life  was  simple,  although  his 
duties  as  a  Cardinal  required  that  he  be  present 
at  various  functions.  It  is  related  that  when 
he  was  President  of  the  Noble  Academy,  and 
students  would  ask  permission  to  accept  an  in- 
vitation to  dinner,  his  reply:  "Yes,  you  may 
accept,  but  I  do  not  accept  such  invitations 
myself,"  was  usually  sufficient  for  the  guidance 
of  the  student. 

The  house  in  which  he  lived,  now  destroyed, 
was  unpretentious.  His  reception-room  was  in 
keeping  with  his  position,  although  not  luxuri- 
ous, but  upstairs  his  bedroom  was  very  simple, 
being  furnished  with  a  plain  black  iron  bed, 
which  he  had  used  when  a  student,  and  a  few 
other  articles  in  keeping  with  the  bed.  On 
the  floor  could  be  seen  a  fine  pair  of  slippers, 
but  the  pair  he  used,  old  and  patched,  were 
kept  out  of  sight.  After  h\A  death  a  heavy 
blood-stained  dicipline  and  two  penitential 
chain  belts  were  found  locked  in  his  desk. 
Even  his  closest  friends  had  never  imagined 
that  he  performed  such  penances,  but  it  has 
since  been  learned  that  tho.se  who  kept  his 
room  in  order  had  discovered  blood  in  the  room, 
but  had  been  warned  to  say  nothing. 

His  will,  in  which  he  proved  his  love  for 
the  Missions,  showed  how  completely  he  sur- 
rendered himself  to  the  Will  of  God:  "I  ask 
pardon  of  all  those  whom  I  may  have  offended. 
Repenting  not  having  served  Him  better,  I 
implore  the  mercy  of  God.  I  bles.s  all  the  dear 
boys  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Association  and  all 
the  dear  Communities  of  which  I  was  Protec- 
tor, I  joyfully  accept  death  when  and  how 
the  Lord  shall  will,  in  expiation  of  my  sins, 
and  adoring  His  decrees  ....  I  am  in  the 
Hands  of  God." 

His  request,  which  was  granted,  was  to  be 
buried  near  his  father  and  friend,  Pope  Pius 
X.,  and  those  two  who  in  life  had  so  much  in 
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Congratulations  to  Right  Kevereiid 
William  V.  McGrath,  D.D.,  Pi-efect 
Ai>ost«lic,  Canadian  Missions,  (^he- 
kiang,  China.  Monsignor  McGrath 
has  always  been  an  actively  interest- 
ed friend  in  our  college  work,  and 
has  contributed  valuable  articles  to 
our  magazine. 


Reverend  Gerald  Doyle,  the  writer 
(left),  with  Reverend  Lucius  Bar- 
nett,  in  the  Pincio  Gardens,  Rome. 
Father  Doyle,  who  is  now  at  the 
Canadian  College,  Rome,  doing  i)ost- 
gi'aduate  work,  began  his  scholastic 
career  at  Loretto  Academy,  AVelles- 
ley  Place,  Toronto. 


common,  now,  in  death,  seem  to  be  regarding 
each  other.  Whenever  the  crypt  of  St.  Peter's 
is  open  you  are  almost  certain  to  find  someone 
praying  at  the  tomb  of  the  **  saintly"  Cardinal, 
and  this  tomb  is  never  without  flowers  and 
lights. 

On  the  second  anniversary  of  his  death, 
February  26,  Masses  were  said  in  the  crypt  all 
the  morning,  with  Cardinal  Segura  saying  the 
Mass  at  half-past  seven.  At  his  titular  church, 
Santa  Prassede,  a  Solemn  Requiem  Mass  was 
sung,  attended  by  many  prelates,  while  at  the 
Gesii  there  was  a  special  commemoration 
sponsored  by  the  Propaganda. 

By  request,  pieces  of  his  clothing  have 
been  distributed,  and'  there  are  many  who 
claim  to  have  received  favours  from  Almighty 
God  through  his  intercession. 

It  is  understood  that  the  complete  life  of 


Cardinal  Merry  del  Val  is  to  be  published  in 
Italian  and  English,  and  it  is  reported  that 
the  pamphlet  written  by  Guiseppe  dalla  Torre 
(from  which  som^  facts  have  been  drawn  for 
this  article)  has  now  been  translated  into  Eng- 
lish. 

Perhaps  in  the  following  resolutions,  writ- 
ten by  Cardinal  Merry  del  Val,  may  be  found 
that  which  motivated  his  life,  making  his  ser- 
vice of  God  continual: 

"I  have  promised  with  His  grace  not  to  he- 
gin  any  action  without  remembering  that  He  is 
witness  of  it  —  that  He  performs  it  together  with 
me  and  gives  me  the  means  to  do  it.  Never  to 
conclude  any  without  the  same  thought,  offering 
it  to  Him  as  belonging  to  Him,  and  in  the  course 
of  the  action  whenever  the  same  thought  shall 
()c«ur,  to  stop  for  a  moment  and  renew  the  de- 
sire of  pleasing  Him." 
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ADDRESS  AT  GRADUATION  EXERCISES 

AT  LORETTO  ACADEMY,  HAMILTON, 
JUNE  7th,  1932. 


Ry  REVEREND  WILLIAM  G.  GOODROW. 


The  season  of  graduations  is  with  us  again 
and  a  host  of  smiling,  happy  graduates  greets 
us  on  every  hand.  The  school  year  is  drawing 
to  a  close,  and  the  pleasant  scenes  that  nature 
presents  on  every  side  seem  to  beckon  and  call 
to  the  youth  of  the  land  as  they  trip  lightly  out 
of  the  portals  of  our  universities  and  colleges 
and  schools,  bearing  in  their  arms  the  worn  and 
tattered  books  that  have  been  their  friends 
during  the  past  year  and  with  which  they  have 
been  on  such  intimate  terms,  bidding  a  fond 
adieu  to  their  teachers, — their  hearts  gay  and 
buoyant,  their  youthful  faces  beaming  with  the 
.joy  of  a  goal  attained,  and  radiating  a  peace, 
of  which  a  well-deserved  relaxation  and  a  well- 
earned  holiday  gives  promise.  Each  in  turn 
goes  home,  returns  to  the  family  circle,  breath- 
ing in  the  glories  of  nature's  loveliness,  happy 
with  the  exultation  of  freedom,  once  again  to 
enjoy  the  welcome  and  companionship  of  loved 
ones. 

Teachers  retire  to  the  solitude  of  their 
thoughts,  fatigued  with  the  enervating  labours 
of  months,  Avan  and  tired  with  the  stress  and 
strain  of  responsibility,  content  that  the  end 
of  the  school  year  has  brought  them  a  sur- 
cease of  toil,  and  rejoicing  in  the  knowledge 
that  now  they  may  refresh  and  renew  them- 
selves for  the  endeavours  and  obligations  of 
the  coming  year. 

Those  of  us  who  have  come  well  along  the 
highroad  of  life,  Avho,  in  our  day,  have  wit- 
nessed the  flower  of  youth  bloom  gloriously 
and  with  the  years  fade  and  wither  away,  who 
have  come  to  the  full  estate  of  manhood  and 
womanhood,  who  have  mounted  the  peak  of 
adulthood,  who  have  scaled  its  blazing  heights 
in  the  full  splendour  of  the  noon-time  of  life ; 
those  of  us  who  perhaps  have  begun  the  des- 
cent which  leads  adown  the  pathway  of  the 
years,  down  towards  the  evening  of  life ;  those 
of  us  around  whose  daj^s,  passing  restlessly 
away,  fall  the  shadows,  that  with  ever-increas- 
ing omen,  enshroud  and  bedim  our  closing 
years,  cannot  help  but  be  reminiscent,  thought- 
ful, serious; — our  eyes,  in  spite  of  ourselves, 
grow  wistful  and  misty  with  tears  as  we  look 


in  reverie  upon  our  own  hallowed  yesterdays 
and  their  broken  dreams;  as  in  turn,  we  be- 
hold youth, — its  vigor,  its  determination,  its 
courage,  its  vision,  its  glorious  opportunities. 

In  serried  array,  in  mystic  i)halanx,  pass  be- 
fore the  eyes,  the  milestones  of  memory:  the 
day  in  our  lives  Avhen  we  as  little  children 
left  the  loving  care  of  our  parents  for  the  first 
time,  to  go  to  school;  the  day  when  we,  with 
innocent  childish  hearts,  received  our  divine 
Lord  in  Holy  Communion  for  the  first  time; 
the  day  when  we  were  confirmed  by  our  be- 
loved Bishop,  anointed  Avith  the  chrism  of  sal- 
vation and  made  soldiers  in  the  army  of 
Christ;  the  day  when  Ave  first  began  to  toil 
for  our  living  or  if  more  fortunate,  the  day 
Avhen  Ave  first  entered  the  convent  or  college 
to  seek  after  the  higher  light  of  learning;  the 
day  of  our  graduation,  Avhen  the  hands  of  sym- 
pathetic, affectionate  teachers  gave  us  to  the 
Avorld  and  we  heard  from  their  lips  the  Avords 
of  paternal  encouragement  and  admonition ; 
the  day  when  we  made  the  choice  of  an  avo- 
cation in  life;  the  day  of  our  ordination;  the 
day  of  our  profession  as  servants  and  spouses 
of  God ;  the  day  when  Ave  completed  our  studies 
or  our  apprenticeship  for  the  various  profes- 
sions and  occupations  in  life.  These  are  all 
living  memories,  the  landmarks  that  stand  out 
prominently  in  our  lives.  But  ah !  hoAV  fast 
the  years  have  floAvn.  Indeed  life  is  but  a 
shadoAV,  and  Ave, — Ave  come,  Ave  live  out  our 
feeble  span  of  life,  and  Ave  are  gone, — but  mere 
phantoms  in  the  dream-story  of  man. 

Would  that  we  could  give  these  graduates 
of  to-day  the  fruits  of  our  varied  experiences 
in  the  complex  avenues  in  life;  Avould  that  we 
could  convince  them  of  the  follies,  the  illu- 
sions, the  vanities,  the  emptiness  and  futility 
of  temporal  things,  Avhich  pass  aAvay  even  as 
deAv-drops  vanish  from  the  heart  of  the  rose 
before  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun ;  Avould  that 
Ave  could  make  them  realize  the  purpose  of  ex- 
istence, the  Avhy  and  the  Avherefore  of  life,  the 
obligations  that  devolve  upon  them  as  crea- 
tures of  God,  before  Whom  all  things  are  as 
nothing,  and  in  the  light  of  Whose  majesty  and 
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<»lory,  all  things  pas-s  away,  leaving-  revealed 
only  the  ineffable  splendour  of  His  all-embrac- 
ing, all-eonsiiming  divine  presence;  for  we  are 
■well  aware  that  Avith  this  realization  deeply 
rooted  in  their  hearts  and  permeating  every 
fibre  of  their  being,  there  would  be  small  need 
to  warn  them  that  behind  and  beneath  the 
roseate  hues,  the  lavish  splendour,  the  garish 
but  deceiving  perspective  of  the  future  as  it  is 
unfolded  before  them,  there  lie  the  common 
hazards,  snares  and  temp'tations  that  bes.et 
every  wayfarer  in  this  vale  of  tears, — every 
son  and  daughter  of  man. 

There  was  a  time,  my  friends,  when  a  young 
person  who  had  the  opportunity  of  acquiring 
what  have  been  commonly  styled  "the  three 
R's"  was  east  adrift  in  the  more  or  less  |)oorly 
chartered  arena  of  human  endeavour,  with  very 
little  educational  equipment.  There  grew  up 
a  race  of  self-made  men  and  women,  who  are 
largely  passing  from  the  scene  of  life. 

To-day  a  vision  of  yesterday  has  in  a  mea- 
sure been  realized.  Public  and  high  schools, 
technical  institutions,  colleges,  convents,  and 
universities  make  it  possible  for  young  people 
to  prepare  themselves  for  the  future  on  a  more 
elaborate  scale.  There  is  no  excuse,  unless  it 
be  a  total  lack  of  funds  or  initiative,  for  our 
youth  not  receiving  a  vastly  superior  quality 
of  education  to  that  of  former  times.  Our  gov- 
ernments, in  fact,  men  in  every  walk  of  life, 
appreciate  the  need  of  so  educating  young  men 
and  women  that  they  may  be  not  only  a  credit 
to  their  community,  but  that  they  may  be  lead- 
ers in  the  professions,  in  the  various  fields  of 
human  activity,  in  fact  in  any  enterprise  they 
may  choose  to  undertake — leaders,  whose  abili- 
ties and  energies  are  directed  into  proper  chan- 
nels and  towards  high  Ideals. 

It  is  an  important  matter  , therefore,  to 
place  the  right  interpretation  on  the  meaning 
of  education.  Taken  from  the  Latin  verb  ' '  edu- 
cere,"  education  signifies  literally  to  lead  out 
or  to  bring  forth.  Education  is  therefore  not 
solely  a  method  of  mechanically  transplanting 
knowledge  from  the  hotbed  of  the  text-book 
to  the  garden  of  the  intellect ;  rather  it  is  a 
training  which  tends  to  stimulate  mental 
growth  by  the  development  and  evolution  of 
the  processes  of  the  mind.  Like  a  beautiful 
flower  under  the  glorious  rays  of  the  sun,  the 
mind  should  unfold  and  grow  in  beauty  under 
the  benign  stimulus  of  education 

Yet  to  teach  the  mind  without  training  the 
faculty  of  the  will,  without  the  cultivation  of 


self-discipline,  without  the  development  of  char- 
acter, is  (piite  clearly  to  mistake  the  pur])ose 
of  education,  and  will  undoubtedly  mean  dis- 
aster in  individual  lives. 

It  is  vital  to  the  notion  of  culture  that  edu- 
cation include  the  teacliing  of  good  morals,  if 
we  could  avoid  undermining  the  mental,  moral 
and  physical  wellbeing  of  our  people.  On  the 
other  hand,  any  educational  system  that  strives 
to  encourage  learning  without  an  accompany- 
ing development  of  character,  is  insecure,  in 
fact,  utterly  unsafe  to  follow.  This  contention 
is  emphatically  borne  out  by  history,  as  Ave 
cannot  fail  to  notice  in  our  study  of  the  rise 
and  fall  of  the  great  nations  of  the  past. 

The  present  era  is  full  of  danger  and  beset 
by  pitfalls  for  young  men  and  Avomen.  This 
is  true  certainly  of  any  era,  but  is  more  than 
ever  true  of  to-day  especially  Avhen  parents  re- 
fuse to  realize  and  accept  their  God-given  re- 
sponsibility in  regard  to  the  spiritual  as  Avell  as 
the  physical  Avelfare  of  their  children. 

We  cannot  divorce  education  and  religion 
Avithout  doing  it  at  the  expense  of  education. 
There  is  not  one  of  us  Avho  may  ignore  Avith 
impunity  the  fact  that  primarily  we  are  crea- 
tures of  God,  the  Creator  ,and  that  as  such  Ave 
OAve  special  duties  to  Him — duties  of  knoAV- 
ledge,  love,  Avorship  and  service. 

Let  religious  influences  Avane,  and  Ave  are 
deepening  the  shadoAvs  Avith  Avhich  the  Avorld  is 
much  beclouded,  and  setting  up  the  rock  of 
peril  on  Avhich  not  only  the  career  of  the  indi- 
didual  but  that  of  the  nation  Avill  be  hopelessly 
Avrecked.  On  the  other  hand,  combine  virtue 
Avith  learning,  unite  character  and  character- 
training  Avith  mental  development,  join  reli- 
gion and  education  as  tAvo  hand-maidens  in- 
dispensable to  each  other,  and  Avhile  Ave  may 
have  occasional  failures,  in  the  main  we  will 
be  establishing  the  only  solid  foundation  upon 
Avhich  depend  the  permanence  and  stability  of 
the  communit}'',  of  the  nation,  and  of  the  Avorld 
at  large. 

Throughout  the  ages  of  Christianity  the 
Catholic  Church  has  fostered  education  in  the 
true  sense,  namely,  that  it  is  fundamentally 
based  on  the  solid  foundation  of  religion.  Her 
illustrious  institutions  of  learning  have  been 
the  beacon-lights  directing  a  benighted  genera- 
tion of  men  in  every  century  and  in  every  land 
to  the  haven  of  their  storied  Avails.  She  has 
promoted  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  given  men 
and  Avomen  of  renoAvn  to  every  Avorth-Avhile 
sphere     of  human  endeavour.     She  has  been 
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and  is  to-day  in  the  very  forefront  of  educa- 
tional and  scientific  progress  and  development, 
always  conscious  of  her  divine  mission  to  souls 
on  earth,  and  ever  charf^ed  with  the  conviction 
that  education  must  be  wedded  to  sound  reli- 
gious training  and  practice,  in  keeping  with 
the  teachings  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Graduates  of  Loretto  Academy,  you  have 
been  educated  in  just  such  a  splendid  Catho- 
lic institution,  and  I  felicitate  with  you  on  the 
attainment  of  the  goal  for  w^hich  you  have  la- 
boured for  years.  I  congratulate  the  good 
Sisters  of  Loretto  on  the  accomplishment  of 
their  fond  wishes  in  your  regard.  You  have 
been  seated  through  the  years  at  a  bountiful 
fountain  of  learning,  eminently  Avorthy  of  your 
confidence ;  you  have  prepared  well  for  this  oc- 
casion, and  you  have  looked  forward  eagerly 
to  this  day  when  you  go  forth  into  the  forum 
of  the  world,  disciples  of  the  arts  and  sciences, 
it  is  true,  but  principally  as  young  women 
whose  characters  and  principles  have  been 
shaped  and  moulded  in  accordance  with  the 
teachings  of  our  divine  Lord  and  those  of  Holy 
Church — in  a  word,  as  children  of  God,  as  chil- 
dren of  our  Mother  the  Church,  as  children 
of  our  holy  Faith. 

You  are  graduates  of  a  college ;  but  you  are 
more — you  are  citizens  of  our  country ;  that 
is  you  are  Canadians;  again  you  are  more — you 
are  Catholic  young  women;  and  in  this  light 
I,  as  a  priest,  wish  to  speak  to  you  this  even- 
ing. As  graduates  of  this  Academy  you  must 
not  be  unmindful  of  the  religious  teaching  and 
admonitions  of  the  esteemed  Sisters  of  Loretto, 
under  whose  loving  solicitude  and  protection 
you  have  grown  into  young  womanhood ;  you 
must  not  be  unmindful  of  the  responsibilities 
that  devolve  on  you,  for  the  brightness  and 
success  of  your  future  Avill  be  measured  by  the 
honest,  genuine  and  frank  acquittal  of  your 
bounden  duties  not  only  as  citizens,  but  as 
Catholics,  as  well  as  by  the  diligence  and 
and  energy  with  which  the  manifold  oppor- 
tunities of  your  lives  are  brought  into  accord 
with  the  tenets  of  your  holy  Faith. 

You  have  responsibilitiejs  towards  your  God. 
your  Church  and  your  Alma  Mater.  As  crea- 
tures of  God  you  are  bound  in  conscience  to 
fulfill  the  purpose  of  your  existence,  which  is 
to  know,  love  and  serve  God  and  to  be  happy 
wnth  him  forever  in  heaven.  Whatever  you 
do  to  nullify  or  to  defeat  God's  designs  in  your 
regard  is  at  variance  Avith'  the  divine  will 
and  is  deserving  of  divine    retribution.      The 


Catholic  Church  to  which  you  have  the  honour 
to  belong,  was  instituted  primarily  by  Jesus 
Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  not  only  to  teach  us 
the  eternal  truths,  but  to  be  our  Mother  and 
guide  in  directing  and  assisting  us  to  reach 
the  last  end  for  which  all  members  of  the  hu- 
man race  are  created.  In  view  of  the  rich 
heritage  of  faith  and  the  safe  religious  direc- 
tion you  have  received  through  the  ministry 
of  your  holy  Church,  in  view  of  your  exception- 
al training,  you  must  be  dutiful  children  of  that 
Church.  Your  Alma  Mater,  this  particular 
Loretto  Academy,  has  special  claim  on  your 
allegiance,  as  have  the  Sisters  who  are  its 
directors.  In  the  days  to  come  you  will  revere 
the  memory  of  these  sacred  walls  and  corridors, 
and  you  will  reverence  the  remembrance  of 
your  pious  teachers  and  monitors,  and  in  prac- 
tice you  will  do  all  you  can  to  sponsor  and 
further  the  interests  of  this  your  Alma  Mater. 

You  have  responsibilities  towards  your  na- 
tive land,  Canada  is  ours  by  right  of  birth 
and  domicile.  As  Catholics  we  have  an  added 
claim  to  our  country :  it  was  pioneered  by  Ca- 
tholic missionaries  who  brought  the  faith  of 
our  divine  Lord  to  the  aborigines,  and  who 
shed  their  blood  in  the  exercise  of  their  minis- 
try ;  the  earliest  trails  were  blazed  by  these 
stalwart  men  of  God,  and  to-day  Ave  number 
approximately  thirty-nine  per  cent,  of  the 
Canadian  population.  We  are  not  strangers 
in  this  land,  hcAved  out  of  the  virgin  Avilderness 
by  our  forefathers  and  sanctified  in  our  mo- 
thers' sorroAvs  and  tears.  Be  proud  of  your 
native  land,  be  loyal  to  its  institutions,  and  be 
Avorthy  of  the  glorious  patrimony  of  citizen- 
ship bequeathed  to  you 

You  have  responsibilities  toAvards  your  na- 
tive land,  toAvards  your  felloAv-men  here,  and 
in  other  lands.  You  should  symbolize  in  your 
lives  the  charity,  the  tolerance,  the  nobility, 
the  patriotic  fervour  that  belong  first  and  fore- 
most to  you  as  Catholic  Avomen  and  Avhich  is  so 
splendidly  taught  and  emphasized  by  your 
Church.  Whatever  you  do,  do  it  in  the  spirit 
of  fraternal  love,  so  that  others  may  be  the 
better  for  having  knoAvn  you,  and  so  that  your 
actions,  in  a  spirit  of  Avide  outlook  may  re- 
dound to  the  commouAveal  of  men  and  Avomen 
at  large. 

You  have  responsibilities  in  respect  of  your- 
selves. A.s  Catholics  and  as  graduates  of  this 
Academy  you  Avill  be  marked  for  higher  things 
and  higher  endeavours;  you  must  be  paragons 
of  virtue  and  exemplary  conduct;  strive  ahvays 
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SCENES  FROM  "THE  GATE  OF  MEUODY"  AND    "THE  GATE  OF  DREAMS." 
At  the  Closing  Exercises  of  the  Junior  School,  Lorctto  Abbey,  Annour  Heights,  Toronto,  June  15,  1932. 


for  the  hig'hest  in  Christian  livin":,  and  remem- 
ber that  sad  indeed  is  the  plight  of  a  woman 
Avho  forfeits  in  any  Avay  her  self-respect.  As 
you  honour  yourselves,  so  you  shall  be  honour- 
ed by  others 

Looking  over  the  hill-tops  of  the  future  let 
it  be  your  earnest  endeavour  and  praj^er  that 
the  sacrifices  of  your  parents,  guardians  and 
teachers  and  the  solicitude  of  your  holy  Mo- 
ther, the  Church,  may  not  be  in  vain,  but  ra- 


ther be  a  constant  impelling  urge«ito  prove  more 
worthy,  each  day  and  each  year,  of  your  glori- 
ous endowments,  and  more  diligent  in  your 
adherence  to  the  ideals  and  principles  which 
I  am  sure  will  motivate  and  inspire  you  to  a 
life  of  personal  consecration  in  whatever  sphere 
you  may  elect  to  enter. 

I  wish  you  under  God,  His  most  gracious 
benediction,  and  I  trust  that  you  will  attain  to 
the  destiny  for  which  He  fashioned  you. 


DAWN. 

Over  the  far-off  eastern  hills 
The  bright  red  disc  is  rising; 

The  sun  begins  its  steep  ascent 
To   keep   the  world   a-striving. 

So  a  new  life  now  dawns  for  us, 
The  graduates  of  this  year, 

A   life   of    toil,    and    steep    ascents^ — 
Will  we  keep  the  world  a-cheer? 


Sedley,  Sask. 


Rolland   DeMers,    Grade   XI. 
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THE  COMPANY  OF  HEAVEN 

By  Kathleen  J.  Costello,  B.A. 


A  very  memorable  and  noteworthy  dramatic 
production  took  place  in  Washington,  D.C.,  in 
Passion  Week  of  1928.  It  was  the  exquisite  "Tab- 
leaux Vivants"  of  scenes  from  the  lives  of  the 
Saints,  presented  by  the  ladies  of  the  Diploma- 
tic Corps,  (which,  by  the  way,  is  largely  Catho- 
lic,) and  a  group  of  debutantes.  The  perform- 
ance had  the  patronage  of  the  Apostolic  Dele- 
gate and  distinguished  prelates.  The  outstand- 
ing names  of  American  society  were  on  the 
program:  Astor,  Vanderbilt,  Lodge  and  Harri- 
man,  to  mention  just  a  few.  High  government 
officials  and  great  diplomats  were  in  the  audi- 
ence, mingling  with  priests  and  seminarians 
from  the  colleges,  and  Sisters  from  their  con- 
vents, and  with  them  a  sprinkling  ol  quite  ordin- 
ary poor  sinners  who  w^ere  much  the  better  for 
the  vivid  little  glimpse  of  the  Company  of  Hea- 
ven, which  they  had  that  afternoon. 

We  saw  only  a  dozen  or  so  beautiful  pic- 
tures. But  they  included  lovely  child  saints,  a 
sainted  grandmother,  queens  and  peasant  girls 
now  raised  to  our  altars,  saints  from  the  Se- 
cond Century  after  Christ  down  to  our  Little 
Flower,  saints  from  France,  from  Peru,  from 
Spain,  from  Hungary  and  England.  Surely  they 
taught  the  lesson  that  no  one  is  barred  from 
the  Comjpany  of  Heaven  who  is  willing  to  suffer 
with  Christ. 

Each  of  the  fourteen  tableaux  was  preceded 
by  a  short  explanatory  reading  from  the  manu- 
script of  a  Sister  of  Providence,  and  was  accom- 
panied by  the  singing  of  appropriate  hymns  by 
a  men's  choir.  Most  of  the  hymns  were  taken 
from  old  missals  and  breathed  a  spirit  of  deep 
devotion.     The   tableaux   and   costumes   were 


in  every  detail.     In  most  cases,  the  Saint  was 
portrayed  by  a  young  country-woman. 

The  curtain  rose  first  on  a  Roman  Palace 
in  177  A.D.  St.  Cecilia  sat  at  her  organ,  above 
her  a  tall,  flame-colored  angel,  surrounded  by 
eight  winsome  cherubim,  two  of  whom  bore 
wreaths  of  roses,  the  martyr's  crowns  that  were 
to  come  to  Cecelia  and  her  convert-husband, 
St.  Valerian,  who  knelt  in  ecstacy  before  the 
vision. 

Ancient  Rome  again,  after  a  hundred  years 
had  passed,  and  two  other  sweet  young  martyrs 
were  presented.  St.  Emerentiana,  the  Christian 
slave,  crouching  in  pain  and  fear  before  the 
tomb  of  her  foster  sister,  St.  Agnes;  a  group 
of  Roman  children  who  had  discovered  her 
praying  there,  with  stones  in  their  up-raised 
hands;  and  above  the  tomb  the  apparition  of 
lovely  little  Agnes,  white-robed,  childlike, 
golden-haired,  bearing  her  white  lamb  and  her 
martyr's  golden  palm.  To  me  this  was  the 
most  appealing  scene  of  all. 

Down  through  the  ages  to  the  forest  of 
Thuringia  in  1206,  and  St.  Elizabeth  of  Hun- 
gary, secretly  feeding  poor,  sick  children,  is 
shown  at  the  moment  of  her  discovery  by  her 
kingly  husband,  his  disgusted  Court  and  scorn- 
ful family,  as  they  return  from  the  chase. 

Exquisitely  beautiful  was  the  scene  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Cologne.  The  boy,  Herman 
Joseph,  now  called  Blessed,  knelt  before  a 
lovely  shrine  of  the  Madonna  and  Child,  hold- 
ing up  a  rosy  apple,  his  dearest  possession, 
which  he  prayed  Our  Lady  to  accept  for  her 
baby.    The  story  goes  that  the  prayer  was  not 


designed  by  the  artist,  Vicken  von  Post  Totten,     denied,  but  that  the  statue  stooped  and  raised 
and  were  exquisitely  beautiful  and  authentic     the  apple  to  the  tiny  hands  of  the  Infant  Jesus. 


16 


THE      RAINBOW 


The  centre  of  a  brilliant  Court  Avas  Queen 
Blanche  of  Castile,  seated  on  a  throne,  teaching 
the  future  St.  Louis  to  read,  while  the  choir 
caroled : 

"Her  son  Avas  a  great  saint.  .  .  . 
'Tis  said   that  this   honour  he   owned   to   his 

mother, 
As  much  as    his    kingship    he    owed    to    his 
father." 

Came  another  Queen,  Bridget   of  Sweden, 

"The  saintly  woman,  brave  and  strong, 
Whose  noble  virtue  shineth  forth 
In  glory  through  the  bounds  of  earth." 

She  sat  in  her  great  hall,  reading  the  gospels 
to  a  charming  circle  of  her  daughters  and 
their  babies. 

Then  Joan  of  Arc  knelt  in  the  forest  in 
Lorraine  before  her  wondrous  voices,  St. 
Katherine,  St.  Margaret,  and  St.  Michael.  As 
portrayed  by  a  young  daughter  of  the  poet- 
ambassador,  Paul  Claudel,  the  Saint  was  touch- 
ingly  girlish  and  slender  in  her  red  peasant 
dress  and  golden  hair. 

Two  scenes  were  depicted  from  the  life  of 
the  greatest  of  woman  saints,  St.  Theresa.  The 
first  illustrated  the  beautiful  incident  in  the 
Saint's  childhood  when,  as  the  old  melody  ac- 
companying the  tableau  had  it, 

"God's    messenger,    Theresa,    thou    left    thy 
father's  home. 
To   bring  mankind   to   Jesus,   or   seek   sweet 
martyrdom." 

In  the  second  tableau  the  Saint  appeared  at 
the  door  of  her  convent  with  other  nuns,  vicAv- 
ing  the  departure  of  the  Princess  of  Eboli  and 
a  group  of  Court  ladies  Avho  Avere  withdraAving 
after  an  attempt  to  join  her  Order. 

England  Avas  represented  by  an  unfamiliar 
bit    of    heavenly    lore.    A    charming    young 


mother,  the  Venerable  Margaret  Clitheroe, 
"Pearl  of  York"  stood  in  her  SAveet,  old  York-- 
shire  garden  in  1600,  her  children  clinging  to 
her  skirts.  A  sorroAvful  little  group  of  friends 
faced  them,  and  in  the  background  a  sheriff 
Avaited  to  lead  Margaret  off  to  prison  and 
martyrdom.  Looking  on,  Avas  an  orphan  child 
Avhom  she  had  sheltered,  and  Avho  had  betrayed 
her  as  a  convert  to  the  Faith  and  a  harbourer 
of  fugitive  priests. 

Distant  Lima  in  the  Sixteenth  Century,  Avith 
St.  Hose  surrounded  by  sick  children  and 
their  mothers  pleading  her  aid,  Avas  a  touching 
picture.  The  fact  Avhich  Avas  revealed,  that 
she  Avas  the  only  saint  of  the  Americas,  was 
rather  a  surprise. 

A  pathetic  group  in  the  Temple  Prison  in 
Paris  during  the  Revolution  Avere  Madame 
Elizabeth,  Madame  Royale,  Marie  Antoinette, 
and  the  Dauphin.  The  hymn  for  this  tableau 
Avas  originally  found  in  an  old  prayer-book  of 
Mary,  Queen  of  Scotts,  and  she  is  regarded  as 
the  author  of  it.    The  burden  of  the  song  Avas : 

"In  chains  that  are  galling, 
In  sorroAv  appalling. 
My  will  is  with  Thee." 

The  Little  FloAver  appeared,  in  the  familiar 
Carmelite  habit,  wdth  her  rose-covered  crucifix, 
but  surrounded  by  a  radiant  group  of  saints 
and  angels,  Avith  an  ethereal  shoAver  of  roses 
falling  about  her. 

Last  scene  of  all  Avas  a  glorious  grouping  of 
all  the  Saints  after  a  picture  of  Era  Angelico, 
Avith  Our  Blessed  Mother  and  the  Divine  Child 
on  a  glittering  throne  in  the  centre.  As  the 
curtain  fell,  the  choir  sang : 

"For  all  the  saints,  Avho  from  their  labours  rest,^ 
Who  Thee  by  faith  before  the  Avorld  confessed. 
Thy  Name,  0  Jesu,  be  forever  blessed. 

Alleluia." 
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3n  iWemoriam  ==  Hoisi  ^tttpmm 


Died  May  Uth,  1932. 


*'In  paradisum   deducarut   te   angeli" 

"  .  .   Cum  Sanctis  Tuis  in  aeternum   .   .  ," 

Little  did  we  think  on  our  happy  graduation  day  that  within  a  year  one 
would  be  gone  from  our  number,  one  who  is  as  much  missed  in  death  as  she 
was  beloved  in  life. 

There  was  a  void  in  our  class  this  year  during  Lois's  long  illness,  for, 
though  of  a  retiring  disposition,  she  never  failed  to  be  keenly  interested  in 
the  social  and  athletic  activities  of  the  school,  and  her  quiet  influence  Avas 
always  felt.  As  a  Third  Form  student,  Lois  brought  honour  to  the  school  by 
winning  a  much-coveted  prize  for  a  best  original  story.  Last  year  she  obtained 
the  highest  standing  at  Loretto  Abbey  College  School  and  was  our  contestant 
for  the  Loretto  Abbey  Alumnae  Scholarship. 

Yet  the  impression  left  on  her  friends  by  her  character  is  a  higher  tribute 
to  her  memory  than  these  achievements.  It  is  diflficult  for  those  who  loved  her 
to  see  life  denied  to  one  so  full  of  youth  and  hope,  but  the  inspiration  of  Lois's 
great  faith  strengthens  our  own;  and  we  know  by  faith  that  she  still  lives. 

"Weeping  shall  endure  for  a  night,  but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning." 

Margaret  Ash,  Form  V. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School,   Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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VALEDICTORY 

By  MISS  MARGARET  IvOUGHIilN,   B.A., 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto. 


Paradoxical  as  it  may  seem,  no  class  that 
has  ever  graduated  from  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege has  found  itself  on  the  threshold  of  a 
world  that  requires  it  so  little  and  needs  it  so 
much.  All  around  us  we  see  tragic  evidence  of 
the  disconcerting  fact  that  this  Avorld  of  ours 
has  seemingly  nothing  to  offer  those  who  would 
willingly  labour  with  hand  and  brain  for  their 
daily  bread.  And  yet,  beyond  that  vision,  we 
are  conscious  of  the  need  of  some  human 
agency  that,  under  divine  guidance,  will  toil 
with  heart  and  hand  gradually  and  successfully 
to  coipbat  the  deplorable  conditions  that  con- 
front us. 

Assembled  for  the  last  time,  as  a  class,  in 
our  beloved  Alma  Mater^  to  say  good-bye  to 
those  associates  and  associations  that  have 
become  so  dear  to  us,  let  us  ask  ourselves  frank- 
ly and  searchingly  Avhat  equipment  we  should 
have  to  go  forth  into  a  world  that  is  groaning 
under  the  weight  of  the  distress  that  we  see 
all  around  us;  and  has  the  educative  action  of 
our  college  in  which  our  Holy  Mother  the 
Church  has  had  such  intimate  influence,  pro- 
vided that  equipment  ? 

If  we  are  able  to  answer  these  two  questions 
to  our  own  satisfaction,  Ave  have,  at  least,  es- 
tablished ourselves  in  a  practical  position— 
we  are  sure  of  our  ground — we  know  our- 
selves. 

The  first  thought  might  be — there  is  no  ade- 
quate equipment.  To  think  that,  dismisses 
hope.  Certainly  to  be  without  hope  should 
not  characterize  a  graduating  class.  Our  hope 
lies  in  the  belief  that  this  world-wide  recon- 
struction will  be  hastened  and  completed  by 


the  grace  of  contentment  returning  and  in- 
fusing itself  into  the  souls  of  mankind.  Surely, 
impotent  as  Ave  are,  each  of  us  can  by  Avord 
and  example,  do  her  part  by  adding  to  the 
Avorld's  store  of  gQjiuine  contentment  Avhich 
comes  from  ahvays  doing  one's  best  and  being 
Avilling  to  leave  the  results  in  the  hands  of 
God — Avhere  they  must  be  left,  but  Avhere,  of 
late,  the  Avorld  has  been  so  loathe  to  leave 
them.  We,  then,  can  offer  the  Avorld  the  Gold 
Standard  of  Contentment. 

But  our  Catholic  college  education  should 
have  brought  to  us  a  true  understanding  of 
many  other  standards  that  are  more  enduring 
than  gold.     May  Ave  briefly  revicAv  them: 

God  made  us  to  knoAv  Him,  to  love  Him 
and  to  serve  Him  in  this  Avorld,  and  to  be 
happy  Avith  Him  forever  in  the  next.  The 
Catholic  does  not  expect  perfect  lasting  hap- 
piness here  beloAv.  What  is  accorded  to  him 
he  receives  in  the  spirit  of  the  Avandering 
minstrel,  who  Avith  a  song  of  thankfulness  on 
his  lips,  passes  on  because  he  knoAA^s  himself  a 
Avayfarer  toAvards  his  true  country. 

Our  outlook  on  life  should  be  to  act  in  the 
spirit  of  the  saying  that  is  inscribed  on  a  gate- 
Avay  in  Northern  India,  "This  Avorld  is  but  a 
bridge;  pass  over  it;  build  not  thy  dwelling 
here." 

"Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field,  hoAv  they 
groAv :  they  labour  not,  neither  do  they  spin. 
But  I  say  to  you,  that  not  even  Solomon  in  all 
his  glory  Avas  arrayed  as  one  of  these." 

"Sursum  Corda"  has  been  our  daily  sum- 
mons to  have  ideals^ — hitch  our  Avagon  to  a 
star ! — to   remember  the   divine   injunction  to 
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cultivate  the  earth — to  do  useful  thinjfs,  not  as 
the  ultimate,  but  as  the  means  to  the  ultimate. 

It  has  been  our  happy  privile<?e  to  have 
daily  example  of  the  virtue  of  asceticism;  of 
the  true  happiness  that  self-sacrifice  brings. 

Surely  an  education  designed  to  teach  us  to 
think  and  act  in  accordance  with  these  prin- 
ciples does  equip  us  to  grace  our  place  in  this 


vale  of  tears,  and  to  extend  to  others  that  help 
that  has  its  promise  of  eternal  reward  in  these 
words  of  comfort:  "As  long  as  you  did  it  to 
one  of  these  my  least  brethren,  you  did  it  to 
Me."  May  this  and  the  prayers  of  tho.se  who 
have  taught  us,  make  us  worthy  to  carry  Lor- 
ctto's  banner  inscribed,  "]\[aria  Regina  An- 
gelorum:  Cruci  Dum  Spiro  Fido." 


GRADUATION   AT   LORETTO   ABBEY   COLLEGE   IN  THE  UNIVERSITY'  OF  TORONTO. 


The  Final  Exercises  were  held  at  Loretto  Col- 
lege, Brunswick  Avenue,  on  Thursday  Evening, 
June  9th,  at  8  o'clock,  at  which  graduating  honours 
were  conferred  upon  the  sUidents  about  to  receive 
the  Bachelor's  Degree  at  Convocation.  The  object 
of  college  graduation  is  the  recognition  of  those 
qualities  which  are  not  necessarily  implied  in  a 
University  Degree,  but  necessary  to  an  educated 
Catholic   lady. 

There  was  the  traditional  Rose  Garland  Proces- 
sional of  Graduates  and  Undergraduates  singing  the 
College  song,  "Gaudeamus  Nos  Alumnae,"  to  tho 
Btage  where  Our  Lady  of  Loretto,  enthroned  in  an 
arbour  of  flowers,  looked  down  upon  the  scene. 
The  College  Graduation  song,  "O  Stream  of  Life" 
— the  musical  setting  by  Reverend  Father  Ronan — 
was  beautifully  sung  by  Miss  Margaret  Glintz,  with 
chorus  by  the  students.  The  Valedictory  was  spok- 
en by  Miss  Margaret  Loughlin,  and  embodied  the 
feeling  of  tenderness  all  Loretto  Abbey  College 
students  feel  for  their  beloved  Alma  Mater. 

The  Baccalaureate  address  was  given  by  Rever- 
end A.  T.  Lellis,  member  of  the  University  Senate, 
and  Director  of  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith.  Father  Lellis  took  for  his  theme  the 
question  of  Our  Lord  to  the  Scribe:  "How  readest 
thou?"  and  applied  it  to  the  book  of  the  universe 
which  is  open  for  man  to  read.  The  question  being 
— How  to  read  it  aright. 

Very  Reverend  H.  S.  Bellisle,  C.S.B.,  Superior  of 
St.  Michael's  College,  then  conferred  the  Loretto 
Abbey  College  Graduation  Medal  on  Miss  Margaret 
Glintz,  B.A.,  London,  Ont.;  Miss  Alice  Hayes,  B.A., 
Peterboro,  Ont.;  Misis  Mollie  Caste^l  Hopkins,  B.A., 
Toronto;  Miss  Joan  Castell  Hopkins,  B.A.,  Toron- 
to; Miss  Margaret  Loughlin,  B.A.,  Hamilton,  Ont.; 
Miss  Rita  McDonald,  B.A.,  Alexandria,  Ont.;   Miss 


Catherine  Mace,  B.A.,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.;  Miss 
Hester  Moran,  B.A.,  Killaloe,  Ont.;  Miss  Emma 
Poupore,  B.A.,  Toronto;  Miss  Dorothy  Smith,  B.A., 
Toronto;  Miss  Hilda  Tumelty,  B.A.,  Newmarket, 
Ont.;    Miss  Evelyn  Whelan,  Regina,  Sask. 

Two  violin  numbers,  Mendelssohn's  Concerto 
Op.  64  (Finale),  and  Londonderry  Air,  were  con- 
tributed by  the  talented  young  artiste,  Missi  Dono- 
thea  McLaughlin,  accompanied  by  Miss  Hermine 
Keller,  B.Mus.  The  programane  closed  with  the 
usual  finale,  "Tota  Pulchra  Es,"  dedicated  to  Lor- 
etto by  Terrata.  Reverend  E.  J.  Ronan  acted  as 
choral  conductor,  with  Mr.  Armstrong  as  accomp- 
anist. 

A  reception  and  tea  for  the  graduates  and 
their  relatives  took  place  on  the  following  Satur- 
day afternoon  at  four  o'clock. 

Other  events  of  Convocation  week  were  the  Con- 
vocation Dance  at  Hart  House,  on  the  evening  of 
June  8th;  a  luncheon  in  honour  of  he  graduates, 
given  by  the  Sophomiores  on-June  9th,  at  the  Royal 
York  Golf  Club;  the  garden  party  on  the  campus 
after  Convocation  on  June  10th;  another  luncheon 
on  Saturday,  June  11th,  when  the  St.  Michael's 
Women's  Alumnae  entertained  the  women  of  St. 
Michael's  of  the  Class  of  3T2,  at  the  Alexandra 
Palace;  and  the  Newman  Dance  on  Saturday  even- 
ing. .1         I 

On  Sunday,  June  12th,  we  were  honoured  in 
having  Reverend  Mother  St.  Teresa,  LB.V.M.,  Su- 
perior General  of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin Mary  in  America,  present  with  us  in  the  Col- 
lego  Chapel  at  the  special  Mass  of  thanksgiving 
for  the  graduates.  She  afterwards,  with  the 
Faculty,  received  the  graduates  at  a  delightful 
informal  reception.  This  happy  morning  was'  a 
fitting  close  to  our  never-to-be-forgotten  Convo- 
cation Week. 


DAWN. 

Soon  the  first  ray  from  the  sky 

Will  flood  the  earth  with  golden  light; 

Oh!  what  a  joyful  thing  it  is 
To  see  the  sun  arise  so  bright. 

The  light  comes  up  like  a  silvery  mist. 

And  diamonds  gleam  from  the  flower's  heart; 
A  bird  sings  somewhere  out  of  sight 
To  cheer  each  one  to  play  life's  part. 

Jeannine  Coupal,  Grade  XII. 
Sedley,  Sask. 
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GIMDUATES,   1932,  AND  IHEIR  FLOWER-GIRLS,   LORETTO  ABBEY 
♦  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS,    TORONTO. 

Left    to   right:       Standing — Misses   Isobel   Kerwin,   Mary  Hayes,  Peggy  Stidcklaml,  Margaret  Jeflferjs, 
Ruth  Hobberlin. 

Seated — Misses    Madeleine    Cunmiins,    Mary    Drayton,  Barbara  Jefferys,  Mary  Geiiiuin. 


tKfje  (Srabuatesi 

By  Mrs.  0.  Hiscott. 

What  shall  we  take  to  the  smiling  world  How  shall  we  find  in  the  busy  world 

That  beckons  and  waits  Avith  welcoming  arms  ?  That  whirls  and  forgets  —  God 's  holy  will ' 

(Youth,  ambiUon,  and  eager  hope,  {Under  the  light  of  Our  Lady's  grace 

Fearless  and  fresh  with  morning's  charms).  Lm^etto-kindled,  and  guiding  still). 


How  shall  we  meet  the  clianging  world 

That  scoffs  and  frowns  and  strikes  full  swift  1 

(In  armour  of  kindness,  faith,  and  truth, 
Loretto-forged  —  an  enduring  gift). 


How  shall  we  hear  in  the  noisy  world 
His  Sacred  Name  in  love  and  praise? 

(The  echo  of  the  chapel-hell 

(Rings  on,  though  past,  the  classroom  days). 


'p 
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OVER  THE  ALPS  LIETH  THINE  ITALY 


In  more  passages  than  one,  Cicero  has 
given  us  a  record  of  his  early  diligence,  how 
he  scorned  delights  and  lived  laborious  days, 
and  at  last  raised  himself  to  the  summit  of  his 
Alps — the  ivor}^  chair  of  the  mighty  Fabii  and 
Manlii. 

Who  that  has  found  himself  in  the  valleys 
of  Switzerland,  but  has  been  forced  in  spite 
of  the  quiet  charm  of  the  peaceful  scenery,  to 
seek  its  rugged  mountain  heights,  and,  as  he 
looked  up  to  crag  and  cliff  and  peak  so 
"crowned  and  capped  with  snow  and  ice,"  felt 
himself  urged  to  climb  their  steeps  and  cross 
their  fastnesses  to  see  the  sky  above  and  the 
land  beyond. 

Napoleon  in  making  this  passage,  although 
the  path  lay  among  rocks,  precipices,  and 
snows,  thought  only  of  the  Italy  beyond. 

We  have  striven  in  the  race.  "Onward  and 
upward"  has  become  our  watchword.  What 
though  the  ascent  has  been  steep,  the  hills 
of  knowledge  rugged,  the  summit  of  our  Alps 
has  been  attained,  and'  beyond  lieth  sunny 
Italy. 

For  how  long  have  we  not  looked  longing- 
ly across  the  peaceful  vista  of  junior  school 
life  at  the  rugged  and  seemingly  inaccessable 
heights  of  our  Graduation  Day ! — what  a  well- 
nigh  impossible  height  that  seemed  to  us  but 
a  short  four  years  ago.  And  now  we  have 
reached  and  passed  that  mighty  eminence. 

We  are  carried  back  on  the  wings  of  mem- 
ory over  our  short  sojourn  at  this  beautiful 
new  Abbey,  and  the  sheltered  lives  we  have 


fore  our  gaze.  We  recall  the  delightful  sensa- 
tions of  mingled  joy  and  sorrow  that  we  ex- 
perienced on  so  many  occasions  within  these 
hallowed  walls. 

What  an  example  has  been  shown  us  here, 
and  what  high  ideals  placed  before  us  of  the 
perfect  Christian  woman!  We  have  been  im- 
bued with  a  high  sense  of  integrity  and  honour, 
and  have  acquired  in  this  peaceful  harbourage, 
the  abilit}'  to  truly  distinguish  right  from 
wrong.  Our  horizon  has  been  broadened,  and 
we  have  learned  to  place  our  ideals  on  the 
highest  peak. 

But  we  are  now  on  the  eve  of  quitting 
forever  this  golden  valley,  and  are  setting  out 
to  conquer  the  cliffs  beyond.  Let  us  hope  that 
we  shall  persevere  and  scale  those  craggy  pre- 
cipices to  the  very  summit : 

"The  stranger  wandering  in  the  Switzerland, 
Before   its   awful   mountain-tops   afraid. 
Who  yet  with  patient  toil  has  gained  his 
stand 
On  the  bare  summit,  where  all  life  is  stayed, 
Sees  far,  far  down  beneath  his  blood-dimmed 
eyes — 
Another  country,  golden  to  the  shores, 
Where  a  new  passion  and  new  hopes  arise 
Where   southern   blooms   unfold   for   ever 
more. 
Yet  courage,  Soul !    Nor  hold  thy  strength  in 
vain, 
In  hope  o'ercome  the  steeps  God  set  for  thee, 
For  past  the  Alpine  summits  of  great  pain 
Lieth  thine  Italy." 


lived  within  its  placid  walls  are  unfolded  be- 

Ruth  Hobberlin,  Form  IV,, 

Graduate  1932,  Loretto  Abbey, 

Armour  Heights,  Toronto 
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Group   of   (lancers   in   "The   Slave   IMaid   of  Israel,"  at   Loretto  Abbey,  Annour  Heights,  May  2n<l  and 

Srd,   1932.      1.  Egyptian  Slaves.     2.  Ladies  of  the  Court.     3.  Children 

Merrymakers  of  (^ourt.     4.  Minims. 


I  DON'T  BELIEVE   IN   GHOSTS,   BUT- 


"No,     I  certainly  don't  believe  in  ghosts, 

but "    j\Ir.  Burbadge  hesitated  and  looked 

nervously   around  the   room. 

"But  what?"  we  chorused. 

"I  was  reminded  of  an  experience  that  be- 
tel my  nephew,  young  Oscar  Burbadge."  Im- 
mediately the  guests,  with  a  few  inquisitive 
exceptions,  withdrew  hastily  from  the  room, 
making  polite,  albeit  feeble  excuses.  They 
knew  their  Mr.  Burbadge. 

Not  in  the  least  daunted,  Mr.  Burbadge 
settled  himself  in  a  comfortable  chair,  beamed 
at  the  small  circle  of  faces  around  him  and 
took  up  his  tale : 

"Young  Oscar  was  a  fine  lad  in  those  days. 
Pie  was  handsome,  popular,  and  always  well 
turned  out.  He  was  fond  of  candy,  chocolate- 
cake,  his  mother,  and  the  movies.  He  was 
fairly  clever,  in  the  fourth  grade,  and  only 
nine  years  old. 


"But  it  seems  that  young  Oscar  was  a  boy 
of  very  superstitious  inclinations.  This,  of 
course,  Avas  a  great  advantage  to  his  play- 
mates; for  they  soon  came  to  know  his  weak- 
ness and  to  use  it  to  gain  their  own  ends.  'Os- 
car,' they  would  say,  'bring  out  those  tarts 
your  mother  made  this  afternoon,  or  else  the 
ghost  that  avenges  hungry  boj's  will  haunt  you 
for  the  rest  of  your  days.'  And  Oscar,  tremb- 
ling and  shaking,  would  grudgingly  bring  out 
the  tarts. 

"Oscar,  of  course,  disliked  all  this  extre- 
mely, and  on  one  cool  summer  evening,  while 
he  was  sitting  on  the  porch  steps  sucking  an 
olive,  he  decided  that  he  would  have  to  do 
something  about  it.  He  applied  himself  to 
quiet  thinking  —  and  the  olive  —  and  a  bril- 
liant idea  popped  into  his  head.  Sit  friendly 
with  the  spooks.  But  how?  Why,  go  to  the 
haunted  house  at  twelve  o'clock  to-night  and 
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(jroup  of  speaking  characters  in  "The  Slave  Maid  of  Israel"  at  Jioretto  Abbey,  Anuour  Heights,  May 

2nd  and  3rd,  1})32. 


meet  them.  That  was  the  final,  inexorable 
answer.  Try  to  make  a  good  impression,  es- 
pecially upon  the  ghost  that  avenges  hungry 
boys.  Oscar,  choked,  swallowed  the  olive- 
stono,  fought  with  himself  a  little  while,  — 
and  won. 

"Now,  the  haunted  house  was  situated  in 
a  place  that  was  just  rxiade  for  the  situation 
of  a  haunted  house.  It  was  a  little  valley,  and 
densely  surrounded  by  small  scrubby  bushes. 
The  house  itself  looked  as  if  it  might  topple 
in  at  any  moment.  The  windows  ga])ed  open 
like  eyeless  eye-sockets.  It  was  most  emphati- 
cally not  a  pretty  place. 

"At  twelve  o'clock  sharp  Oscar,  quaking 
like  a  leaf,  wriggled  through  the  scrubby 
bushes..  He  made  his  way  to  the  house,  peer- 
ed around  fearfully,  and  reassuring  himself 
that  there  were  no  ghosts  outside  the  house 
anyhow,  climbed  in  through  a  window.  He 
made  his  way  through  the  pitch  dark,  and 
eventually  decided  that  it  was  time  to  speak 
to  the  ghost.  In  a  quaking  voice  he  called : 
'I  want  to  speak  to  the  ghost  that  avenges 
hungry  boys.' 

"Immediately  a  white  mist  seemed  to  form 


around  him.  The  mist  grew  thicker  and  thiek- 
01*,  gradually  evolving  itself  into  white  forms 
that  swayed  backwards  and  forward,  waving 
their  hands  and  uttering  awful  groans  in  time 
to  the  clank,  clank,  clank  of  rusty  chains.  Os- 
car screamed  at  the  top  of  his  lungs.  Instantly 
the  building  rocked  and  SAvayed,  and  a  loud 
crumbling  noise  was  heard.  The  ghosts  ut- 
tered a  low  wail  and  Oscar  rushed  to  the  win- 
dow. Pie  jumped  out  and  ran  the  whole  way 
home,  never  stopping  once, 

"Ever  since  then,"  said  Mr.  Burbadge,  im- 
l)ressively,  "in  our  family  we  have  had  our 
doubts  as  to  the  non-existence  of  ghosts.  For 
Oscar  is  the  very  soul  of  truth " 

At  this  moment  a  crumbling  noise  was 
heard  overhead;  the  lights  on  the  chandelier 
went  out  suddenly,  and  some  white  substance 
began  to  fall  to  the  floor. 

There  was  a  scramble  —  but  no  one  was 
hurt  —  and  then  a  general  laugh. 

And  then  the  host  began  again  —  to  im- 
prove uj)on  the  occasion : 

"I  warned  them  that  ceiling  was  not  safe," 
he  said.  "And  what  a  coincidence!  That  was 
the  verj'  thing  that  happened  to  my  nephew, 
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GRADUATES,    1J)32,   LORKTTO  ACADEMY,   HAMILTOX,  ONTARIO 

Left  to  right:      Standing — Misses  Doris  Clancy,  Eleanor  Randall,  Margaret  Goodrow, 

Mary  Hennessy. 
Seated — Misses  Margaret   (^ostie,   Marion   Good,   Grace    Dore,    Jane   Williamson. 


Oscar,  that  night,  in  the  haunted  house.     The 

ceiling  there " 

But  his  guests  hardly  needed  the  explana- 
tion. By  this  time  they,  too,  were  beginning 
to  know  their  Mr.  Burbadge. 

Deborah  Dick,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


SUMMITS. 

A  child  sat  gazing  ouit  upon  a  scene 
Of  beauty  —  calm,   majestic  and  serene; 
The   universe  lay  clothed   in   Spring   attire, 
Renewing  strength  —  the  sun's  reviving   fire. 
She  viewed  the  world  with  eyes  unseeing  yet; 
Her  childish  thoughts  this  grandeur  could  forget; 
The    picture,   clear   before    her    mind    that    day 
Was  of  her  future  plans   en  life's  short  way: 
Her  care-free  school-days  ended  with  success; 


Her  glory  in  her  higher  course  no   less; 
Amibitlon    reigned;    the    picture    then    revealed 
Success  in  work  — •  to  higher  things   appealed; 
Her  learning  by  the  eager  world  was  claimed; 
A  social   leader  now,   and   queen  she  reigned; 
Then,   as  she  reached   the  pinnacle  —  a  stop: 
What  was  there  left,  when  she  had  gained  the  top? 
Her  life  was  through,  what  present  did  she  bring 
To  lay,  at  last,  before  her  God  and  King? 
She  sighed    and  said:      "I  must  begin  once  more 
And  aim  towards  God,   in   v.hich  I  failed   before." 
Now   all   her    life   took   on   a   rosy   hue; 
She  worked  with   one  sole  object  still  In  view; 
Her  life  became  an  act  of  love  and  prayer; 
Success   she   brought   to    God,    and    left   It  there; 
And   when    her   work    was    finished,    did    He    come 
And    to    His    faithful    servant    say:     "Well    done!" 


The  image  faded,  and  the  child  awoke. 
And  to  the  Mighty   Presence   her  heart  spoke: 
"Dear  Lord,    my   life's   one  aim    shall    ever   be 
To  fasten  all  my  hopes  and  joys  on  Thee." 

Barbara  Knox,  Form  II. 

Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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GRADUATES,    1932,   LORETTO   HIGH   SCHOOL,   ENGLEWOOD,    CHICAGO. 

Left  to  right:  First  Row — Misses  Jessie  Kramer,  Coloinba  Zerega,  May  Kenny^  Mary  Malloy,  Mar- 
garet Gilmore,   Marie  Moran,   Catherine  Rielc,  Jewel  Richter. 

Second  Row — >Iisses  Virginia  Geraghty,  Anne  O'Leary,  Catherine  Fennel!,  Eileen  MeKugo,  Rose- 
mary Gaul,   Mary  Donat,   Margaret  Cheevers,  Agnes  O'Leary. 

Third  Row — Misses  Winifred  Conway,  Betty  Lewls^  Louise  LewLs,  Ellen  Sfholte,  Frances  Frawley, 
Catherine  Wiest,  Margaret  Ryan,  Jane  Charlson,  Bernioe  Falsey,  Catherine  Hayes;  Miss 
Pearl  Sanders,  absent. 


INTRODUCING  THE  GRADUATES. 

Jane  Charlson — Who  may  be  depended  upon  for 
a  good  performance  of  whatever  she  is 
asked   to  do. 

Margaret  Cheevers — A  charming  classmate,  and 
an  enthusiastic  rooter  for  any  good  c«use. 

Winifred  Conway — Whose  winning  manners  have 
won  for  her  the  title  of  "Winnie." 

Mary  Donat — Whose  eyes  express  her  loyalty  and 
fidelity  in  the  clear  blue  of  Loretto'is  own 
standard. 

Bernieo  Falsey — Clever,   resourceful,  reliable. 

Catherine  Fennel — Who  manages  to  insert  "pep" 
into   the  dullest  moment. 

Frances  Frawley — A  sincere,  worth-while  friend. 

Rosemary  Gaul — Who  can  say  volumes  in  a  few 
words,  and  who  is  good  for  a  ten-minute 
talk  on  any  of  the  subjects  of  the  hour, 
thereby  disproving  the  old  saying:  "Silence 
is   golden." 

Virginia  Geraghty — Our  senior  class  president, 
whose  common  sense,  infinite  ta«t  and  lov- 
able nature  have  endeared  her  to  the  class, 
which  owes  to  her  ability  and  willingness 
to  serve,  much  of  the  success  it  has  enjoyed 
during  the  past  year. 


Margaret  Gilmore — Whose  vivacious  mannerisms 
are  a  constant  source  of  delight  and  won- 
derment to  her  many  friends. 

Kathleen  Hayes— A  willing,  accurate  worker,  and 
a  kind,   thoughtful  associate. 

May  Kenny — The  possessor  of  a  cheery  smile,  a 
ready  hand,  and  a  well-tempered  sense  af 
humour. 

Jessio  Kramer — Who  combines  the  artistry  of  an 
accomplished  pianist  with  the  artlessnesa 
of  a  school-girl. 

Louise  Lewis — Whose  stately  bearing  and  placid 
countenance  belie  the  naive  nature  beneath. 

Betty  Lewis^ — Whose  soaring  spirit  is  destined 
never  to  crash. 

Mary  Malloy — The  sweetest  girl  we  ever  knew. 

Eileen  McKugo — Whose  dainty  ways  are  balanced 
by  an   unusual  executive  ability. 

Anne  O'Leary — Whose  amusing  anecdotes  have  en- 
riched and  enlivened  our  years  at  Loretto. 

Agnes  O'Leary — Whose  wit  and  comic  antics  have 
inspired  the  destitute  to  song  and  laughter. 

Marie  Moran — A  charming  addition  to  any  gather- 
ing, a  loyal  champion  of  Loretto. 

Catherine  Rick — Who  has  at  all  times  manifested 
a  zeal  and  a  devotion  that  have  earned  for 
her  our  highest  regard. 
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Jewel  Richter— Who  has  a  good  word  for  every-  .  im^  oiveri  place  to  the  clear,  high-vaulted  liea- 

ont\,  and  a  good  heart  to  back  it  up. 

Margaret   Ryan — Loved   by   all   for    ler   distinctive  veil  of  late  September. 

character,  which  defies  characterization.  „,,  ,  ,  ^      .•    »     -  i    • 

Pearl  Sanders— Who  has  tho  happy  faculty  of  com-  Tl>e  very  thought  ot  Autumn  brings  scenes 

nianding   the  closest  attention  to  whatever  ^^j.  ^eJiooldcivs  scurrving-  tlirough  inv  brain  like 

she  says.  *  .      o  c         . 

Ellen  Schotte — Whose  manner  of  hearty  co-opera-  wliirling,    crackling,    dead    leaves.      1    see    the 

tion  is  echoed  in  her  hearty  laughter.  . 

Catherine  Wiest — Whose     dreamy      eyes      deceive  slanting  shadows   making   my  homeward  patli 


those   who   do   not   know   her   as    their   best 
and  liveliest  friend. 


more  mysterious,  and  therefore  infinitely  more 

Colomba  C.  Zerega,  '32.  inviting'.     I  sense  my  nearness  to  home  by  the 

Lcretto   High  School,   Englewood,   Chicago.  rasping'   gravel-coating   on   the   familiar   stoo]). 

(Editor's  Note^and  Colomba  Zerega — The  fine  ].  can    almost    feel    the    wjirmth    of    the    amber 

flower  of  a  real  Loretto  girl).  ,•    ,  ^      ,       •        i    i  •     i   xi          •     i                         mi 

light  glowing  behind  the  window-panes.      The 

"  stained-glass  window  of  the  oaken  door  twink- 

AUTTJMN  '''"^  '^^  "'^'  through  the  deepening  twilight  of  the 

bare  front  ])orch.     Within,  the  mingled  odours 

The  two  seasons  which  excite  poets  to  their  of  roasting  mutton,  baking  apples,  hot  bread 

best  and,   as  is  often   the   ease,  worst  efforts,  ^,,(1  fr.igrant  coll'ee  delight  my  sensitive  iios- 

are  Spring  and  Autumn.    This  fact  is  not  hard  tj-iis  {uid  empty   stomach   alike.     Lessons   are 

to   understand.     During   Spring   and   Autumn  easier  to  learn  in  the  glow  of  the  kitchen  range, 

nature    is   most   active,   while   during   Winter  oj-  i,i  Hie  Avarm  security  of  my  room,   where 

and  Summer  nature  seems  to  be  at  a  stand-still,  tlu-re  is  no  sunshine  to  tempt  me  away. 

Spring  signifies  new-born  life;  Autumn  signi-  The  Autumn   morning    is    like    no    other, 

lies  the  decline  and  passing  of  life  and  activity.  Sometimes  it  rains  in  fitful  showers,  chill  and 

To  me,  this  passing  of  life  is  more  wonderful  forbidding.    Sometimes  it  shines  with  a  sharp, 

than  the  beginning;  although  I  do  not  hold  this  jienetrating    glare,    malching    the    brisk    wind 

view  with  regard  to  human  life,  except  in  as  which    sends   the   leaves   scudding    along    the 

far  as  it  tends  to  the  after  life.     A  season  on  gutters.     But  more  often  it  dawns  in  a  gray 

the  decline  has  a  past,  and  every  phase  of  its  mist.    A  chill  sits  upon  the  world,  neither  shak- 

decay  brings  out  impressions  of  past  grandeur,  ingnor  stiffering,  but  exceedingly  invigorating. 

Perhaps  my  liking  for  Autumn  is  due  to  Birds  stream  across  the  ashen  sky,  groui)ing  in 
the  fact  that  I  was  born  on  the  last  day  of  silent  formations  like  a  ])atrol  of  wary  air- 
September,  thus  losing  all  claim  to   the  title  ships. 

of  a  "Child  of  Summer."  However  this  may  Autumn  makes  the  city  into  a  network  of 
be,  my  most  cherished  days,  my  sharpest  re-  homes,  where  only  houses  stood  in  the  glare 
collections,  are  rooted  in  the  fall  of  nature,  of  the  Summer  sun.  It  enriches  the  counti\y. 
Surely,  then,  the  trees  and  fields  are  very  beau-  The  farmer  gathers  in  the  fruits  of  his  toil, 
tiful,  if  a  trifle  indicative  of  a  last  show  of  and  attends  social  gatherings  before  the  Win- 
defiant  colour.  The  fragrance  of  the  flowers  is  ter  shuts  him  off  from  his  fellows. 
mellow  as  the  sunshine.  The  wijids  carry  Autumn  is  intense.  Its  storms  are  the  most 
the  last  scents  of  Summer  together  with  the  destructive;  its  moon  the  brightest;  its  stars 
faint,  and  gradually  pronounced,  suggestion  of  the  most  siiarkling.  The  Autumn  social  sea- 
brooding  Winter.     The  balmy  sky  of  August  son  is   the   gayest.     Autumn   dampness   sends 
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thousands  to  muddy  fields  to  cheer  a  football  luy  linal  «>oal  be  attaineil  with  as  jireat  iuten- 

f>aine  until  they  cannot  speak.  sity,  my  soul  reflect  as  clearly  the  image  of 

Autumn  atmospliere  resolves  itself  into  one  (Jod  and  His  handiwork,  as  Autumn, 
thought  for  me:    I  hope  that  my  passage  from  Columba  Zerega,  Fourth  Year, 

life  will  be  accompanied  with  as  much  beauty,  Loretto  High  School,  Euglewood,  Chicago. 


OUR    IMMACULATE    MOTHER. 


Brighter  than,  the  stars  that  shine 
Beyond   their  light,   in   thought   I   »ee 

A  vision  fair,  and  hear  a  voice  — 
Mother,  I  know  thou'rt  near  to  me. 

Immaculate!   the  Father's  choice 
To  bear  His  Own  beloved  Son. 

And  faithful  souls  revere  thy  name 
As  daily  rounds  of  life  are  done. 

At  eventide  thy  glory  shines, 

And  thy  sweet  name  of  Mother  is  blest, 
The  angela  in  their  radiant  rows 

Offer  to  thee  our  own  requests. 


Fair  is  thy  loveliness  divine. 

Sweet  as  the  singing  of  the  birds, 

The  voice  that  lifteth  up  to  heaven 
Our  prayers,  our  deeds,  our  words. 

Mother  dear,  Immiaculate! 

So  close  to  God's  eternal  breast. 
Commend  us  to  the  Sacred  Heart, 

Enfold  us  in  thy  graces  blest. 


Catherine  Schwellenbach,  lA. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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PRIMITIVE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 

Quite  lucky  we,  the  Music  Class  of  Loretto, 
Englewood,  to  be  the  sole  participants  in  this 
specially  conducted  tour  of  primitive  tribes 
and  their  music  in  the  Field  Museum  of  Chi- 
cago. 

These  people  and  the  relics  of  their  age  are 
each  in  their  own  section  of  this  massive  mar- 
ble museum,  which  is  one  of  the  show-places 
of  Chicago's  famed  Grant  Park, 

The  first  of  these  ancient  people  whom  we 
viewed  (that  is,  the  replica  of  them)  was  the 
Tibetian  tribe,  a  strangely  serious  people  liv- 
ing on  the  barren  wastes  of  the  Himalayas. 
Because  of  lack  of  wood,  metal  and  shells,  their 
musical  instruments  were  constructed  of  the 
only  convenient  and  available  material  — 
human  bone.  We  shudder;  but  to  these  sav- 
age Asiatics  the  greatest  honour  that  could  be 
bestowed  upon  their  dead  was  to  have  their 
skulls  fashioned  into  tambourines,  and  the  arms 
and  thigh  bones  into  trumpets.  These  precious 
and  valuable  instruments  are  incrested  with 
turquoise  and  carnelians.  If  they  were  able 
to  procure  a  trunk  of  a  tree  they  made  a  sacred 
drum  of  it,  which  was  highly  decorated  with 
dragons,  for  the  sound  it  gave  forth  resembled 
a  dragon's  roar. 

Leaving  this  solitary  tribe,  who  live  in  a 
world  of  their  own,  we  enter  that  distinctly 
Oriental  chamber  devoted  to  the  Chinese,  bril- 
liant with  the  fantastic  colour  of  the  East.  Al- 
though the  Chinese  scale  consisted  of  only  five 
notes,  their  music  has  a  weird  fascination,  and 
their  instrivments  are  becoming  a  part  of  mod- 
ern orchestras.  That  they  have  a  love  of  music 
we  realized  when  we  saw  the  beautiful  cages, 
in  which  our  lecturer  told  us  they  imprisoned 
the  crickets  they  caught,  after  much  labour, 
and  taught  to  chirp.     Their  guitars  were  of 


many  varieties,  with  circular  sounding  boards, 
and  the  bow  passed  betAveen  the  strings  instead 
of  over  them  as  in  modern  stringed  instru- 
ments. One  guitar  was  tuned  beautifully  in 
-seven  strings,  another  with  four,  which  sym- 
bolized the  four  seasons.  Gongs  and  cymbals 
were  a  necessity  in  the  religious  rites.  Their 
many  drums  and  castinets  were  made  of  pre- 
cious rosewood.  They  fostered  an  unique  meth- 
od of  extracting  music  from  nature.  They 
fastened  bamboo  whistles  to  the  tails  of  ordi- 
nary pigeons,  and  in  the  flight  of  the  bird  the 
wind  forced  into  the  whistle  kept  up  a  constant 
trilling,  which  was  not  unpleasant  to  the  ear. 

The  Indian  music  was  retarded  by  their 
idea  that  the  most  harmonious  of  all  music  was 
the  deep  rumble  of  drums.  This  instrument  in 
its  numerous  varieties,  including  rattles  and 
the  tom-tom,  flutes  blown  through  the  nose 
and  through  the  mouth,  were  the  chief  instru- 
ments characteristic  of  the  American  Indian. 

In  the  section  given  over  to  distant  Africa, 
contrary  to  natural  supposition  that  so  uncivil- 
ized a  nation  could  hardly  find  time  for  music, 
we  find  a  fairly  well-developed  musical  equip- 
ment. There  we  see  the  forerunner  of  the  pre- 
sent Jew's-harp  and  the  original  Pipes-O'-Pan 
on  which  the  modern  pipe-organ  is  based,  both 
of  which  were  intelligently  mastered  by  the 
cannibals.  Here,  too,  we  find  the  drum,  the 
hand-drum  for  use  in  religious  ceremonies,  and 
huge  signal  drums,  which  were  used  ingenious- 
ly as  a  communication  to  other  tribes.  Guitars 
were  fashioned  and  a  harp  formed  using  the 
skin  of  the  antelope.  Rattle  bracelets  were  of 
small  gourds  with  pebbles  within,  and  these 
were  fastened  on  to  the  arms  and  legs  of  the 
performers. 

The  instruments  of  Ir.dia  were  similar  to 
those  of  Africa,  but  gourds  were  used  in  great- 
er abundance  in  rattles,   guitars,  and  drums. 
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They  also  artistically  and  skillfully  produced 
trumpets  of  common  clay,  capable  of  harmoni- 
o'us  melody  and  tunable. 

We  ended  this  tour  with  the  more  recent 
people,  the  Phillipinos,  where  we  find  a  great 
variety  of  stringed  instruments;  and  going 
back  in  our  mind  over  this  tour,  we  marvel  at 
the  art  of  music  as  developed  by  these  most 
primitive  peoples,  who  made  use  of  everything, 
from  shells  of  the  sea  to  human  bone,  in  their 
desire  to  produce  instruments  that  might  give 
forth  tones  of  soothing  and  Avarlike  emotion. 

Virginia  Geraghty,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


CHICAGO'S  NEW   ORIENTAL  INSTITUTE. 

The  collections  of  the  Oriental  Institute  are 
placed  on  exhibition,  so  that  any  one  who 
wishes  may  .study  its  antiquities.  These  are 
the  result  of  much  toil  and  hardship  on  the 
part  of  men  who  worked  to  make  the  museum 
a  success,  as  well  as  to  make  it  possible  for  all 
to  know  something  of  the  life  and  customs  of 
early  man,  the  scene  of  Avhich  seems  to  have 
begun  in  the  ancient  Near  East.  Therefore, 
in  order  to  obtain  many  of  the.se  antiquities, 
these  men  have  made  excavations  in  Egypt, 
Turkey,  Syria,  Palestine,  Iraq  and  Persia. 

These  exhibits  are  on  view  in  the  various 
halls  of  the  museum.  The  circuit  of  halls  con- 
sists of  the  Egyptian,  Assyrian,  Assyro-Babylo- 
nian,  Persian-Moslem,  and  the  Hittite-Palestin- 
ian  Halls.  Each  hall  is  divided  into  alcoves 
and  numbered  alphabetically  for  public  con- 
venience. 

The  hall  of  Egpytian  exhibts  is  arranged 
chronologically,  beginning  with  the  flints  in 
the  first  alcove,  some  of  which  indicate  the 
place  of  the  advent  of  man  in  the  geological 
history  of  the  Nile  Valley.     In  the  second  al- 


cove I  saw  a  bed  from  the  first  dynasty  of  Up- 
per Egypt.  Bits  of  leather  which  once  formed 
part  of  the  woven  thongs  on  which  the  sleeper 
lay,  still  remain  on  the  framework.  Stone 
jar.s,  some  bearing  inscriptions,  and  a  slate  pal- 
ette of  King  Narmer,  are  part  of  the  collection 
up  to  3400  B.C.  Among  other  interesting  ob- 
jects I  particularly  noticed  equipment  from 
the  tomb  of  Zet  and  Udymu  in  Abydos,  Egypt, 
3300  B.C.;  predynastic  jars,  and  first  dynasty 
glazed  ware  from  Abydos.  During  the  visit  I 
also  noticed  a  model  boat  and  a  domestic  scene 
from  the  Middle  Kingdom,  as  well  as  beads, 
bracelets  and  other  small  objects,  such  a.s  amu- 
lets, which  were  thought  to  possess  magical 
effectiveness.  I  observed  a  stone  portrait  of 
King  Sebekhotep,  dated  1800  B.C.,  and  the  san- 
dals of  Lady  Meri.  The  latter  were  quite  dif- 
ferent from  our  present-day  sandals.  In  fact, 
they  can  hardly  be  called  shoes,  as  they  have 
no  tops  and  only  a  strip  of  leather  is  attached, 
which  is  used  to  hold  them  in  place. 

I  walked  to  the  next  alcove  and  saw  a  por- 
trait of  King  Ikhnaton  (1350  B.C.),  a  statue 
of  King  Eye  (1350  B.C.),  basketry  and  many 
vessels  of  the  Empire  Period.  The  family  hist- 
ory of  Zedhir,  525-532  B.C.,  was  most  interest- 
ing. On  a  large  stone  base,  the  lower  part  of 
a  statue,  are  inscribed  the  achievements  and 
the  entire  family  history  of  Zedhir.  There  are 
many  similar  ivecords  on  stone,  from  which  we 
get  our  knowledge  of  Egyptian  customs. 

In  the  funerary  section  are  many  mummies 
of  human  beings,  animals,  fishes  and  birds.  One 
feature  that  attracted  my  attention  was  an 
early  Egyptian  burial.  This  shows  a  body 
which  was  originally  wrapped  in  a  reed  mat, 
and  then  placed  in  a  built-up  grave  of  sand 
and  small  stones.  Several  jars,  once  containing 
food  and  drink,  along  with  a  slate  palette,  are 
lying  at  the  side  of  the  body.     Opposite  the 
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predynastic  burial  is  a  highly  decorated  coffin, 
giving  one  an  idea  of  the  elaborate  form  of 
burial  used  at  a  later  period  by  the  Egyptians. 
Further  on  is  a  reconstruction  of  one  of  the 
Pyramids  from  the  field  of  Abusir. 

At  the  end  of  the  Egyptian  Hall  stands 
the  winged  bull.  Such  sculptures  are  known 
as  "cherubs"  in  the  Old  Testament,  and  were 
transformed  into  our  present  angels  by  later 
copyists.  This  figure  is  sixteen  feet  tall  and 
weighs  forty  tons.  It  is  the  first  of  the  Assyri- 
an exhibits,  which  are  contained  in  the  next 
hall. 

The  walls  of  the  alcoves  in  the  Assyrian 
Hall  contain  a  .series  of  reliefs,  which,  with  the 
winged  bull  in  the  Egyptian  Hall,  were  found 
in  the  palace  of  Sargon  II.  at  Khorsabad.  The 
figures  on  the  reliefs  represent  a  procession  of 
foreigners  bringing. tribute  to  Sargon  and  cap- 
tive prisoners.  These  are  followed  by  attend- 
ants from  the  Court  of  King  Sargon.  I  also 
observed  in  this  hall  two  large  paving  stones 
from  the  temple  of  Nabu,  Nineveh. 

As  I  entered  the  Assyro-Babylonian  Hall,  I 
turned  and  looked  at  the  gateway  of  glazed 
brick,  which  is  flanked  on  either  side  by  a  lion. 
The  lions  originally  adorned  the  palace  of  Ne- 
buchadnezzar in  Babylon.  I  also  found  in  this 
room  a  number  of  casts  of  reliefs  from  the  walls 
of  the  palace  of  Ashurnasirapal  II.,  and  a  por- 
trait of  King  Shalmaneser  III.  Most  of  the 
scenes  represent  Ashurnasirapal  II.  hunting 
wild  animals,  and  the  Assyrian  army  in  war- 
fare. I  looked  at  some  Babylonian  letters  and 
contracts  from  the  Persian,  Assyrian,  Seleucid, 
Cassite  and  Larsa  Dynasty  periods.  A  very 
interesting  study  is  the  reconstruction  of  the 
Tower  of  Babel.  After  looking  at  the  silver 
objects  from  Iscali,  cylinder  seals,  many  imple- 
ments, pottery  from  the  cemetery  at  Kish  and 
the  Sumerian  sculptures,  together  with  the  ar- 


chaic copper  figures  of  about  3000  B.C.,  from 
Khafaji,  and  Hammurabi's  Code  of  Laws,  I 
proceeded  to  the  Persian-Moslem  Hall. 

In  this  hall  I  observed  many  Islamic  book- 
bindings of  the  fifteenth  century  A.D,  from 
the  collection  of  Doctor  Moritz  of  Berlin. 
There  are  on  exhibition  a  copy  of  the  Koran 
and  othor  Arabic  papyri.  Here,  also,  are  many 
photographs  of  the  field  work  of  the  Egpytian, 
Anatolian,  Persian,  Megiddo  and  Syrian  Expe- 
ditions. 

From  the  Persian-Moslem  Hall  I  proceeded 
through  the  Hittite-Palestinian  Hall,  which 
contains  small  objects,  pottery  and  burial  ex- 
hibits from  Anatolia  and  Megiddo,  feeling  that 
I  had  learned  a  great  deal  from  the  collections 
in  the  Oriental  Institute  Museum. 

Dorothy  Shean,  lA. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


COUSINS. 

Can  and  Will  are  cousins 
Wlio  never  trust  to  luck. 

Can  is   the  son   of  Energy. 
Will  is  the  son  of  Pluck. 

Can't  and  Won't  are  cousins,  too, 

Always  out  of  work. 
Can't  is  the  son  of  Never-Try. 

Won'it  is  the  son  of  Shirk. 

Cyrilla  Healy,   2A. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


NOCTURNE. 


The  moonlight   lies   on    the   breast   of    the   waters, 

Like  a  gem, 

And  lotus  lift  white  faces  tc  the  sky. 

The    willows    bending,   seek   their    images, 

While    overhead    the   flying   herons   make 

Black  shadows  on  the  moon. 

To-night  the  Pipes   of   Pan   will   stir  the  hills, 

And  wild  clear  notes  through  all   the  forest  ring. 

Then  will  we  yearn,  behind  our  lattices, 

To  be  free  as  the  wind,  or  swallows  on  the  wing. 

Then,   haply,   nightingales  will  sing  to  sleep 

The  weary  eye,  unwooed  by  Morpheus, 

While  perfume  drifts  across  the  summer  air. 

Lois  Eswing,  Third  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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GRADUATES,   1932,  LORETTO  A(  ADEMY,  SAULT  STE.  MARIE,  MICHIGAN. 

Top:  Left  to  right — Misses  Loretta  Schilling,  Mary  O'Connor,  pjdith  Coniisky,  Helen  Watson,  Jean 
Dagenais,  Hazel  Taylor,  Elva  Forrest,  Irene  Watson,  Julip,  Dorgan,  Dorothy  McGregor,  Louise  Bour- 
saw. 

Second  row:  Misses  Adele  Bi-unet,  Lowaine  Gariepy,  Mai'ian   Willis,  Marguerite  Johnston,  Jean  Tay- 
lor, EiiKiiheth  Paquette,  Lottie  Lawless,  Monica  O'iioyle,  (ieorgiana  IJurdeno,  liUcy  Suriano. 
First  row:   Misses  Anna  Murphy,  Margaret  O'Boyle,  Kathleen  White,  Monica  Tanliff,  Jean  McEach- 
ern,  Alvina  Montero. 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  VALEDK  TORY. 

To-night,   as  up  Life's  weary  path  we  start, 

We  pause  and  linger  where  the  crossi-roads   part. 

And  lovingly  we  look  down  Memory's  lane. 

And  cast  a   glance  of  mingled  joy  and   pain 

On  all  that  was  by  each  of  us  held  dear. 

The  old  school-bell  peals  out  for  us  to  hear 

A  last  long  sad  farewell.     It  seems  to  ring 

In  rythm  with  the  parting  songs  we  sing. 

We'll  ne'er  forget  those  dear  old  days;  it  seems 

Within  each   hour  are  folded  childhood's   dreams. 

And  now,  we  go  to  make  those  dreams  come  true 

By  climbing  high,  and  by  the  deeds  we  do. 

And  as  we  climb  and  hope,  and  work  and  pray. 

We'll  find  some  things  worth  while  along  the  way. 

And  never,  never  shall  we  stop  to  rest 

Until  we've  turned  our  better  into  best; 

Until   we've  reached  the  end  of  our  long  road 

And  gained  the  mountain's  summit,  our  abode 

Where  we  shall  be  rewarded  by  God's  Son 

For  all   the  deeds   along   the  way   we've   done. 

And  now,  dear  teachers,  and  Loretto,  too, 

We  part!      We  bid   a  sad   farewell!      Adieu! 

Jean   McEachern.    '3  2,   Loretto   Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


SUMMER    WIND. 

''Summer  Wind"  glided  silently  out  of  the 
forest.  Dusk  was  falling,  bathing  in  a  sooth- 
ing, dreamy  mist  the  St.  Mary's  River,  flowing 
swiftly,  yet  silently,  at  her  right.  Away  to 
the  west  where  the  river  begins  to  broaden, 
the  sun,  as  if  loth  to  leave  thiij  fairies'  play- 
ground, was  slowly  drawing  in  his  last  golden 
streamers.  Silence  enveloped  the  land,  except 
for  the  faint  mystical  rii)ple  of  water  and  the 
drowsy  roar  of  the  ra])ids  in  the  distance.  But 
something  was  different;  something  was  mar- 
ring for  Summer  Wind  the  perfection  of  that 
picture,  and  as  she  sadly  and  slowly  turned 
her  y:aze  in  the  direction  of  the  white  man's 
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cabin,  a  tiny  tear  stole  between  the  long  dark 
lashes  from  the  now  tightly  closed  eyes.  Long 
she  stood,  eyes  closed  to  the  beauty  of  the 
scene  around  her,  while  in  her  mind  grew  an- 
other picture.  Beside  her  dear  river  —  her 
comforter  —  Summer  Wind  could  see  long 
rows  of  cabins,  many,  many  of  them;  as  many 
as  the  leaves  on  a  tree.  There  they  stood,  forc- 
ing her  people  out,  driving  them  away  from 
their  land  of  loveliness,  dominating  them  with 
their  strange  laws  and  customs.  Her  people 
did  not  know  this,  but  Summer  Wind  knew; 
nothing  had  gone  right  since  the  Avhite  man's 
coming.  The  river  had  not  talked  to  her  as 
it  should;  the  flowers  had  not  bloomed  so 
brightly;  the  leaves  in  their  rustling  had  not 
told  her  their  secrets  as  they  had  done  of  old. 
But  what  could  she  do?  The  question  was  too 
great  for  Summer  Wind,  as  it  was  too  great 
for  all  of  her  people.  Perhaps  the  Great  Spirit 
of  Whom  the  white  man  spoke  could  answer 
it  .  .  .  perhaps.  Wondering,  Summer  Wind 
sighed  and  turned  back  into  the  forest. 

But  this  spot  by  the  river,  although  filled 
with  sadness  for  Summer  Wind,  seemed  to 
draw  her  back  to  it.  Each  day  she  Avent  there, 
drawing,  little  by  little,  nearer  to  the  dwelling 
of  the  strange  white  men.  How  strange  they 
looked  in  their  queer  clothing !  Summer  Wind 
felt  she  could  have  hated  them  had  it  not  been 
for  that  one  in  the  long  black  robe.  Such  a 
kind  face  she  had  never  before  seen.  And  he 
was  the  one  who  told  her  the  most  wonderful 
things  about  a  God,  Who  loved  everyone.  Who 
was  King  to  everyone  —  even  her  own  people. 
And  so,  day  by  day,  that  messenger  of  God, 
the  Jesuit  Father,  planted  in  Summer  Wind's 
mind  the  seed  of  Christianity.  Finally,  on  the 
most  perfect  morning  of  summer,  Summer 
Wind  received  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  that 
God  Whom  she  had  learned  to  love  with  all 


the  fervour  of  her  pure  young  heart.  And  so 
it  came  about  that  for  Summer  Wind  the  flow- 
ers again  wore  their  most  beautiful  colours, 
the  river  reflected  the  glory  of  its  Creator,  and 
all  Nature  reassured  her  of  the  love  and  wis- 
dom of  Him  Who  reigns  on  High. 

Lottie  Lawless,  '32. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


JUST    IMAGINE! 

Just  imagine!  It  is  Graduation  Night; 
the  strains  of  a  march  are  heard,  as  down  the 
aisle,  amid  expectant  friends  and  affectionate 
parents  and  teachers,  come  the  Class  of  '32  with 
hearts  all  fluttering  and  breath  restrained, 

"0,  aren't  they  little  angels!"  someone  re- 
marks. (Meaning  the  little  flower-girls,  of 
course). 

Someone  of  the  graduates  feels  she  is  going 
to  trip.  She  braces  herself.  Ah !  that  is  bet- 
ter ;  it  was  just  one  of  her  weak  moments.  She 
is  all  right  now. 

Strained  whispers  can  be  heard  as  elbows 
are  slightly  nudged. 

"Dad,  there's  daughter!"  Avith  pride. 

Every  girl  seems  to  be  smiling  and  sweet, 
but  down  in  the  depths  of  her  heart  she  feels 
as  if  she  would  shake  right  out  of  her  new 
white  pumps. 

"0  dear!  May  this  trying  experience 
soon  be  over!"  sighs  Jean. 

At  last  the  stage  is  gained.  We  are  now 
singing,  though  our  throats  feel  as  though  Ave 
Avere  in  a  desert.  Then  comes  the  valedictory. 
I  knoAv  every  girl  could  cry,  but  she  Avill  not. 
Think  Avhat  she  would  look  like  Avith  red  savoI- 
len  eyes!  So  the  tears  are  Avithheld  until  she 
gets  to  a  more  secluded  spot. 

"Miss  Loretto  Schilling!" 


THE     RAINBOW 


33 


\'^-      -.'•■^Vlr'^- 


'^;;^^ 


-&-^  ^s 


W  4U  ^i  ^    w    w      ^':  \''  ^ 


<f  \\\\f  \\ 


RHYTHM  BAND,  LORETTO  ACADEMY,  SALLT   STE.  MARIE,  MICHIGAN. 

First  row:   Gerald  Sonimers,  Robert  Kaine,  Louis  Mitchell,  Eugene  Stanly,  Lee  Stanly,  Junior  Swails; 

Misses  Helen  Rapin,  Mary  Maltas,  Marjorie  Wagner,  Barbara  Blair,  Grace  Thibert,  Gloria  Phenix. 

Second  row:  Gerald  Smith,  Bobbie  Thompson,  Tommie  Beaumler;  Miss  Nora  Simpkin,  Miss  Margaret 

Paquin,  Miss  Doreen  Deakin,  Billy  Dean  Mertaugh,   Miss  Genevieve  Hibblen. 

Standing:   Theodore  Munsen,  Stephen  Gillotte,  Francis    Latondress,    Vergil    Ija    Joice;     Misses     Marj' 

Sipniewski,  Adele  Malkowski,  Lauretta  Michell,  Shirley  Machokus,  Bernie  Oremus. 

Director:   Miss  Margaret  Lelievre. 


I  start,  and  come  back  to  earth. 

''Schilling,"  that  would  be  *'S";  then  comes 
''T."  Monica  Tarditf;  then  myself.  I  must 
get  ready.  A  distracted  prayer  not  to  trip  on 
the  stairs. 

I  wait. 

There  it  is,  my  name !  I  rise  and  take  a 
few  steps.  Then,  step  -  hold  -  step  -  hold.  I 
breathe  a  little  now ;  I  have  reached  the  bot- 
tom. My  diploma,  a  bow ;  then  I  turn  and  go 
back  up  the  stairs.     What  a  relief! 

After  what  seems  an  eternity,  the  last  name 
is  called.  With  Father  Duquette's  speech  still 
ringing  in  our  ears,  we  sing  "Ave  Maria  Lor- 
etto"  and  the  ''Star  Spangled  Banner."  Then 
curtain !    curtain !    curtain  !      Our    school-days 


are  over.  A  few  more  names  are  added  to  the 
list  of  alumnae,  and  to-morrow  we  begin  to 
write  a  new  chapter  in  the  book  of  life. 

Hazel  Taylor,  '32,  Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


ENDLESS     CAVERNS. 

Many  a  pleasure  in  our  lives  comes  and  goes 
and  is  forgotten,  but  a  few  stand  out  in  such 
relief  that  years  afterwards  the  recollection  is 
as  vivid  as  though  the  experience  had  been 
but  yesterday.  Such  is  the  impression  I  re- 
tain of  an  adventure  of  a  few  short  hours  spent 
in  visiting  the  "Endless  Caverns"  at  New  Mar- 
ket, Virginia. 
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With  a  darkly  mysterious  feeling,  I  cau- 
tiously entered  the  subterranean  river-bed,  by 
means  of  a  flight  of  stairs.  DoAvn,  down  I  went 
into  the  chilly  dampness  of  the  caverns,  until 
at  last  the  bottom,  smooth  and  glistening,  was 
reached.  Dark  shadows  loomed  up  suddenly 
and  seemed  to  clutch  me.  At  my  right  the 
stone  images  of  three  nuns  solemnly  knelt  in 
prayer  on  beautifully  encrusted  steps.  Alliga- 
tors and  dogs  stared  maliciously  at  me  from 
all  sides.  Near  where  from  the  ceiling  hung  a 
stiti"  stalactite,  towering  above  a  sharp  stalag- 
mite rising  from  the  floor  like  a  pillar,  we 
looked  into  a  wide,  deep  chasm  of  swiftly  rush- 
ing water,  the  source  and  end  of  which  has 
never  been  found. 

Upon  rounding  a  corner  a  cry  of  wonder 
and  awe  escaped  me  as  a  perfect  dream  of 
fairyland  dazzled  my  eyes.  Dancing,  sparkling 
water  trickled  in  and  out  among  the  rocks  on 
the  tiny  shore,  Avhere  stood  a  fairy  pavilion. 
Little  flufl'y  creatures,  resplendent  in  their  be- 
witching robes  of  silk,  swayed,  or  appeared  to 
sway,  to  the  rythmic  music  of  the  singing 
water. 

Whether  I  had  seen  fairyland  or  not,  I 
finally  found  myself,  still  in  a  semi-dream,  at 
the  opening  of  the  cave  again.  The  breath  of 
Avarm,  fresh  air  from  outside,  Avelcome,  indeed, 
as  I  emerged  from  the  chill,  penetrating  damp- 
ness, only  increased  my  overwhelming  delight 
in  the  wonders  that  none  but  an  Omnipotent 
God  could  make. 

Miriam  Wolf,  '34,  Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


ST.  ADRIAN  GRADUATION. 

A  beautiful  graduation  ceremony  took  place 
in  St,  Adrian   Church,   Chicago,    on     Sunday 


evening  June  12th,  when  the  Pastor,  Reverend 
Leo  F.  McNamara,  Ph.D.,  presented  diplomas 
to  forty-one  graduates,  the  second  class  to 
graduate  from  the  new  school. 

The  church  was  artistically  decorated  in 
pink  and  white  peonies,  Avhich  formed  a  pic- 
turesque setting  for  the  pastel  shades  of  the 
graduates'  lovely  dresses. 

The  address  to  the  graduates  was  delivered 
by  the  Reverend  P.  J.  McGuire,  Pastor  of  St. 
Lawrence  Church,  Chicago,  The  pleasing 
speaker  congratulated  the  graduates  on  the 
completion  of  a  Catholic  elementary  education 
in  a  Avonderful  new  Catholic  school,  and  es- 
pecially on  their  good  fortune  in  receiving  their 
training  from  such  capable  teachers  as  the  La- 
dies of  Loretto,  and  on  having  such  a  zealous, 
lovable  pastor,  one  who  had  already  accom- 
plished in  three  years  what  might  well  be  the 
work  of  a  lifetime.  Father  McGuire  expressed 
the  belief  that  no  priest  in  the  Archdiocese  of 
Chicago  has  more  favorably  impressed  both 
priests  and  people  than  has  Reverend  Father 
McNamara. 

To  the  delight  of  all  present — especially  of 
the  parents — the  graduates  were  happily  com- 
plimented on  their  sparkling  eyes,  rosy  cheeks, 
and  gracious  smiles,  that  seemed  to  radiate  joy 
and  sunshine. 

This  verbal  bouquet  of  felicitation  and  com- 
pliment was  bound  with  a  ribbon  of  prayer 
from  the  great  priestly  Irish  heart  of  the 
speaker,  when  he  concluded  with  the  wish 
that  "the  graduates  may  be  a  joy  to  their 
parents,  a  credit  to  their  school,  an  honour  to 
their  country,  and  a  glory  to  their  God." 

The  ceremony  ended  with  Benediction  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Sacrament  given  by  Reverend 
Daniel  Cunningham,  Superintendent  of  the  Ca- 
tholic School  Board. 

The   closing  exercises  of  the   school    were 
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REVEREND  LEO  McNAMARA,  Ph.D.,  AND  THE   (iRADUATES,    1»32,    OF    ST.    ADRIAN    SCHOOL, 

CHK  AGO. 

Left  to  right:  Top  row — Fred.  Joseph  Hoffman,  Jerry  Win,  Foley,  Franc'is  John  Hanley,  Richard 
Francis  Bonano,  Wni.  Francis  AValsh,  Wni.  l^'rant-is  Eichhorn,  I<]<lward  Joseph  McDonald,  Ed- 
ward John  Martin,  Daniel  Michael  Rofter,  Raymond  Joseph  (iramni,  John  Joseph  Deacy, 
Albert  Edward  Cotugno. 

Second  row — Musses  Helen  Marie  Ijyons,  Winifretl  Margaret  Franklin,  Josephine  Margaret  Ruste-ck, 
Dorothy  Leona  Wilky,  Betty  Jean  Donohue,  Helen  Marie  Burns,  Margaret  Mary  Peyton, 
Eleanor    Mary    Matl,    IiOn*aine    Joan    Hausterick,  Margaret  Mary  Wiley. 

Third  row — Miss  Margaret  Teresa  McPhilliixs,  Eugene  James  Hoft'man,  Miss  Hilda  Marie  Hann, 
Daniel  lico  Carlyle,  James  Joseph  Hunt,  Miss  Clara  Marie  Novok,  Raymond  Thomas  For- 
syth, Miss  Valerie  Catherine  Geai"on,  Charles  Joseph  Woolscheid,  Michael  John  Joseph  Mynn, 
Miss   Mary   Catherine   Beverly   Carroll,   Thomas  Joseph  Slawson. 

Front  row — Misses  (ieraldine  Eleanor  l$onelli,  Mary  Eileen  Moher,  Florence  Ruth  Sontog,  (Revei*end 
Leo  McNaniara,  Ph.D.),  Marion  Rita  Justin,   Charlotte  Marj-  Notter,  Anna  Teresa  Garbier. 


held  on  June  3rd  and  8th,  when  two  splendid 
entertainments  were  given  by  the  pupils. 

The  children  displayed  unusual  ability  in 
both  the  Junior  and  Senior  concerts.  The 
oj^erettas  selected  were  difficult  to  present,  but 
St.  Adrian's  amateurs  played  their  parts  so 
Avell  that  the  audience  was  deeply  impressed 
by  the  superior  talent,  the  exceptional  dra- 
matic ability  and  the  splendid  trainiiiji^  of  the 
children  of  this  new  school. 


THE  GOAL. 

Only  one  month  more  before  examinations! 
Only  one  month  more  of  study!  Only  one 
more  month  of  school,  maybe  for  the  rest  of 
their  lives.  Thus  thought  a  great  many  stu- 
dents, but — 

In  the  midst  of  a  game  of  golf,  a  would-be 
student,  having  driven  off,  watched  the  ball 
whizz  through  the  air.  Where  it  was  going 
to  land,  he  did  not  know.    Its  distance  depend- 
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ed  upon  himself.  If  he  were  not  paying  much 
attention  to  where  he  was  aiming,  it  might 
land  only  a  few  yards  a^vay,  and  perhaps  be 
lost  in  a  creek;  but  if  he  took  the  trouble,  he 
might  get  a  perfect  shot. 

**I  suppose  you  are  studying  hard,"  he 
thought  he  heard  someone  say. 

"0  yes!  That  is — at  least — oh,  I  don't  care 
much  if  I  pass  or  not.  I  like  college,  and  that 
sort  of  life  agrees  with  me,"  answered  our 
student,  starting  to  go  after  his  ball. 

*'Yes,  yes!  of  course,"  came  the  voice 
again.  "But  you  noticed  that  ball  skimming 
through  the  air  didn't  you?" 

''Yes,"  the  boy  drawled  out. 

''Well,  where  did  it  land?" 

"Not  very  far  away,  anyhow.  It  all  de- 
pended on  my  shot." 

"In  other  words,  it  depends  on  you,  on 
how  much  effort  you  put  into  it.  You  can 
make  it  go  in  any  direction?" 


"Yes." 

"Why  not  take  a  lesson  out  of  that!  The 
goal  of  your  life  can  be  decided  only  by  you. 
Wherever  you  aim,  you  will  land." 

"I  never  thought  of  it  in  that  way,"  came 
the  sudden,  thoughtful  reply. 

"You  are  aiming  now,"  persisted  the  voice; 
"aim  well!  Think  before  you  act  and  you  will 
reach  a  goal  of  success." 

"Great  idea!  I  might  start  now!  Finish 
up  my  school  year, — obtain  a  position,  and — ." 
He  turned  around  to  gaze  at  the  speaker,  but 
saw  only  his  dog  wistfully  looking  up  at  him. 

"Well!  since  when  have  you  received  the 
gift  of  speech  ?"  Receiving  no  reply,  he  added, 
"You  have  given  me  an  inspiration  anyway. 
Come  on,  Curley !  No  more  game  to-day.  I'm 
going  home  now  to  study.  I'm  going  to  be  a 
great  man  one  day." 

Eileen  Whelan,  Grade  XII. 
Sedley,  Sask. 
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FLAGS. 

The  flag  is  the  symbol  o¥  the  nation.  It 
represents  the  ideals,  the  chivalrous  sjririt,  and 
the  devotion  of  its  people.  It  is  the  emblem 
of  truth,  of  loyalty,  and  of  sincerity,  and  it 
arouses  a  feeling  of  national  sentiment.  In 
time  of  war  it  proa'es  an  incentive  for  those 
who  are  fighting  to  uphold  it.  The  word  flag 
was  derived  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  "fleogan," 
meaning  to  float,  or  to  ^y  in  the  wind.  Flags 
originated  in  the  time  of  the  early  Egyptians. 
These  people  felt  the  need  of  distinguishing 
themselves  from  other  nations,  and  so  they  cut 
their  first  flags  from  stone  or  bronze,  and  car- 
ried them  in  battle  at  the  top  of  a  long  pole. 
But  during  the  time  of  the  Romans,  flags  were 
cut  from  cloth. 

"It's  only  a  small  bit  of  bunting, 
It's  only  an  old  coloured  rag. 
Yet  thousands  have  died  for  its  honour. 
And  shed  their  best  blood  for  the  flag. 

"You  may  say  it's  an  old  bit  of  bunting, 

You  may  call  it  an  old  coloured  rag; 
But  Freedom  has  made  it  majestic, 
And  time  has  ennobled  the  flag!" 

In  the  early  days,  England,  Ireland,  and 
Scotland,  had  different  flags':  the  cross  of  St. 
George,  the  cross  of  St.  Patrick,  and  the  cross 
of  St.  Andrew,  respectively.  When  England 
and  Scotland  were  united  under  James  I.  the 
first  Union  Jack  w^as  made.  This  consisted  of 
the  cross  of  St.  George  and  the  cross  of  St. 
Andrew.  It  was  not  until  1801  that  the  cross 
of  St,  Patrick  was  added  to  the  Union  Jack. 
This  completed  the  flag,  and  it  has  remained 
the  same  ever  since.  This  same  flag  forms  a 
part  of  our  Canadian  flag:  the  red  ensign  with 
the  Canadian  coat  of  arms  in  the  centre.    The 


The  Governor-General  of  Canada  uh€s  the 
Union  Jack,  with  the  Dominion  coat  of  arms 
in  the  centre  surrounded  by  a  garland  of  maple 
leaves  surmounted  by  a  crown.  Thus  we  have 
the  British  and  Canadian  flags. 

It  was  not  until  after  the  Declaration  of 
Independence,  in  1776,  that  the  people  of  the 
New  England  States  had  any  desire  for  a  flag. 
Hitherto  they  had  accepted  the  British  flag  as 
their  ensign,  but  later,  fired  with  enthusiasm 
for  their  newly-formed  Republic,  they  deter- 
mined to  show  their  devotion  to  their  country 
by  adopting  a  national  flag.  The  following  year 
Congress  decided  that  the  flag  should  be  thir- 
teen stripes,  alternate  red  and  white,  and  that 
the  Union  should  be  thirteen  stars  on  a  blue 
background.  The  first  flag  was  made  by  Mrs. 
Betsy  Ross,  of  Philadelphia,  who  suggested  that 
the  stars  be  five-pointed.  This  flag  was  first 
saluted  by  a  foreign  country  in  1778,  when 
the  French  fleet  boomed  the  salute.  In  1794 
two  stars  were  added  for  the  states  of  Vermont 
and  Kentucky,  which  entered  the  Union  some 
years  after  the  other  states.  This  flag  has  up 
to  the  present  day,  remained  the  emblem  of 
th€  United  States. 

The  devotion  and  loyalty  of  the  people  to 
the  flag  is  unbounded.  It  inspires  great  cour- 
age in  them,  and  men  have  died,  and  would  die, 
rather  than  see  the  flag  dishonoured.  The  feel- 
ing of  the  people  of  all  countries  toward  the 
flag  has  been  well  expressed  by  Henry  Holcomb, 
in  the  following  lines: 

"Hats  ofT!  along  the  street  there  comes 
A  blast  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums; 
And  loyal  hearts  are  beating  high : 
Hats  off!  the  flag  is  passing  by!'' 

Mary  McCarthy,  Form  V., 
Loretto  Abbej"  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto, 
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arije  Call  of  Cfjrisit 

His  Arms,  so  torn  and  bleeding, 
Are  outstretched  toward  my  heart. 

My  Saviour,   He  is   pleading 
To  make  me  His  counterpart. 

Hi3  Love's  consuming  sweetness 
Draws  me  nearer  to  His  side; 

He  says:  "My  child,  I  love  thee; 
'Twas   all   for   thee   I   died. 

"For  thee  I  suffered  torments, 
For  thee  I  conquered  pain; 

For  thee  my  heart  was  broken. 
Yet    all    I'd    do   again. 

"To  save  thee  from  hell-fire, 
To  make  thee  love  Me  more. 

To  make  thy  heart  seek  higher 
Than   it   ever  did  before. 

"My  child.  My  life  I  gave  thee, 
Please   heed   thy   Jesus'   pain; 

The  price  I  paid  to  save  thee. 
Is  all   to  be  in  vain?" 

Bg  true!    Be   true.   Crusader! 

And    hold    thy    banner    high! 
Be  true  to   Christ,   our  Captain  — 

For  Christ,  to  live  and  die! 

Beryl  Black,  Form  IIA. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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A  THOUGHT. 

"Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime, 
Our  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time; 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  the  shore  look  dim, 
We'll  sing  at  St.  Anne's  our  parting  hymn : 

"Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast; 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past." 

Unaccustomed  to  the  simple  "patois"  of 
the  men  at  the  oars,  Thomas  Moore  understood 
only  the  last  two  lines  repeated  at*  the  end  of 
each  verse  of  the  song  they  sang  —  the  song 
that  inspiied  his  immortal  "Canadian  Boat 
Song."  Undoubtedly  it  was  the  sound  of  the 
swift  water  lapping  the  boat,  the  dip  of  the 
oars  and  the  clear  voices  of  the  men  singing  in 
the  hushed  twilight,  that  caught  his  fancy.  Yet 
beneath  it  was  an  undercurrent  of  serious 
thought : 

"Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast; 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past.'* 

The  stream  of  life  was  flowing  all  too  quickly, 
and  already  for  him  much  of  the  daylight  of 
life  was  past. 

"Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast  —" 

For  us  the  stream  of  life  is  running  fast,  too 
fast  that  we  may  be  dull  or  idle  for  a  single 
moment.  Of  each  little  opportunity  the  most 
must  be  made;  life,  if  it  is  not  to  be  wasted, 
must  be  lived  to  the  full.  For  only  if  we  are 
capable  of  effort  and  of  sacrifice,  and  only  if 
we  are  capabk  of  very  great  sorrow,  are  we 
capable  of  the  exquisite  happiness  that  blos- 
soms from  it.  And  we  must  be  happy.  Hap- 
piness is  a  duty.  And  only  when  our  own  cup 
of  happiness  is  brimming  over,  and  only  in  as 
much  as  it  is  brimming  over,  is  a  measure  of  it 


spilled  —  and  someone  else  is  made  happier  for 

Kathleen  Fitzpatrick,  Form  IV^. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


RIVERSIDE     DRIVE. 


I  would  like  to  take  you  for  an  imaginary 
drive  down  one  of  the  most  beautiful  roadv/ays 
in  the  world.  It  is  situated  in  New  York  C'f y, 
and  is  called  Riverside  Drive.  W(.  will  turn 
our  car  down  past  the  towering  statue  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln  standing  at  the  entrance  of  the 
road.  It  is  almost  ten  o'clock  on  a  summer's 
evening,  when  the  drive,  I  think,  is  at  its  love- 
liest. 

We  will  not  try  to  speed  along  even  mod- 
erately, for  all  Broadway  and  Yonkers  have 
decided  to  join  us  in  our  ride.  It  is  annoying, 
but  what  can  one  do?  They  are  in  search  of 
cool  breezes,  too,  and,  after  all,  the  road  is 
fifty  feet  wide  and  has  extensions  up  through 
the  State.  Nature  has  done  her  best  to  make 
the  way  pleasant  with  great  trees,  the  rippling 
Hudson  down  below,  and  the  rocky,  frowning 
Palisades  on  the  New  Jersey  shore  opposite. 
Man  has  filled  out  the  picture  by  adding  myri- 
ads of  bright  lights  which  adorn  the  fairj'-land 
amusement  parks  after  sunset.  Over  all,  to- 
night, presides   the  jolly  old  moon. 

If  you  desire  an  old-fashioned  thrill,  you 
might  look  up  at  the  fine  residences  of  New 
York's  "Four  Hundred,"  on  the  level  above  us. 
Dispersed  here  and  there  are  towering  apart- 
ment houses,  which  add  a  Twentieth  Century 
touch. 

Here  is  the  Soldiers'  and  Sailors'  Monu- 
ment, and  now  the  far-famed  Grant's  tomb. 
Columbia  University  is  just  up  that  street. 
That   roar  vou   hear   is  from   the   New   York 
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Central  trains,  which  you  can  see  at  the  river's 
edge  trashing  by.  Passing  Rockefeller's  ex- 
clusive church,  which  cost  him  millions  of  dol- 
lars, we  come,  at  last,  to  Doctor  Paterno's 
Castle.  How  singularly  beautiful  it  is  to-night, 
etched  romantically  against  the  moon-lit  skj-. 

We  are  a  bit  too  early  to  see  the  ''night- 
life" along  this  drive,  but,  later  on,  these  gor- 
geous cabarets,  set  so  often  in  the  middle  of 
the  road,  will  be  humming  with  swarms  of  gay 
pleasure-seekers.  There,  on  the  Hudson,  are 
slender  yachts  and  pleasure-boats  of  almost 
every  conceivable  size  and  description.  It 
there  anything  more  delightful  to  watch  at 
night  than  these  boats,  gleaming  with  lights, 
floating  down  the  river,  slowly  and  gracefully? 

But  now  we  have  come  to  the  end  of  the 
drive,  deeply  impressed  by  the  glittering  gai- 
ety and  the  alluring  beauty  of  this  famous  high- 
way of  New  York. 

Patricia  Mooney,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


A  COMMON  PIN. 


Pins  are  so  common  that  no  one  ever  gives 
a  thought  to  their  origin,  but  everyone  seems 
to  think  that  they  have  always  existed.  Of 
course  this  is  not  true,  but  the  need  for  them 


has  arisen  in  every  age.  Because  they  are  so 
small  they  have  not  been  able  to  escape  de- 
struction ;  and,  with  the  passing  of  time,  many 
of  the  pins  used  by  ancient  peoples  have  been 
lost.  As  a  consequence,  much  of  their  history 
has  been  lost.  However,  some  facts  are  known, 
and  these  are  very  interesting. 

During  the  glacial  period  it  was  necessary 
for  man  to  have  warm  clothing,  and  something 
with  which  to  fasten  this  together.  Skins  of 
animals  were  found  for  clothing,  and  sharp 
thorns  sufificed  for  pins.  Gypsies,  North  Ameri- 
can Indians,  and  Egpytian  peasants,  also  used 
this  crude  form  of  pin.  The  cave-dwellers 
made  pins  from  splinters  of  bone.  Some  of 
these  were  very  beautiful  with  well  carved 
headfe,  and  smooth,  polished  points.  When 
bronze  was  discovered,  better  and  smaller  pins 
were  made  from  this  new  substance.  The  Ro- 
mans used  fine  ivory,  gold,  and  bronze  pins. 
Beautiful  silver  pins  were  also  found  in  the 
tom,bs  of  the  Peruvians. 

The  date  of  the  invention  of  wire  pins  is 
not  known,  but  they  were  made  in  England  in 
the  fifteenth  century.  France,  and  Germany 
exported  large  quantities  of  brass  pins  during 
the  sixteenth  century.  The  first  of  these  to  be 
imported  into  England  were  for  Catherine 
Howard,  one  of  the  unfortunate  wives  of 
Henry  VIII,     Soon  John  Tilsby  set  up  an  es- 
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tablishment  for  the  manufacture  of  brass  pins 
in  Gloucestershire.  Not  long  afterwards,  simi- 
lar factories  were  opened  at  Bristol  and  Bir- 
mingham, and  English  pins  became  noted  for 
their  excellence.  No  pins  were  manufactured 
in  America  until  1812.  Until  the  nineteenth 
century  pins  were  manufactured  by  hand,  and 
this  was  a  slow,  difficult  process.  However,  in 
1824  an  American  invented  a  machine  that 
worked  successfully,  and  it  was  patented  in 
England.  A  short  time  later  a  New  York  phy- 
sician invented  another  machine,  which  im- 
proved upon  the  first  one.  At  that  time  four- 
teen operations  were  necessary  to  manufacture 
one  pin,  and  consequently  much  time  and  la- 
bour were  used.  But  soon  machines  were  in- 
vented for  each  of  these  operations,  until  now 
we  can  buy  a  package  of  brass  or  iron-wire 
pins  for  a  few  cents. 

When  pins  were  made  by  hand  they  were 
expensive,  and  ladies  were  given  a  special  al- 
lowance, called  pin-money.  This  term  is  still 
used  for  dress-money.  Many  proverbs  were 
made  about  pins  during  this  time : 

"He  who  would  steal  a  pin  would  steal  a 
greater  thing." 
"See  a  pin  and  let  it  lie. 
Then  in  want  you'll  come  to  die." 

Curious  superstitions  also  arose,  of  which 
no  one  can  tell  the  origin.    At  one  time  people 


threw  pins  into  wells  in   the  belief  that  this 
would  bring  them  good  luck. 

What  were  all  those  interesting  things 
about?  .  .  .  Is  it  possible?  ...  It  must  be — 
A  common  pin ! 

Patricia  Flood,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


"SINCERITY    BRINGS    SUCCESS." 

Very  few  people  like  being  awakened  be- 
fore the  alarm  clock  rings,  though  when  it 
rings  they  rather  resent  that  worthy  invention. 
Mr.  Kingsmith  was  no  exception.  He  was 
awakened  by  pleasant  sounds.  The  neighbour's 
baby  was  violently  testing  his  lungs,  and  his 
older  brothers  and  sisters  were  encouraging 
him  by  giving  strident  examples  of  what  he 
might  some  day  attain.  This  was  not  the  first 
time  that  Mr.  Kingsmith  had  been  disturbed 
at  dawn  by  such  sounds  —  nor  the  second. 
You  can  easily  imagine  his  thoughts  as  he 
descended  to  the  dining-rcom. 

Breakfast  was  soon  ready.  The  cook  ap- 
peared with  a  dish  of  steaming  cereal — "Good 
Day  Cereal"  it  was  called.  To  Mr.  Kingsmith 
it  tasted  like  sawdust,  and  he  did  not  hesitate 
to  say  so. 

As  Mr.  Kingsmith  stepped  out  through  the 
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Miss    Juliette    Portin, 

St.  David's  Scliool, 

Toronto. 


('oii.<iTatulations  to  Miss  Juli- 
ette Fortii),  St.  David's  School, 
Toronto,  winner  for  1932  of  the 
Graduates'  Club  Scholarship  for 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto  ;  and 
to  the  retiring  executive  of  the 
Club  whose  splendid  work  has 
provided  the  funds  for  this 
scholarship,  which  is  oi)en  to  En- 
trance Class  pupils  in  the  To- 
ronto Separate  Schools  taug'ht 
by  our  nuns.  A  special  exam- 
ination is  set  for  this  scholar- 
shi]),  and  this  .year  there    were 

twelve   candidates. 

Congratulations  also  to  Miss  Dorothy  Matthews  of  St.  Helen's 
School,  ranking  second,  and  Miss  Eileen  Kelly  of  St.  James'  School, 
ranking  third,  who  also  received  scholarship  awards. 


Retiring  Exeeutive  of  the  Club:  Misses 
Catherine  Maeklin,  Xorah  Latchford 
(President),  Margaret  Lyons,  and 
Dorothy  Marks. 


doorway,  he  saw  the  bus  a  short  distance  up 
the  street,  and  began  to  run.  However,  a  toy 
wagon  set  squarely  in  his  path  brought  his  pro- 
gress to  a  disastrous  conclusion.  The  neigh- 
bour's boy  who  owned  the  wagon  apparently 
enjoyed  the  spectacle.  ]\Ir.  Kingsmith  missed 
the  bus. 

He  reached  the  broadcasting  station  — 
he  was  a  radio  announcer  —  barely  on  time. 
However,  he  felt  much  better  when  he  had 
expressed  to  the  assistant  announcer,  who 
cheerfully  agreed  with  him,  his  opinion  of 
children  in  general. 

"Good  Day  Cereal"  hour  was  the  first 
item  on  Mr.  Kingsmith's  programme  for  the 
day. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  began,  "No 
doubt  you  have  all  heard  of  Good  Day  Cereal. 
I  myself  enjoy  it  every  morning,  and  benefit 
by  the  manj'  calories  it  contains.  A  more 
healthful  or  delightful  breakfast  food  cannot 
be  found,  I  am  sure.     I  cannot  recommend  it 


too  highly.  And  I  know  from  experience  that 
the  only  jiroper  way  to  begin  the  day  is  with 
a  dish  of  Good  Day  Cereal." 

With  a  serene  and  untroubled  conscience, 
Mr.  Kingsmith  relinquished  the  microphone  to 
the  assisting  announcer,  and  turned  to  greet 
the  incoming  artists  of  the  following  program- 
me. They  were  all  children,  although  fond 
mothers  and  doting  aunts  tagged  along  be- 
hind. 

"Good  morning,  Johnny,  my  lad,"  said 
Mr.  Kingsmith  with  a  jovial  smile.  ("That 
little  pest  is  back  again  I"  he  thought).  "And 
Mary,  too,  looking  so  sweet  and  pretty,"  he 
continued.  He  patted  her  curly  head  and  she 
playfully  pulled  his  tie  out  of  all  shape. 

The  Children's  Hour  was  beginning. 
Children  all  over  the  country  crowded  about 
their  radios  to  listen  to  the  fatherly  voice  of 
Uncle  Dave. 

"My  dear  children,  I  am  sure  you  are  all 
bright  and  happy  on  such  a  lovely  morning. 
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CAST  OF  "THE  TYROLIEN  QUEEN"  AT  LORETTO  A(  ADEMY,  STRATFORD,  ONTARIO. 

Miss   (.'allista    Heinbiich    (Queen). 

Left  to  right:  Baclc  Row — Misses  Dorothy  McLaughlin,  Euniee  I^e  Souder,  IMary  Williams,  Jose- 
phine l*igeon,  Elizabeth  Haggarty,  Marguerite  Frawley,  (iertrude  HainiHon,  Katherine  Twam- 
ley     (Queen),    Rita    Bannon,    Dorothy    McCarthy,  Lilian  Cirahani,  Helen  MeXaniara. 

Front  Row — Misses  LtH)na  Gaynor,  Olive  Simpson,  Mary  Wlialing,  Olive  Brown,  Celine  O'Donoghue, 
Kathleen  Reinhawlt,  Agnes  Gaffney,  Margaret  Peacock,  Mary  McXamara,  Manjaret  Kelly, 
Helen  Le   Souder,  Mary  Cayley,   J^lna   Hutchison. 


My  heart  fills  with  joy  when  I  think  of  all  the 
little  boys  and  girls  who  are  listening;  to  me, 
and  who  love  their  dear  old  Uncle  Dave.  This 
very  morning,  as  I  was  walking  along  the 
street,  I  met  a  merry  little  chap  who  reminded 
me  of  all  the  dear  little  boys  who  listen  to  me 
every  morning.  Now,  dear  children,  this  morn- 
ing I  am  going  to  tell  you  the  story  of  ''Goldi- 
locks and  the  Three  Little  Bears.  Once  upon 
a  time " 

Later  in  the  programme  Mary  stepped  up 
to  the  microphone,  lovingly  assisted  by  Uncle 
Dave,  and  shrilled  forth  a  song,  to  the  pride 
of  her  mother  and  the  torture  of  Mr.  King- 
smith. 

One  of  the  features  lately  inaugurated  by 
this  radio  station  was  the  choosing  of  a  daily 


sentence  sermon,  which  was  read  at  the  end 
of  each  day's  activities  on  the  air.  On  this 
particular  day  Mr.  Kina:smith  had  chosen  the 
sentence  sermon.  It  was  one  of  the  things  he 
really  enjoyed  doing,  and  of  course  he  always 
chose  the  one  which  ai)pealed  to  him  most. 
And  for  tliis  day  ^Ir.  Kirgsniitli  liad  chosen: 
"Sincerity  Briuf^s  Success."  When  the  as- 
sisting announcer  heard  tliis,  he  winked  know- 
ingly at  one  of  the  electricians  and  thought  of 
"Good  Day  Cereal"  and  dear  old  "Uncle 
Dave." 

"Sincerity  brings  Success,"  said  Mr.  King- 
smith, 

Evelyn  Armstrong,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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"MOTHER,  I  PRAY  TO  CHRIST,  THE  WAY,  LEAD  THOU." 


It  Avas  a  beautiful  clay  in  June,  one  of 
those  days  on  which  all  nature  seems  to  whis- 
per in  one's  ear.  I  was  curled  ui)  on  the 
bench  in  the  corner  of  the  convent  j?arden 
these  words  in  my  heart,  on  the  last  day  of  onr 
annual  retreat.  Before  me  was  exquisite  beau- 
ty :  truly  it  was  a  place  of  enchantment  -  -  a 
lovable  place.  My  eyes  wandered  from  the 
j)eonies  si)arkling  in  the  afternoon  sun,  to  the 
roses  of  all  shades,  beautiful  beyond  descrip- 
tion. 

As  I  sat  there  enchanted  by  the  beauty 
of  this  peaceful  scene,  suddenly  throuj^h  the 
stillness  of  the  soft  afternoon  air,  the  sound 
of  sweet  music  came  to  my  ear.  I  turned  and 
saw  no  one  —  nothing  except  the  roses;  but, 
to  my  surprise,  they  were  moving. 

"There  is  no  wind,"  I  thought.  "What 
can  it  be?" 

I  gazed  in  amazement.  Slowly  each  little 
rose  opened,  revealing  a  curly-headed  angel. 
They  flew  forth  and  gathered  at  my  feet  sing- 
ing. These  were  the  voices  I  had  heard.  Im- 
mediately I  recognized  the  melody  and  words 
of  the  "Magnificat."  When  the  last  note  had 
died  away  there  was  a  rustle  among  the  flow- 
ers. The  angels  ushered  in  a  beautiful  lady 
gowned  in  blue  and  white.  She  was  so  beauti- 
ful that  I  could  not  express  it  Avith  the  largest 
vocabulary  in  the  world.  Her  head  was  cov- 
ered with  a  white  veil,  and  from  under  the 
veil  soft  locks  of  long  golden  hair  could  be 
seen.  In  her  arms  was  a  Babe  clothed  in  white. 
I  found  myself  on  my  knees  uttering  those 
words  of  Saint  Elizabeth: 


m 


CYNTHIA  MAKES  HER  BOW. 

Miss  (Cynthia  Street,  a  little  flower- 
girl  at  the  graduation  exercises  at 
Loretto    Academy^    Niagara   Falls. 


"Hail,  full  of  grace!  The  Lord  is  with 
Thee !" 

I  continued  in  my  position  at  her  feet. 
She  placed  the  Infant  on  the  ground  and  held 
out  her  arms  to  me  as  I  prayed.  On  her  lips 
was  a  smile  that  revealed  a  burning  love,  and 
her  eyes  showed  that  she  wanted  me  for  her 
own.  Pilled  with  longing  to  approach  her,  I 
arose,  but  the  vision  had  vanished,  and  the 
angels  again  became  rosies. 

It  had  been  a  dream,  but  a  dream  granted 
by  Our  Lord  in  answer  to  my  prayer:  "Mother, 
I  pray,  to  Christ,  the  Way,  lead  thou."  All 
doubt  was  removed  from  my  mind.  Here 
should  I  remain  in  Our  Lord's  Garden  —  poor 
in  spirit,  but  rich  in  the  truly  beautiful. 

Kathleen  Claire  Hunt. 

Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 
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111   "Pride  and   Projudice"   at   Ijoretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  (hicaso. 

Jane   Rennet — Miss  Gertrude  Boudreau;    Mr.  Ben- 
net — Miss    Margaret    Carrier;    Kli/abetli    Beniiet — 
Miss    Mary    Louise    Howard;    Lydia    Bennet — Miss 
Leone  Hogle;    Mrs.  Bennet   (seated) — Miss  Inez 
Rowninji. 


"ALL  ABOUT  THE  BIG  TRAIN  WRECK." 

Roaring  and  bellowing",  the  engine  steams 
on  into  the  night,  its  whistles  tooting  lustily 
at  intervals,  its  powerful  headlights  cutting 
the  blackness  about  it  in  two.  The  smoke  from 
its  engine  trails  behind,  above  the  coaches. 

Leaning  out  of  the  cab  of  the  engine,  the 
engineer  intently  watches  the  section  of  road 
revealed  in  the  glare  of  the  headlights.  He 
pulls  out  a  large  watch  and  studies  its  face. 
All  is  well.  Since  the  beginning  of  the  run, 
the  engine  had  been  working  perfectly.  The 
engineer  smiles  to  himself  as  he  replaces  his 
watch.  Skilfully  he  touches  the  throttle  until 
the  speedometer  ])oints  to  seventy-four  miles. 

"Safety  limit,  I  guess,"  he  mutters  to  him- 
self. After  five  minutes  the  speed  drops  to 
sixty-eight  miles  per  hour.  "Why  can't  the 
fi.reman  keep  the  steam  upf  moans  the  engi- 


neer. As  if  in  answer  to  the  question  the 
speedometer  swings  back  to  seventy-four 
miles. 

Suddenly  his  eyes  ojien  wide  with  horror. 
About  a  hundred  yards  ahead  the  rails  abruptly 
end,  and  a  black  menacing  i)it  is  revealed. 
There  has  been  a  landslide.  The  engineer  does 
Ills  best  to  check  the  headlong  speed.  He  shuts 
the  throttle  and  opens  the  air-brakes;  but  to 
no  avail ;  the  train  rushes  on  unchecked.  For 
a  moment  it  hangs  on  the  edge  of  the  precipice; 
then  it  drops  down  and  crashes  with  a  sicken- 
ing thud.  There  is  the  sound  of  splintering 
wood  and  the  hiss  of  escaping  steam.  A  few 
agonized  shrieks  pierce  through  the  night  air; 
then  the  dread  silence  of  the  dead. 

Above  the  precipice  the  Avind  shrieks  and 
moans  as  if  in  pain.  A  solitary  willow  howls, 
and  wearily  rustles  its  leaves  in  tribute  to  the 
dead.  A  shy  moon  j^eeps  at  the  scene  from 
its  perch  behind  a  cloud,  then  hides  again  in 
grief.    .    .    . 

Then  the  spell  is  broken.  A  clear  feminine 
voice  calls : 

"Peter!  Peter!  Come  into  the  house  this 
minute!  It  is  already  dark,  and,  besides,  didn't 
I  tell  you  not  to  drive  your  coaster-wagon  into 
that  hole?  Young  man,  march  into  the  house 
this  minute !" 

My  mother  stands  in  the  doorway.  Reluct- 
antly my  little  brother  puts  away  his  "choo 


Casl   of  Spealiinj;'  ("liaraeCers  in  '*l»ride  and  Preju- 
<li<'e"  at  Loretto  Aradeiny,   Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


48 


THE      RAINBOW 


B^^K 

HH 

hI^^^^^S 

I    J^^ 

i 

HH| 

I^Hi^V^  pH 

it  ^^ 

^H 

fit  j|Byi  ^Ht  i^B 

1 

■ 

L.  ■'  ''^ 

m^ 

1 

^^^pj 

f  .1 « ^1 

^^^fcj*™..«t5!~w«l^-       VP 

Hpj^l 

H 

^^&l 

g 

'  '^jj 

1 

In  "Pride  and  Prejudice"   at  Loretto  Acadcniy, 
AVoodlawn,  Chicago. 

Klizabeth  Bennet — Miss  Mury  Louise  Howard;  Mr. 
D'Arcy — Miss  Mary  Petrie;  Mr.  Binglcy — Miss  Lor- 
etto Mclntyre;  Jane  Bennet — Miss  Gertr!i<le 
Boudreau. 


qu'elle  est  le  plus  charmant  des  oiseaux.     Elle 
chante  si  bien. 

"Regardez,"  s'ecrie  Marie,  "c'est  une  petite 
grive." 

''Essayons  de  I'attraper/'  dit  Giiillaume, 

Ii'oiseau  etait  sur  les  rideaux.  Le  petit  gar- 
con  essaya  de  I'atteindre,  mais  il  etait  trop 
petit.  II  rcflechit  iin  moment,  puis  Guillaume 
mit  la  chaise  sur  la  table,  y  monta  dessus,  et 
ctendit  la  main.     L'oiseau  ne  bougeait  ])as. 

"Pauvre  petite  grive  I"  dit-il,  "son  aile  est 
cassee." 

''Laissez-moi  la  voir,"  dit  Marie,  en  eourant 
a,  la  table  et  etendant  la  main. 

"Nous  la  mettrons  dans  une  cage  et  nous 
la  garderons." 

"Quelle  bonne  idee!" 

Aussitot  que  le  petit  oiseau  fut  tout  a  fait 
bien,  il  desira  encore  la  liberte.  Leur  mere  ex- 
pliqua  aux  petits  enfants  qu'il  n'etait  pas  bon 
de  garder  un  petit  oiseau  prisonnier,  parce  que 
tons  les  oiseaux  aiment  la  liberte. 

Les  enfants  ouvrirent  la  porte  de  la  cage  et 
I'heureuse  grive  s'envola. 

Jane  Garritj^,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


choo"  train,  comes  into  the  house,  and  is  pre- 
sently engaged  plotting  further  details  for  his 
accident. 

Dorothy  Sumski,  Form  1. 

Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


UNE   PETITE   GRIVE. 

Un  jour  quelque  chose  s'abattit  sur  la  fene- 
tre  de  la  salle  d'etude.  Les  enfants  sautaient 
claquaient  les  mains  et  riaient.  Vous  savez  que 
tous  les  enfants  aiment  les  oiseaux.  En  effet, 
tout  le  monde  les  aime,  surtout  la  grive,  parce 


FUTILITY. 

To  but  express  the  beauty  of  the  night 

With  velvet  background  spread  across  the  sky, 
Or  dawn;   'tis  far  too  great  a  task  to  try. 

A   mighty   poet   climbs   to   Fame's    far   height, 

But  fails  to  find  what  words  describe  the  light 
Of  moon,   or  countless  stars  that   eastward   ply 
To  meet  the  blush  which  tells  that  dawn  is  nigh. 

Let   every   man   turn   to   behold   the  sight 

And  then  alone,  at  last,  the  thought  will  come 

That  such  a  few  have  captured  —  none  expressed; 
But  even  then  the  only  speech  of  some 

Is,  "Futile  words  will  not  survive  the  test 
Of  ages."     Light  lives  on  and  beauty  grows 
Beyond  its   bound,   new   wonders   to   disclose. 

Kathlyn  Murphy,  '33. 
Loretto   Academy,    Woodlawn,    Chicago. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 


McCarron  presided,  and  Miss  Evelyn  Butler,  Miss 
Aileen  McLaughlin  and  Miss  Marion  Patterson  as- 
sisted. 

LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION  „     ^""-   '^!l''"'\'   Andison's  home   on   Russell   Hill 

x«„«,.,™«   .  «^^v^v-i« » iv^ii  Road  was  the  charming  setting  on  May  17th,  for  a 

LOEETTO  ABBEY.  TORONTO.  bridge  and  tea   in  honour  of  Mrs.   James   Patrick 

Patroness... MOTHER    GENERAL  M.  ST.  TERESA,  I.B.v.M.  Hynes  and  Mrs.  James  Mallon,  who  have  brought 

Honorary  President..  MOTHER  M.  BONA  VENTURE   IBVM  honours   to   the   Association   during   the   past  year. 

„  ^  „,     _      .^    ^  '  Mrs.  Andison  was  assisted  in  receiving  the  guestfi 

Honorary  Vice-President MRS.  FRANK  CASSIDY.  ^y  Mrs.   David  O'Meara,  President.    The  tea  table. 

President     MRS.   DAVID   O'MEARA,  which  was  arranged  with  a  basket  of  fragrant  roses 

First  Vice-president MIsVi^ELENE  STrcS:^LES.  "'^    ^  i^^^t^T^    If'"    'i^i?'    ^^h  P^^'^^  «^^    ''^ 

422  Sherbourne  St..  Toronto.  ^Z^'  Frank  Cassidy  and  Mrs  John  Lee.     The  group 

Second   Vice-President    MRS.   FRANK  CLANCY.  ^'^  assistants   in    the   tearoom   included   Miss   Clara 

497  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Toronto.  Cox,  Miss  Eleanor  O'Meara,  Miss  Joan  Taylor  and 

Treasurer    MISS  MAY  O'CAiLAHAN.  Miss  Mary  Andison,  daughter  of  the  hostess. 

Recording  Secretary  MRS.  J.  DE*VINE^*'    '^°^°'^*°-  The  Annual  Meeting,  and  tea  in  honour  of  the 

399  Glencairn  Ave..  Toronto  graduates,  and  tea  in  honour  of  the     delegates  to 

Corresponding  Secretary  MRS.   WILLIAM  LYONS.  the   Caitholic    Women's    League    Convention,     were 

'^^    Torlfnto^^^'''^   ^''^^"  combined,  and  held  on  June  19th,  at  Loretto  Ab- 

Convener  of  House  Committee.. MRS.  THOMAS  H.  ANDISON,  bey.    Armour   Heights.      More    than    four    hundred 

200  Russell  Hill  Road,   To-  guests  were  present  at  thisi  reception^ — a  delightful 

Convener   of   Entertainment.  .  .MRS.    FRED    WOODS,  one  in  every  way.      ^,      ^       ,     ^^  ^         . 

491  Markham  St..  Toronto.  Mrs.  J.  Coffey,  Montreal,  Honorary  Secretary, 
Convener  of  Membership  MRS.  JOHN  LEE.  C.W.L.,  and  Miss  Rose  McElderry,  Guelph,  a  Vice- 
Convener  of  Press    mrI^Till^Im  FoT*°-  President,    are    among    many    alumnae     of     whom 

63   Sherwood   St..    Toronto.  Loretto  is  justly  proud. 

The    late    Miss    George,    noted    singer,    who    died 

Presidents  of  Loretto  Associations.  recently  in  England,  was  an  alumna  of  Loretto  Ab- 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto  .MISS  GERALDINE  MALONEY,  ^^l'  Toronto,  where  she  received  her  early  musical 

16  St.  Joseph  St.,  Toronto.  training. 

''*''"*    ^""^     ^!l.Zl''^fri.  S^Sio  LORETTO   ABBEY  COLLEGE,   TORONTO. 

Hamilton,   Ont mss   GEOROE  ANNE  DELL,  ^t  a  farewell  reception  given  by  the  Alumnae 

92   Delaware   Ave.,    Hamilton.  .    xi        ^    ,,  r^        j  cT  t  ■<  oii.     • 

Stratford,    Ont MISS  JANE  MEGAN,  at  the  College  on  Sunday  afternoon,  June  12th,  in 

136  Church  St.,  Stratford,  Ont.  honour    of    Mother    Margarita,    I.B.V.M.,    retiring 

inglewood,   Chicago    MISS   MARY  COLLINS,  Qean,    she    was     presented      with      a      beautifully 

9604  South^  Hammon  Ave..  illuminated  souvenir      book  containing   the  signa- 

Sanlt  ste.  Marie,  Mich MISS   IDA  RANSOM.  tures   of  all   the  graduates,  and  with  a  handsome 

J°"«*'  I"-    (St.  Mary's  High  money  gift.      During   the  more   than   fifteen  years 

Jollet.  °I11.    (St.    Mary's    Aca^ under  her  direction,  while  the  College  has  grown 

demy)" MISS  WINNIFRED  BANNON.  to    maturity  and   advanced  steadily   in   prestige   in 

214  Glenwood  Ave..  *  the  University,  Mother  Margarita  has  won  a  place 

Woodiawn,  Chicago   MISS  "^OLiVE^smTH  ^^  h®''   ^^^   ^°   ^he  esteem   and   affection   of   her 

1539  East  63rd  St.,  Chicago.        students.      There  is  great  and  general  satisfaction 

New  York,   N.Y MISS  FORDE.  that    her     residence     at     Loretto    Abbey,    Armour 

Detroit,   Mich MISS  LORETTO  DUPUIS.  Heights,  necessitated  by  her  new  executive  duties, 

3032    Pingree    Ave.,  insures  at  least  the  continuance  of  her  close  con- 

Buiralo,  N.T MISS  1v£ry  MV^WELL.  ^act  with   the  College   for  which   she   has   done   so 

Graduates'    Club,    Loretto  Ab-  much  and  with  its  alumnae. 

bey  College  School,  Toronto.  MISS    DOROTHEA   CAIN,  

48C    Brur^wick    Ave..  r^^^ve  ninth  annual  retreat  of  the  Women's  Re- 

°^°^  °;  treat   Association,   Toronto,   was   given   at   Loretto 

,  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto,  during  the  week- 

end of  July  1st,  1932,  by  Reverend  C.  J.  Keating, 
S.J.  Numerous  alumnae  of  the  various  Loretto 
Schools  are  interested  in  this  movement,  and  this 
retreat  was  attended  by  ninety-three  ladies  from 
Toronto,  Hamilton,  Guelph,  and  Stratford.  The 
Retreat  Association  is  under  the  direction  of  the 
Reverend  J.  H.  Keating,  S.J.,  and  was  formed  in 
19  27,  under  the  patronage  of  His  Excellency  Most 
Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto, 
for  the  purpose  of  giving  to  the  laity  the  oppor- 
tunity of  making  closed  retreats.  The  annual  au- 
tumn retreat  will  be  given  at  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege, Brunswick  Avenue,  during  the  week-end  of 
Labour  Day. 


LORETTA  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION,  LORETTO 
ABBEY,  TORONTO. 


The  Spring  meeting  of  the  L.A.A.  was  held  on 
Sunday  afternoon.  May  8th,  at  Loretto  Abbey, 
Armour  Heights,  Toronto.  Mrs.  David  O'Meara, 
the  President,  presided,  and  welcomed  the  mem- 
bers. It  was  arranged  to  hold  a  bridge  at  the 
homo  of  Mrs.  Thomas  Andieon,  Russell  Hill  Rd., 
on  May  17th,  and  to  give  a  tea  on  June  8th  for 
the  delegates  to  the  National  Convention  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League. 

Mrs.  J.  P.  Hynes  gave  a  talk  on  Mother's  Day, 
and  its  relation  to  child  welfare,  and  invited  all 
present  to  attend  the  festival  to  be  held  at  the 
King  Edward  Hotel.  A  group  of  songs  was  sung 
by  Mirs.  Fred.  Woods,  accompanied  by  Mrs.  James 
Mallon.  Afterwards  tea  was  served  from  a  table 
attractive  with  daffodils  and  tall  green  candles  in 
silver   holders.      Mrs.    W.    Patterson    and    Mrs.    D. 


LORETTO  ALUMNAE,  JOLIET,  IliLINOIS. 

Congratulations  to  two  members  of  our  Alum- 
nae, graduates  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Joliet: 
Mrs.  O'Callahan  (Mabel  Bannon)  and  Mrs.  Bannon 
(Henrietta  Brown)   on  the  success  of  their  daugh- 


50 


THE      RAINBOW 


ters,  Miss  Jeanne  O'Callaghan  winning  the  State 
Esisay  Contest  on  the  History  of  the  Organization 
of  the  G.A.R.,  and  Miss  Claire  Bannon  winning  the 
Scholarship  at  St.  Patrick's  School. 

The  Annual  Reunion  of  the  Alumnae  was  held 
on  Sunday,  June  26th,  when  the  members  were 
especially  delighted  to  have  present  eleven  Reli- 
giouig  of  the  I.B.V.M.,  former  teachers  and  aiumnae 
of  LoTetto,   Joliet. 


Siisiter  M.  Placida  McGrath,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto 
Academy,  Englewood,  Chicago,  died  happily  in 
Our  Lord  on  April  6th,  193  2.  Sister  Placida  was 
remarkable  for  her  strong  religious  spirit,  worthy 
of  the  ages  of  faith,  and  her  devotion  to  a  life  of 
labour  and  prayer.  Death  found  her  as  she  had 
lived,  at  her  post,  until  after  a  brief  illness  God 
called  her  to  her  reward.  May  her  holy  soul  rest 
in  peace! 


Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario,  takes  this 
opportunity  of  thanking  a  group  of  zealous  Catho- 
lic ladies  of  Guelph,  the  members  of  the  Radio 
Club,  who  have  provided  $50  for  two  scholarships 
for  the  Academy,  to  be  awarded  by  decision  of  the 
staff  of  the  Academy  to  deserving  pupils. 

Marriages. 

Miss  Esther  Farrell,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  and  of  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege, daughter  of  Mr.  Thomais  Farrell  and  the  late 
Mrs.  Farrell,  to  Mr.  Michael  Quintan,  at  St.  Pat- 
rick's Church,  Niagara  Fails,  Ont.,  on  June  25th, 
193  2.  Reverend  Bernard  Hairrigan,  St.  Mary's 
Pro-Cathedral,  Hamilton,  Ont.,  a  classmate  of  the 
groom,  performed  the  ceremony. 

Miss  Mary  Burcher,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Abbey  College,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  C. 
Burcher,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  Robert  Miller  Blair,  on 
June  11th,  1932. 

Miss  Jean  Allen  Newport,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  Alexander  Newport,  to  Dr.  John  Mar- 
tin McGarry,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  June  11th, 
1932. 

Miss  Rita  Leahey,  graduate  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  Ont  ,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  Leahey,  Ottawa,  Ont.,  to  Dr.  Robert 
Starr,  Ottawa,  on  June  15th,  19  3  2. 

Miss  Eileen  Healey,  alumna  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Guelph,  Ont.,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Mary  Healey, 
to  Mt.  a.  J.  Boinaci,  on  April  30th. 

Miss  Eva  Grout,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey 
College  School,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto, 
daughter  of  Mr  and  Mrs.  H.  C.  Grout,  to  Mr.  W. 
J.  Robertson,  on  January  30th,  1932. 

Miss  Florence  Marie  Moran,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  J.  P.  Moran,  to  Mr.  Vincent  Maloney,  on 
March  28th,  1932,  at  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Harkin  McLaughlin,  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  McLaughlin,  and  the  late  Mr. 
McLaughlin,  to  Mr.  Peter  John  Burke,  in  April, 
at  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

Miss  Mary  Monica  Gaunt,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Stephen  Gaunt,  to  Mr.  Leon  J.  Badour,  on 
May  9th,  1932,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Stratford, 
Ont. 

Congratulations   to: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  Macklin  Marshall  (Josephine 
Hodgson,  alumna  of  Loretto  Abbey,  and  of  Loretto 
Academy,  We'llesley  Place),  Montreal,  on  the  birth 
of  a  son  on  May  21st,  193  2, 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roy  McMurchy  (Elizabeth  Bel- 
cher, graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont.),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  May  31st,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  B.  Read  (Loretto  McCall, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  April  23rd,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Brophy  (Agnes  O'Neill, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont., 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  April  25th,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gorgon  MacMaster  (Madeleine 
Payment,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Mich.),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  May 
28th,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Constantino  Booth  (Mary  Mc- 
Grath  , graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste. 
Marie,  Mich.),  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  May 
8th,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mri^.  Niles  J.  Burke  (Angela  Walsh, 
alumna  oif  St.  Mary's  Academy),  Joliet,  Illinois,  on 
the  birth  of  a  son,  in  May. 

Loretto  Offers  Deepest  Sympathy  to: 

Mother  M.  Mechtilda,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Abbey 
College,  Brunswick  Ave.,  Toronto;  Miss  Catherine 
Halloran,  Hamilton;  Mr.  James  Halloran,  Mr.  John 
Halloran,  Mr.  Patrick  Halloran,  and  Mr.  Edward 
Halloran,  on  the  death  of  their  sister,  Mother  M. 
Bonaventure,  Superior  of  St.  Mary's  Hospital,  Kit- 
chener, Ont. 

Mother  M.  St.  Pius,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  her  sister.  Miss  Kate 
McGuire,  and  to  other  members  of  the  family  and 
relatives. 

Sister  M.  Mercedes,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  Miss  Sadie  Singleton,  Miss 
Dorothy  Singleton,  and  Mr.  George  Singleton,  on 
the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Singleton, 
Montreal. 

Sister  M.  Martina,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Stratford,  Mr.  J.  D.  McAstocker,  Toronto,  and  Mr. 
C.  McAstocker,  Goderich,  on  the  death  of  their 
mother. 

Sister  M.  Ambrosia,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago,  Mrs.  Martin,  Guelph,  Ont., 
and  their  brothers,  on  the  death  of  their  mother, 
Mrs.  Drohan,  Guelph,  Ont. 

Mrs.  McNeills,  Chicago,  and  her  son  and  daugh- 
ter. Sister  M.  Bernarda,  I.B.V.M.,  on  the  death  of 
Mr.   McNeills. 

Sister  Mary  Louise,  I.B.V.M.,  St.  Cecilia's  Con- 
vent, Toronto;  Sister  M.  Cecilia,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  Reverend  Louis 
Staley,  Gananoque,  Ont.;  Reverend  Melville  Sta- 
ley,  Thorold,  Ont.;  Mr.  Frank  J.  Staley,  Mr.  Albert 
L.  Staley,  Mrs.  M.  W.  Shyne,  and  Mrs.  S.  W. 
Brooks,  on  the  death  of  their  father,  Mr.  Daniel 
Staley.  The  late  Reverend  Arthur  Staley  was  a 
son,  and  the  late  Sister  Mary  Cecilia,  House  of 
Providence,  Kingston,  a  daughter.  The  late  Mr. 
Daniel  Staley  was  the  father  of  three  priests  and 
three  nuns. 

Mr.  J.  Whaling,  Stratford,  Ont.,  his  daughter. 
Sister  M.  Inez,  I.B.V.M.,  and  other  members  of  the 
family,  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  Whaling. 

Reverend  A.  Hurley,  Santa  Maria,  California, 
Mrs.  Edward  J.  McCarthy,  and  Miss  Lillian  Hurley, 
Peterborough,  on  the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs. 
Mary  Theresa  Hurley,  widow  of  the  late  Timothy 
Hurley,  and  to  Sister  M.  Fidelma,  I.B.V.M.,  her 
grand-daughter,  and  other  members  of  the  family 
and  relatives. 

Sister  M.  St.  Anthony,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Aca- 
demy,  Niagara    Falls,    Ont.,    Mrs.    James    Boland, 
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and  Mrs.  Thomas  McDonald,  St.  John's,  New- 
foundland, Mr.  John  Smart,  Philadelphia,  and  Mt. 
Michael  Smart,  Montreal,  on  the  death  of  their 
brother,  Mr.  James  Smart,  Outlet  Cove,  St. 
John's,  Newfoundland. 

Mr.  and  Mre.  J.  Wolbaum,  Sedley,  Sask.,  their 
daughter.  Sister  M.  Amanda,  I.B.V.M.,  and  other 
members  of  the  family,  on  the  death  of  their  son, 
Mr.  Andrew  Wolbaum. 

Mr.  William  Noonan,  r.nd  family,  Balderson, 
Ont.,  on  the  death  of  his  wife,  and  to  her  sisters, 
Mother  M.  Saba,  I.BV.M.,  and  Mother  M.  Modesta, 
I.B.V.M. 

Mother  M.  Helen,  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent, 
Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  her  sister.  Miss  Frances 
Harris,  sister  of  the  late  Reverend  Mother  Vic- 
torine  Harris,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretbo  Abbey,  Toronto, 
and  the  late  Mother  M.  Catherine  Harris,  I.B.V.M.; 
and  to  Mrs.  Fred.  Harris  and  family,  aad  other 
relatives. 

Mrs.  James  Smart,  and  family.  Outlet  Cove,  St. 
John's,  Newfoundland,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band. 

Reverend  James  Noon,  C.S.P.,  on  the  death  of 
his  mother,  and  to  other  members  of  the  family, 
and  relatives. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  E.  Berryman,  8  Heather 
Ave.,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  their  daughter. 
Miss  Lois  Berryman,  a  graduate  of  1931,  of  Lor- 
etto  Abbey  College^  School,  Brunswick  Avenue, 
Toronto;  and  to  Miss  Catherine  Berryman,  her 
only  sister. 

The  Reverend  Basilian  Fathers,  St.  Michael's 
College,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  Reverend  Nicho- 
las Roach,  C.S.B. 

The  Reverend  Redemptorist  Fathers,  Toronto, 
on  the  death  of  Reverend  Francis  Mullin,  C.SS.R. 

Mrs.  Robert  Randall,  Hrimilton,  Ont.,  and  her 
daughter.  Miss  Eleanor  Randall,  a  graduate  of 
193  2,  of  Loretto  Academy,  on  the  death  of  Mr. 
Randall. 

Mrs.  Leon  Doray,  Hamilton,  Ont.^  and  her 
daughter.  Miss  Irene  Doray,  a  pupil  of  the  Aca- 
demy, on  the  death  of  Mr.  Doray. 

Mrs.  Twohey,  Walmer  Road,  Toronto,  and 
Mrs.  Murphy,  Lindsay,  Ont.,  on  the  death  of  their 
isiister,  Mrs.  Mary  Merry. 

Miss  Josephine  Keenan  and  Mr.  T.  J.  Keenan, 
Guelph,  on  the  death  of  their  sister.  Miss  Annie 
Keenan. 

Mrs.  J.  M.  Brown  and  family,  Hamilton,  Ont., 
on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  B.  J.  Markle,  and  her  daughter,  Miss 
Bernadette  Markle,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her 
husband,  and  to  the  other  members  of  the  family. 

Mr.  Archibald  Woodruff,  Reeve  of  Stamford, 
Ont.,  and  Mrs.  Woodruff,  on  the  death  of  their 
daughter.  Miss  Nova  Elyna  Woodruff,  a  graduate 
of  the  class  of  1927  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls,  Ont. 

Mr.  H.  Milton  Martin,  pnd  family,  Edmonton, 
Alberta  on  ,the  death  of  his  wife  (Beatrice  Beck), 
graduate  of  Class  of  1905,  Loretto  Academy,  Nia- 
gara  Falls,    Ontario. 

To  the  relatives  of  the  late  Mrs.  Agnes  Mc- 
Farlane  Gardnier,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls. 

Mrs.  Frederick  Verey  (Etta  Macdonell),  on  the 
death  of  her  husband,  and  to  her  daughter.  Miss 
Gertrude  Verey,  and  son,  Mr.  Miles  Verey,  and  to 
the  other  memibers  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Woodhous<i  and  family  on  the 
death  oif  their  daughter,  Miss  Ruth  Woodhouse, 
at  Warren,  Pa. 


Mrs.  Fellows  (Lillian  Carroll)  on  the  death  of 
her  mother,  Mrs.   William   Carroll. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Molloy,  and  family,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont.,  on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Miss  Gertrude  Stack,  on  the  death  of  her 
father. 

Mrs.  Foulis,  and  her  daughter,  Miss  Sheila 
Foulis,  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on 
the  death  of  Mr.  Foulis. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Kelly,  Downie  Township, 
Stratford  P.O.,  Ontario,  on  the  death  of  their 
daughter.   Miss   Margaret  Rcbb   Kelly,   B.A. 

Mrs.  T.  H.  George,  72  Avenue  Road,  Toronto, 
on  the  death  of  her  daughter.  Miss  Margaret 
George,  at  Hastings,  England,  and  to  Miss  Isabel 
George,  her  sister,  and  Mr.  Charles  C.  George,  To- 
ronto, and  Mr.  Thomas  George,  London,  England, 
brothers. 

Mrs.  Conor  Meehan,  and  family,  Hamilton,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband,  on  June  20th.  Misses 
Betty  and  Margaret  Meehan,  daughters,  are  pu- 
pils of  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Williams.  Hamilton,  and  her 
daughter.  Miss  Antoinette  Williams,  alumna  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  Mr. 
Williams. 

Mrs.  James  Ryan,  and  family,  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
Mich.,  on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Miss  Anne 
Ryan  is  an  alumna,  and  Miss  Molly  Ryan  a  pupil 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alisauskas,  and  family,  Chicago, 
on  the  death  of  their  son  Joseph,  a  pupil  of  St. 
Cyril  School,  Chicago.  Misses  Stella  and  Mildried 
Alisauskas  are  alumnae  ot  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  and  Misses  Bernice  and  Loretto  pupils 
of  St.  Cyril  School. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Fay  (Anna  Poynton,  graduate  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago),  on  the 
death  of  her  husband. 

Mr.  Stanley  Farrell,  on  the  death  of  his  wlte, 
Catherine  Lunney,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago,  and  to  her  mother,  Mrs.  T. 
Lunney,  and  other  members  of  the  family. 

Reverend  Matthew  T.  O'Neill,  O.Carm.,  Chi- 
cago, on  the  death  of  his  mother,  and  to  the  other 
members  of  the  family. 

Mrs.  James  Walsh  (Annie  Cannon),  Dr.  Wil- 
liam Cannon,  and  Mr.  Joseph  Cannon,  on  the  death 
of  their  brother.  Reverend  John  Cannon,  all  for- 
mer  Loretto   pupils  of  Joliet,   Illinois. 

Mr.  William  O'Regan,  on  the  death  of  his 
son.  Reverend  James  J.  O'Regan,  S.J.,  and  to  Mr. 
William  Regan  and  Mr.  Thomas  Regan,  brothers; 
and  Mrs.  J.  F.  Wilson,  and  Miss  Katherine  O'Regan, 
sisters,  all  former  Loretto  pupils  of  St.  Bernard's 
School,  Chicago. 

Mrs.  A.  J.  LennoTi,  and  family,  Joliet,  Illinois, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Dr.  A.  J.  Lennon. 

Miss  Hazel  Maloney,  Joliet,  Illliniois,  on  the 
death   of  her  father,  Mr.   Frank   Maloney. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thom,as  Gauthier,  Trenton,  Ont., 
and  family,  on  the  death  of  their  daughter.  Miss 
Edith  Gauthier. 

Mrs.  W.  J.  Moore,  and  Mrs.  F.  R.  Mosbaugh, 
Huntsville,  Ont.;  Mrs.  Hugh  A.  Ryan,  Toronto; 
Miss  Christine  Clairmlont,  Miss  Grace  Clairmont, 
Mr.  E.  Walter  Clairmont,  Gravenhurst,  and  Mr. 
Fred.  Clairmont,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  their 
father,  Mr.  Joseph  Clairmont. 

Mrs.  Walter  Kelly,  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  James  Leo  Doyle,  and  family,  Sunderland, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  his  sister, 
Mrs.  M.  Coyle. 
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liORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS. 


May  2nd — The  opening  night  of  our  annual  play 
— this  year  "The  Slave  Maid  of  Israel."  There 
were  ninety-flve  in  the  cast,  with  the  membeTS  of 
the  graduating  class  pliaying  the  leading  roles.  It 
was  a  brilliant  production,  and  many  are  the  com- 
pliments that  have  come  our  way. 

May  3rd — The  second  night  of  the  play.  Again 
a  well-filled  house,  and  a  repetition  of  last  night's 
triumph. 

May  15th — A  swimming-meet  was  held — Whit- 
by, Moulton,  and  Loretfco  Abbey  schools,  at  which 
our  team  carried  off  the  honours  of  the  day. 

May  20th — Much  excitement!  Much  inquiry 
about  a  mysterious  new  vehicle  standing  at  our 
door,  which  we  learned  was  for  us! — a  beautiful 
new  193  2  model  Durant.  There  will  be  no  chance 
now  for  day-pupils  to  shift  the  blame  of  their 
tardiness  to  the  T.T.C.,  for  the  Loretto  Durant 
will  ensure  punctual  attendance  every  morning. 

May  25th — ^The  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi,  when 
the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  was  carried  in  pro- 
cession around  the  grounds,  and  we  had  the  great 
privilege  of  two  Benedictions. 

May  30th — The  closing  of  the  Month  of  May, 
when  after  an  impressive  procession  around  the 
grounds  in  honour  of  Our  Lady,  her  statue  was 
crowned  with  flowers  by  representatives  of  the 
Senior,  Intermediate,  and  Junior  Schools,  and 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  was 
given  in  the  chapel. 

June  7th — We  enjoyed  a  brilliant  piano  recital 
by  Miss  Nadine  Harris,  to  whom  we  wish  the  same 
success  on  the  night  of  her  public  recital. 
June   8th — Graduation  Day! 

Despite  the  world's  increasing  demands  for 
novelty,  the  old  interest  in  the  proverbial  "sweet 
girl  graduate"  never  vv^anes,  and  this  was  the  85th 
graduation,  and  consequently  the  crowning  of 
Loretto's  children  representing  now  the  second  and 
even  the  third  generations  of  previous  graduates. 

The  day  began  with  a  special  Mass  offered  by 
Reverend  J.  Keating,  S.J.,  at  which  the  white- 
robed  expectant  graduates  approached  the  Holy 
Table.  In  his  sermon  Father  Keating  stressed 
the  fact  that  the  crowning  of  the  graduates'  heads 
on  graduation  day  was  only  second  in  importance 
to  the  crowning  of  their  hearts;  that  while  devoted 
teachers  had  spared  themselves  nothing  in  fulfill- 
ing intellectual  requirements,  they  were  above  all 
solicitous  about  the  education  of  the  heart.  His 
closing  reminder  was  that  another  graduation  day 
would  come,  for  which  he  wished  the  graduates 
a  crown  that  would  never  fade. 

The  commencement  exercises  took  place  in  the 
afternoon,  witnessed  by  a  host  of  interested  friends. 
Prominent  among  them  were  Right  Reverend  Mon- 
signor  Fraser  and  Reverend  Fathers  Bennett, 
Egan,  McGarity,  C.S.P.,  McGoey,  McGrand,  Mc- 
Manus,  S.J.,  Murray,  O'Connor,  Oliver,  C.S.B.,  and 
Ronan. 

The  award  of  medals  was  as  follows:  Papal 
medal  for  Church  History,  Miss  Isobel  Kerwin; 
Gold  Medal  for  Christian  Doctrine  in  Senior  De- 
partment, presented  by  His  Excellency  Most  Rev- 


erend Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto, 
Miss  Rita  Doyle;  Silver  Medal  for  Christian  Doc- 
trine in  Lower  School  Department,  Miss  Ofelia 
Lince;  Gold  Medal  for  fidelity  to  duty,  presented 
by  His  Excellency  Right  Reverend  J.  T.  Kidd,  D.D., 
Bishop  of  London,  Miss  Mary  Drayton;  Bronze 
Medal  for  English  Literature,  presented  by  His 
Excellency  the  Governor-General  of  Canada,  Miss 
Isobel  Hannon;  the  Gertrude  Foy  Gold  Medal  for 
English  Essay,  Miss  Bernice  Repole;  the  Eugene 
O'Keefe  Gold  Medal  for  Mathematics  in  Honour 
Matriculation,  Miss  Mary  Vining;  Gold  Medal  for 
Proficiency  in  Form  III.,  term  ending  June,  1931, 
Miss  Genevieve  Vale;  Silver  Medal  for  Proficiency 
in  Form  II.,  term  ending  1931,  Miss  Jane  Rankin; 
Silver  Medal  for  Proficiency  in  Form  I.,  term  end- 
ing  1931,    Mliss   Barbara   Knox. 

Reverend  J.  E.  McGarity,  C.S.P.,  delivered  a 
very  pleasing  address,  beginning  with  the  comment 
that  he  had  seen  a  number  of  Commencement  Ex- 
ercises, but  never  one  as  impressive  in  simplicity, 
beauty  and  charm  as  he  witnessed  to-day.  He 
congratulated  the  Ladies  of  Loretto,  adding  that 
he  could  not  speak  in  too  high  terms  of  the  work 
they  have  accomplished  in  the  past  and  are  still 
accomplishing.  "The  past  year  has  seen  the  pro- 
ducts of  their  work,"  he  remarked,  "and  I  cannot 
speak  too  highly  of  both  the  products  and  the  work 
itself." 

"Cling  to  your  ideals,"  he  urged  the  gradu- 
ates, and  the  whole  student-body;  they  have  stood 
the  test  of  time;  reach  up  to  them."  He  exhorted 
us  to  be  true  to  Our  Blessed  Mother,  with  the 
wish:  "May  she  be  always  your  protector  and  your 
guide." 

June  9th — The  Loretto  Alumnae  Association 
received  at  tea  to-day  in  honour  of  the  delegates 
of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  Convention, 
which  is  being  held  in  Toronto,  and  of  the  gradu- 
ates, who  were  received  into  the  Association.  The 
under-graduates  assisted  at  the  tea. 

June  11th — The  undergraduates  gave  a  pretty 
luncheon-party  in  honour  of  the  graduating  class. 

June  12th — The  graduates  returned  to  the  Ab- 
bey after  their  four  days'  holiday  of  celebration 
in  honour  of  the  event. 

June  14  th — An  inter -school  swim;miing-meet 
was  the  event  to-night,  and  we  were  pleased  to  see 
Miss  Irene  CouHson  carry  away  the  cup.  The 
"Margaret  McCarter  Silver  Cup"  for  swimming 
was  presented  to  the  Abbey  School  by  Mrs.  Mc- 
Carter. 

June  15th — The  Closing  Exercises  of  the  Junior 
School.  The  stage  of  the  auditorum  was  trans- 
formed into  a  fairy-like  woodland  scene  for  the 
charming  little  drama  presented  by  the  junior 
pupils.  Each  little  one  taking  part  deserves  men- 
tion all  her  own.  They  were  as  natural  as  if  they 
were  really  playing  in  the  woods  by  themselves, 
and  their  clear  enunciation  and  intelligent  inter- 
pretation of  their  parts  was  altogether  charming. 
June  17th — To-day  saw  the  closing  of  another 
school-year.  After  the  distribution  of  prizes, 
awards,    and   promotion  cards,    we  hurried   hither 
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There  is  no  substitute  for 
the  Champagne  of  Ginger  Ales 

Delightful   for    every    occasion    and 

particularly  pleasing  to  invalids 

or  convalescents 


and  thither,  saying  last  farewells.  What  a  pleas- 
ant year  it  has  been!  And  even  for  vacation,  how 
hard  it  is  to  part!  But  we  hope  to  be  together 
again  in  September. 


LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,   KXGLEVVOOD, 
THK  AGO. 

March  16  th — The  First  Year,  encouraged  by 
the  success  of  their  Christmas  play,  again  provide 
us  with  enjoyable  entertainment,  in  the  form  of  a 
short  comedy  entitled  "Polly'si  Little  Prank."  Miss 
Rita  Creagan  played  the  leading  part  in  a  spon- 
taneous,  unaffected  manner. 

April  9th — We  follow  the  nuns  in  a  sad  pro- 
cession over  to  St.  Bernard's  Church  to  attend  the 
Funeral  Mass  of  Sister  Placida,  who  died  on  April 
Gth.     May  she  rest  in  peace! 

April  20th — The  Third  Quarter  ends  with  the 
presentation  of  report  cards,  and  everybody  re- 
solves to  begin  the  Fourth  with  a  fresh  leaf. 

May  16th — The  Chicago  Women's  Club  Theater 
was  the  scene  of  the  annual  Spring  festivities.  The 
two  one-act  comedies  produced  by  the  graduating 
class,  "Mrs.  Sterling's  Tea"  and  "The  French 
Maid,"  were  the  main  items  on  the  programme 
with  colour  and  charm  added  by  the  dancing  and 
singing  of  the  other  classes. 

May  21st^ — ^The  Competitive  Examinations  for 
Scholarships  to  Loretto  were  taken  to-day  by  stu- 
dents from  adjacent  grammar  schoolsi.  They  were 
the  guests  of  the  Sophomores  at  an  entertainment 
and  at  luncheon  afterwards. 


May  27th — The  Seniors  outdo  themselves  and 
give  a  dance  to  which  the  whole  school  is  invited. 
For  this  "Spring  Social"  the  halls  and  roome  were 
decorated  in  pink  and  green,  traditional  colours 
of  Spring.  The  Senior  club-room  was  especially 
inviting  in  its  gay  dress  of  balloons  and  streamers 
and  flowers.  What  with  the  orchestra  downstairs 
and  the  radio  upstairs,  it  would  have  been  hard 
for  anyone  not  to  have  a  good  time.  The  grand 
success  of  this  event  bids  fair  to  make  it  an  an- 
nual celebration. 

June  7th — Just  how  nice  a  picnic  can  be,  we 
never  realized  until  we  arrived  at  Waverly  Beach 
in  the  Sand  Dunes,  in  company  with  the  rest  of 
the  student  body.  Hiking,  swimming,  tennis,  ball- 
playing,  comprised  the  order  of  the  day.  And 
what  a  grand  order!  We  foresee  another  annual 
event  booked  U)P  for  Loretto  in  the  future. 

June  8th — Following  the  school  tradition,  the 
graduates  with  their  mothers,  attend  Mass  and 
Communion  in  a  body,  after  which  they  are 
served   breakfast  by  the  Juniors. 

June  9th — Likewise,  according  to  tradition,  the 
Seniors  attend  the  Junior-Senior  banquet  at  the 
Windermere-East  Hotel.  At  the  delightful  dinner 
each  Senior  was  presented  with  a  marquisite  cross 
on  a  silver  chain.  After  the  ceremony  the  Class 
Will  was  read,  and  also  the  Prophecy  for  the 
class  of  1932. 

June  10th — The  culmination  of  four  years  of 
effort  and  the  ending  of  four  years  of  comradeship! 
Graduation!  The  long-loeked-for  day  arrives, 
when,  surrounded  by  relatives  and  friends;  given 
confidence  by  the  inspiring  organ  and  choir;  and 
elevated  by  the  sermon  delivered  by  the  Reverend 
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Father  McGuire,  we  receive  our  diplomas  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar,  In  the  presence  of  the  Supreme 
Giver.  May  Kenny. 

Honour  List   for   1932,    Ijoretto   High    School, 
Englewood. 

Four  Year  Scholarship  to  De  Paul  University, 
obtained  by  competitive  examinations,  awarded  to 
Miss  Virginia  Geraghty. 

Scholarship  to  Mundelein  College,  obtained  by 
competitive  examinations,  awarded  to  Miss  May 
Kenny. 

Scholarships  to  De  Paul  University,  awarded  to 
Miss  Colomba  Zerega  and  Miss  Catherine  Rick. 

Scholarships  to  St.  Xavier,  awarded  to  Miss 
Eileen  McKugo  and  Miss  Eernice  Falsey. 

Scholarship  to  Bryant  Stratton  College,  award- 
ed to  Miss  Jane  Charlson. 

Scholarship  in  Music,  from  Mundelein  College — 
Miss  Jessie  Kramer. 

Scholarships  to  Loretto  High  School,  obtained 
by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to  Miss  Mary 
Margaret  Kelly  and  Miss  Jean  Vrettos  of  St.  Ber- 
nard's School,  Miss  Betty  Donoghue  of  St. 
Adrian's  School,  Miss  Mary  Louise  Drury  of  Little 
Flower  School,  and  Miss  Mary  Jane  Daly  of  St. 
Sabina  School. 

Scholarships  given  by  The  International  Fed- 
eration of  Catholic  Alumnae,  Chicago  Circle,  for 
two  years  at  Loretto  High  School,  awarded  to  Miss 
Catherine  Brosey,   St.   Bernard's   School,   and   Miss 

Gold  Medal  for  General  Proficiency,  awarded  to 
Miss  Colomba   Zerega. 
Mary  Farrell,  St.  Sabina  School. 

Scholarships  to  Second  Year  Academic,  at  Lor- 


etto High  School,  obtained  by  highest  class  aver- 
ages, awarded  to  Miss  Lillian  Wilson  and  Miss 
Betty  Leddy. 

Gold  Medal  for  Proficiency  in  Piano,  awarded 
to  Miss  Jessie  Kramer. 

Honour  Students  in  Fourth  Year  Academic: 
Misses  Colomba  Zerega,  Virginia  Geraghty,  Cather- 
ine Rick,  Eileen  McKugo,  May  Kenny,  Bernice 
Falsey,  Jane  Charlson. 

Honour  Students  in  Third  Year. — Miss  Bernice 
Cunningham,   and   Miss   Margaret  Nimsi. 

Honour  Students  in  Second  Year  Academic — 
Misses  Leonardine  Charlson,  Helen  Deutsch,  Jane 
Herbert,  Ida  May  Flood,  Dorothy  Nugent,  Dorothy 
Roche,  Rita  Wark. 

Honour  Students  in  First  Year  Academic — 
Misses  Lillian  Wilson,  Betty  Leddy,  Mary  Agnes 
Maher,  Florence  Godfrey,  Katherine  Duffy,  Anne 
Cheevers,  Mary  Fl'ancc^s  Dellacamp,  Josephine 
Folios,  Antoinette  Gasparatto,  Rosemary  Jurgen, 
Rita  Kenny,  Mary  Jane  Lacey,  Catherine  O'Brien, 
Mary  Virginia  O'Connell,  Dorothy  Shean,  Helen 
Shean,  and  Eleanor  Traut. 

May  Kenny. 


LORETTO  A('ADEMY,   HAMILTON,    ONTARIO. 

March  17th — A  holiday — for  which  we  owe  our 
gratitude  to  the  memory  of  the  glorious  St.  Pat- 
rick. 

March  19  th — Reverend  Father  Ronan  arrives 
to  judge  our  Select  Choir  for  the  inter-Loretto 
vocal  competition.  His  inspiring  talk  on  music 
will  encourage  us  to  make  greater  efforts  next 
year. 
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March  21st — We  pay  an  unexpected  but  happy 
visit  to  Loretto  Abbey,  Aimiour  Heights.  The 
Choral  Competition  pieces  as  rendered  by  their 
Select  Choir  win  our  sincere  admiration  and 
praise.  The  school  itself  through  which  we  wan- 
der at  leisure  with  our  charming  hostesses  quite 
enthralls  us.  We  heartily  enjoy  the  delightful 
luncheon  served  us,  and  it  is  with  much  reluc- 
tance that  we  bid  farewell  to  Armour  Heights. 

March  23rd — The  Easter  Holidays  arrive,  as 
does  also  the  announcement  of  the  decision  in 
the  Choral  Competition.  Heartiestj  congtatular 
tions  to  the  Select  Choir  of  Loretto  Academy,  Nia- 
gara Falls,  on  their  achievement  in  winning  the 
cup  for  193  2. 

April  6th — The  members  of  our  Crusade  Unit 
are  hostesses  at  an  afternoon  bridge,  the  proceeds 
of  which  are  to  go  to  the  aid  of  a  Canadian  Mis- 
sionary who  is  at  present  in  very  dire  straits. 
This  happy  affair   is  thoroughly   enjoyed. 

April  13th^ — -We  hold  our  bi-monthly  Sodality 
meeting.  After  the  recitation  of  the  office  a  beau- 
tiful poem  on  the  Rosary  is  read  by  our  Superior, 
Mother  M.  Immaculate  Heart.  The  lesson  contain- 
ed therein  serves  as  the  theme  for  an  interesting 
address  by  our  Directress,  which  is,  as  usual,  o.f 
much  spiritual  benefit  to  the  Sodalists. 

April  2  2nd — The  Fourth  and  Third  Years  meet 
in  the  final  debate  of  the  inter-class  series,  for  the 
shield  presented  the  previous  year  by  the  class  of 
'26.  The  affirmative  side:  "Resolved  that  free 
trade  among  the  self-governing  Dominions  of  the 
British  Empire  would  be  in  their  best  interests," 
was  upheld  by  Misses  Doris  Clancy  and  Frances 
Giddens  of  Fourth  Year,  and  the  negative  by  Misses 
Muriel  Hayes  and  Jean  Whittaker  of  Third  Year, 
with  the  decision  of  the  judges  in  favour  of  the 
former. 

May  5th — Ascension  Thursday,  and  seventeen 
candidates  are  received  into  the  Sodality  of  the 
Children  of  Mary.  The  beautiful  ceremony  in  the 
Convent  Chapel  is  followed  by  an  appropriate  ser- 
mon by  Reverend  Father  Curtis  of  St.  Mary's  pro- 
Cathedral. 

May  20th — The  first  of  the  series  of  musical 
recitals,  given  by  the  junior  music  pupils  before 
a  large  and  appreciative  audience.  The  stage, 
banked  with  palms  and  baskets  of  Spring  flowers, 
made  a  charming  background  for  the  pretty  cos- 
tume songs  of  the  little  folk. 

"Songs  from  the  Nursery"  were  sweetly  sung 
and  acted  by  Miss  Peggy  Allen  as  "Humpty  Dumip- 
ty";  Miss  Peggy  Wedd  Smith,  as  "Little  Boy 
Blue";  Miss  Margaret  Lynch,  as  "Mary  Quite 
Contrary";  Miss  Mary  Flynn,  as  "Mary  had 
a  Little  Lamb";  while  Misses  Lorraine 
Flynn,  Elaine  Ellis,  Janice  Zimmerer,  Mar- 
jorio  Cochrane,  Ruth  Truscott,  Eileen  McNally 
and  June  Rauhut  gave  a  pretty  rendition 
af  the  work  of  each  day  of  the  week  in 
"Priscilla."  The  ensemble  playing  of  Miss  Mar- 
jorie  Cochrane  and  Miss  Eileen  McNally,  in  "Grass- 
hopper Dance,"  Misses  Mary  Flynn  and  Miranda 
Tonelli,  in  "Roses,"  and  Misses  Molka  Minden  and 
Margaret  Lynch  in  "Galloping  Horse,"  was  par- 
ticularly effective. 

A  pleasing  variety  was  given  to  the  programme 
by  the  violin  solos  of  Miss  Nancy  Douglas  and  An- 
thony Cherenzia.  Choruses  were  cleverly  con- 
ducted by  Miss  Elizabeth  Hall,  and  Miss  Eileen 
Douglas  made  a  pleasing  accompanist. 
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'  The  following  pupils  took  part  in  the  perform- 
ance: Misses  Mary  Svab,  Lavina  Nelson,  Gloria 
Nichol,  Evelyn  Tonelli,  Peggy  Webb  Smith,  Mar- 
jorie  Cochrane,  Eileen  McNally,  Joan  Langston, 
Mary  Flynn,  Miranda  Tonelli,  June  Rauhut,  Jean 
McLaughlin,  Elaine  Ellis,  Janice  Zimmerer, 
Mary  Louise  Tegler,  Nancy  Douglas,  Molka  Min- 
den, Margaret  Lynch,  Lorraine  Flynn,  Eileen  Doug- 
las, Clara  Dinerde,  Betty  McCowell,  Teresa  Faw- 
cett,  Elinor  Dingledine,  Veronica  Ellis,  Molly 
Campbell,  Anthony  Cherenzia,  Winnifred  Lisson, 
Peggy  Allen,  Edmon  Hodson,  Roberta  Slater,  Jane 
Donald  and  Lorraine  Douglas. 

May  25th — The  musical  recital  of  the  Senior 
pupils  in  the  auditorium  of  the  academy.  An  at- 
tractive feature  of  the  interesting  and  varied  pro- 
gramme was  the  duo  arrangements,  which  were 
played  with  rhythm  and  technical  finish.  All  the 
solo  numbers  were  marked  by  intelligent  regard 
for  phrasing  and  technique,  and  Miss  Jessie  Stu- 
art's rendering  of  the  Beethoven  "Pathetique  Son- 
ata" deserves  speciail  mention.  "Indian  Dawn," 
in  costume,  was  sung  with  great  taste  and  feeling 
by  Misses  Frances  Giddens,  Olga  Simioni  and  Joan 
Johnson.  "Alice  Blue  Gown"  was  pleasingly  sung 
by  Miss  Beatrice  Lisson.  The  singing  of  the 
"Kyrie  Eleison"  chorus  behind  the  scenes  added 
greatly  to  the  charming  effect  of  "The  Monastery 
Garden."  Mdss  Marjorie  Hart  proved  a  very  sym- 
pathetic and  skillful  accompanist.  The  apprecia- 
tion of  the  large  audience  was  shown  by  the  mark- 
ed attention  and  interest  given  each  numiber.  The 
following  pupils  took  part  in  the  programme: 
Misses  Helen  Percy,  Elvira  DeLuca,  Patricia  O'- 
Neill,  Jean  Quinn,   Eva  Wooden,   Eileen  Douglas, 
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Beatrice  Llsison,  Teresa  Rutherford,  Elizabeth  Hall, 
Winnlfred  Lisson,  Betty  Thorpe,  Helen  Goodrow, 
Doris  Pukalski,  Margaret  Shields,  Yvonne  Ma- 
hony,  Jesisie  Stuart. 

May  26th — The  observance  of  the  Feast  of 
Corpus  Christi  is  fittingly  miarked  by  a  solemn 
procession  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  around 
the  grounds,  followed  by  Benediction  given  at  the 
beautiful  Altar  erected  on  the  lawn  at  the  Shrine 
of  the  Holy  Family 

May  28th — The  members  of  the  graduating 
class  together  with  those  of  Fifth  Form  enjoy  a 
school  outing  to  Freelton,  Ont.,  for  which  pleasure 
we  are  much  indebted  to  our  never-failing  friend, 
Reverend  Father  McHugh. 

May  31st — Our  farewell  to  Mary's  month  takes 
the  traditional  form  of  a  lovely  student  procession 
around  the  convent  grounds  culminating  in  the 
beautiful  ceremony  of  crowning  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin's statue  in  the  Chapel.  This  year  Miss  Vioila 
Lynch  of  Fifth  Form  has  the  honour  of  performing 
the  Coromation. 

June  5th — Graduation  day — and  still  another 
of  life's  milestones  has  been  reached  by  the  eight 
young  graduates  of  the  class  of  '3  2.  The  tradition- 
al ceremony  wias  graced  by  the  presence  of  Right 
Reverend  W.  C.  Gehl,  D.P.,  Vicar-General  o,f  the 
diocese,  who  conferred  the  honours  and  awiards. 
The  brief  but  well-chosen  words  of  the  salutary 
were  given  by  Miss  Margaret  Goodrow,  and  the 
Valedictory  w^as  presented  in  a  miost  creditable 
manner  by  Miss  Mary  Hennessey.  The  presenta- 
tion of  the  graduates  for  the  honours  was  made 
by  Miss  Marie  Berry.     As  well  as  the  delightfully 


rendered  numbers  of  the  01. oral  Class,  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Beatrice  lisson,  the  programme 
included  a  piano  duet,  Polish  Dance  by  Misses 
Yvonne  Mahony  and  Jane  Williamson,  Rossini's 
brilliant  overture  played  by  the  Hamilton  Ladies' 
Orchestra,  with  Mr.  Wm.  Andrew's  conducting; 
and  a  highly  interpretative  presentation,  "The  Erl- 
king,"  given  by  Miss  Eleanor  Randall,  and  fol- 
lowed by  Liszt's  famous  pianoforte  depiction  of 
"The  Erilking,"  played  in  two-piano  arrangement 
by  Misses  Beverly  Barnes  and  Marjory  Hart, 
A.T.C.M. 

The  prizes  and  awards  were  as  follows: 

The  Bishop's  Scholarship  (value  $40),  gift  of 
His  Excellency,  Right  Reverend  J.  T.  McNally, 
D.D.,  open  to  pupils  of  the  Entrance  class,  awarded 
to  Miss  Patricia  Wall. 

The  Mclntyre  Scholarship,  gift  of  Mrs.  H.  J. 
Mclntyre,  for  highest  standing  in  Entrance  class 
at  St.  Joseph's  Separate  School,  awarded  for  the 
year  1931-3  2  to  Miss  Agnes  Riehl. 

The  SuWivan  Scholarship  (value  $40),  gift  of 
Dr.  Herbert  J.  Sullivan,  open  to  students  of  First 
Year  High  School,  awarded  to  Miss  Florence  Fearn. 

The  Whitton  Scholarship  (value  $40),  gift  of 
Mrs.  Eva  Whitton,  open  to  students  of  Second 
Year  High  School,  awarded  to  Miss  Jean  Blythe. 

Loretto  Alumnae,  Hamilton,  Tuition  Scholar- 
ship (value  $50),  open  to  Matriculants  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Hamilton,  who  take  the  Upper  School 
course,  awarded  for  the  year  1931-193  2  to  Miss 
Viola  Lynch. 

Tuition  Scholarship,  gift  of  the  Alumnae  of 
Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto,  open  each  year  to  Loretto 
Matriculants  who  enter  Loretto  Abbey  College, 
awarded  for  the  year  1931-32  to  Miss  Viola  Lynch. 

Gold  Cross  of  Senior  Christian  Doctrine  Class, 
gift  of  His  Excellency,  Right  Reverend  J.  T.  Mc- 
Nally,   D.D.,   awarded   to   Miss   Mary   Hennessy. 

Silver  Cross  for  Junior  Christian  Doctrine,  gift 
of  Very  Reverend  Dean  Cassidy,  awarded  to  Miss 
Margaret  Shields. 

Bronze  Medal  for  Engli:-h,  gift  of  His  Excel- 
lency, the  Governor-General  of  Canada,  awarded 
to  Miss  Doris  Clancy.  Honourable  Mention — Miss 
Frances    Whittaker. 

Silver  Medal  for  Christian  Doctrine  in  Entirance 
Class,  gift  of  Reverend  A.  J.  Leyes,  awarded  to 
Miss  Marguerite  White. 

Downes'  Scholarship,  gift  of  Dr.  W.  P.  Downes 
for  highest  grade  in  piano  and  theory  for  1931, 
awarded  to  Miss  Margaret  Shields. 

A  prize  of  $10,  donated  by  Lady  Gibson,  for 
general  excellence  in  deportment,  application,  and 
school  spirit,  determined  by  a  vote  of  the  Faculty, 
awarded    to    Miss    Mary    Hennessy. 

Commercial  Diplomas  and  Speed  Certificates  in 
Typewriting — Honours:  Miss  Alma  Dourie,  Doro- 
thy Beattie,  Olga  Simioml.  Pass:  Miss  Joan  John- 
son,  Miss  Germaine  Pichi. 

The  programme  was  brought  to  a  close  with 
the  singing  of  "Ave  Maria  Loretto"    (Reiger). 

June  10th — A  short  recital  is  given  in  the  Audi- 
torium by  Ronald  Chamberlain,  M.A.Mus.Bac,  F.R. 
CO.,  A.R.A.M.  Mr.  Chamberlain,  who  is  in  Canada 
conducting  examinations  as  the  representative  of 
Trinity  College  of  Music,  London,  England,  is  in- 
troduced by  Mrs.  Winnifred  E.  Johnson,  who  re- 
presents this  institution  in  Hamilton.  The  recital 
— commencing  with  a  selection  from  Chopin  and 
two   from   another   romantic   composer-^proves   as 
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charming  as  it  is  informal,  and  includes  three  of 
the  artist's  own  descriptive  compositionsi.  Mr. 
Chamberlain's  resources  in  technique  are  notable, 
and  while  he  plays  with  ease  and  fluency,  he  re- 
veals at  the  same  time  a  thorough  mastery  of  his 
art  and  a  winsome  grace  of  expression.  The  in- 
teresting programme  closes  with  a  brilliant  rendi- 
tion of  the  prelude  in  A  minor  by  Debussy. 

June  12th — The  membe.-s  of  the  Hamilton  Al- 
urnlnae  are  hostesses  at  a  charmingly  arranged  lea 
in  honour  of  the  Graduating  Class  of  '3  2,  which 
miarks  their  formal  acceptance  into  the  ranks  of 
the  Alumnae  of  Loretto,  Mount  St.  Mary. 

Doris  Helen  Clancy,  Editor. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  STRATFORD,  ONT. 

April  25th  and  26th — The  operetta  "Tyrolien 
Queen,"  pleasingly  presented  by  pupils  of  the 
Academy  and  St.  Joseph's  School. 

May  1st — ^May  bands  are  chosen  and  strong 
resolutions  made  to  give  greater  honour  to  Our 
Lady. 

May  29th — Reception  of  new  memibers  into  the 
Soda.lity,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church,  this  evening,  by 
Very  Reverend  Dean  Egan.  Reverend  Father  Sul- 
livan,  C.SS.R.,   gave  a  most  appropriate  sermon. 

May  31st — A  beautiful  May  procession  around 
the  grounds.  Miss  Josephine  Pigeon  had  the 
honour  of  crowning  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  Miss 
Betty  Hagerty  read  the  Act  of  Consecration.  Bene- 
diction of  the  most  Blessed  Sacrament  followed. 

June  9th — The  Tennis  Tea  to-day  in  honour 
of  our  new  Sodality  Members  was  well  attended. 


June  16th — The  closing  Musicale  took  place 
this  evening  before  a  large  audience.  After  the 
programme,  the  presentation  of  honours  included: 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Christian 
Doctrine,  donated  by  Very  Reverend  D.  J.  Egan; 
obtained  by  Miss  Elizabeth  Hagerty. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Junior 
Matriculation,  donated  by  Loretto  Alumnae;  ob- 
tained  by  Miss  Jean  Cole. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Lower 
School,  donated  by  Reverend  W.  J.  Kelly;  obtained 
by   Miss   Kathleen   Reinhart. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Mathe- 
matics, donated  by  Miss  Rose  Kennedy;  obtained 
by  Miss  Kathleen  Kane. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Junior 
Matriculation  English;  donated  by  Very  Reverend 
D.  J.  Egan;   obtained  by  Miss  Eunice  Le  Souder. 

Gold  Medal  for  fidelity,  donated  by  Miss  Rose 
Kennedy;    obtained   by   Miss  Josephine  Pigeon. 

Prizes  for  Music:  Scholarship  valued  at  $25, 
the  gift  of  W.  E.  Goodwin  for  Intermediate  Piano 
to  be  awarded  after  the  music  examinations  in 
June. 

Medals  awarded  at  the  Stratford  Musical  Fes- 
tival in  May: 

Gold  Medal  for  Sight  Reading  (under  seven- 
teen);  obtained  by  Miss  Mary  Leyes. 

Bronze  Medal  for  accompanying  an  instrumental 
solo  (open  class)  by  Miss  Mary  Leyes. 

Bronze  Medal  for  duo  playing;  obtained  by 
Miss  Dorothy  Holmes  and  Miss  Catherine  McNa- 
mara. 

Five  Dollar  Gold  Piece,  donated  by  Miss  Mary 
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Kappele  for  highest  standing  in  Junior  Piano  Ex- 
amination; obtained  by  Miss  Edna  Near. 

Prizes  in  music,  donated  by  the  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League  for  highest  standing  in  Primary 
Piano,  by  Miss  Mary  McNamara. 

For  highest  standing  in  Primary  School  Ex- 
amination, Miss  Catherine  McNamara. 

For  highest  standing  in  Elementary  School  ex- 
amination. Miss  Helen  Pigeon. 

For  Introductory  Piano,  Master  Edward  May. 

For  Primary  Theory,   Miss   Yvonne   Mahony. 

Reverend  J.  H.  Chisholm  conferred  the  hon- 
ours, and  in  a  short  address  extended  congratu- 
lations on  behalf  of  the  Very  Reverend  Dean  D. 
J.  Egan  and  himself  to  the  pupils  for  their  talent- 
ed performance,  and  to  the  Ladies  of  Loretto  for 
the  excellent  training  they  gave  their  pupils  and 
the  unselfish  interest  they  take  in  their  welfare. 

Among  those  takiag  part  in  the  programme 
were  Misses  lona  Seigner,  Callista  Heinbuch,  Mary 
E.  Leyes,  Leona  Gaynor,  Catherine  McNamara, 
Vivian  Thompson,  Helen  Pigeon,  Josephine  Pigeon, 
Edna  Near,  Helen  Cloney,  Elizabeth  Hagerty, 
Irma  Seigner,  Loretto  Seigner,  Helen  Atchison, 
Ilene  Seigner;  and  Jerome  C.  Leyes,  Joseph  Kil- 
loran,  and  James  McCardle. 

Josephine  Pigeon. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,   SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MICHIGAN. 

April  5th,  6th,  7th — Our  Retreat,  long  desired 
and  prayed  for,  was  a  source  of  inspiration  to  all 
of  us.     We  were  delighted  to  have  Reverend  Fa- 


ther Paimcnt  with  us  again.  We  feel  sure  that 
by  the  inspiration  of  his  sermons  we  will  prove 
faithful  to  our  good  resolutions. 

May  1st — The  May  baud  Captains  were  elect- 
ed: Miss  Monica  O'Boyle  for  the  band  of  Our 
Lady  of  Victory,  and  Miss  Kathleen  White  for  the 
band  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto. 

May  12th — We  had  an  interesting  lecture  by 
Princess  Watassa,  who  spoke  to  the  student  body 
at  Baraga  Hall  on  the  Prevention  of  Tuberculosis. 
Her  talk,  given  in  a  clear  and  dignified  voice,  prov- 
ed both  practical  and  interesting.  The  charm  of 
her  Indian  costume,  contrasted  with  the  fluency 
of  her  English  speech,  made  the  understanding 
of  her  message  easy  and  delightful. 

May  20th — From  the  minims  to  the  most  dig- 
nified senior  all  assembled  in  the  Study  Hall  to 
pay  their  respects  to  our  Mistress  on  her  feast 
day.  After  the  presentation  of  a  beautiful  basket 
of  choice  flowers,  each  class  extended  its  greetings 
by  presenting  a  spiritual  bouquet  to  our  beloved 
Mistress. 

Among  the  numbers  on  the  programme  was 
the  Senior  surprise  number.  An  announcement 
that  the  Senior  officers  desired  their  Mistress  to 
sit  with  them  for  a  picture  for  the  "Rainbow" 
caused  some  excitement  among  the  faculty.  Then 
there  was  laughter  when  the  ofiicers  walked  in 
with  the  "camera"  and  —  guess! 

A  fltting  climax  was  a  half-holiday,  but  the 
best  enjoyment  of  the  day  for  us  was  the  complete 
surprise  we  had  given  our  Mistress. 

May  27th — The  crowning  of  our  May  Queen — 
Our  Blessed  Mother.  It  is  Miss  Kathleen  White's 
privilege  to  crown  Our  Lady,  after  which  the  re- 
ception of  new  members  of  the  Sodality  took  place, 
followed  by  Benediction.  A  most  enjoyable  close 
to  this  eventful  day  was  the  party  given  by  the 
losing  band  in  honour  of  the  victors. 

June  2nd — We  received  news  that  Miss  Lottie 
Lawless,  one  of  our  Seniors,  has  received  honourable 
mention  in  a  state-wide  essay  contest  on  Washing- 
ton, sponsored  by  the  Knights  of  Columbus.  As 
Miss  Lawless  entered  the  Study  Hall  on  this  me- 
morable day,  she  was  greeted  by  enthusiastic  ap- 
plause, after  which  each  class  gave  an  impromptu 
programme.  The  Senior  number  was  a  "poem," 
two  stanzas  of  which  as  follows: 

Many   a   night  she  stayed   awake 

Burning  the  mid-night  oil, 
To  write  of  famous  Washington, 

To  whom  she  was  cost  loy'l. 

Lottie   Lawless    and   Washington 

Hand   in  hand   they  go, 
Down  the  path  of  history. 

He  was   her   only   beau! 

seem  likewise  worthy  of  going  down  the  path  of 
history. 

June  3rd — Twenty-seven  Seniors,  chaperoned 
by  Mrs.  Eugene  Haller  and  Mrs.  George  Tardiff, 
had  a  week-end  party  at  Alcott  Beach.  Swimming, 
hiking,  boating,  dancing,  and  camp-flre  roasts 
were  enjoyed.  We  walked  to  Brimley,  a  few  miles 
from  the  Beach,  for  Mass  on  Sunday  morning. 

June  7th — The  class  of  '3  2  may  be  distinguish- 
ed for  being  the  originator  of  a  Seniors'  Holiday. 
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We  hope  our  undergraduates  will  be  favored  like- 
wise. 

June  8th — Members  of  the  eighth  grades  of 
Loretto  Academy  and  St.  Mary's  School  were  roy- 
ally entertained  by  the  Freshmen. 

June  9th — Although  the  number  of  Juniors 
was  small  in  comparison  with  the  Senior  class  en- 
tertainment, they  did  admirably  well.  Congratu- 
lations were  extended  by  the  clergy  and  the  stu- 
dent body. 

Mary    O'Connor,    '3  2. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVENUE. 

April  6th,  7th  and  8th — The  Senior  forms  spent 
three  grace-laden  days  in  retreat.  We  are  privi- 
leged in  having  as  retreat  master  Reverend  Father 
Keogh,  C.SS.R.,  and  under  his  leadership,  all  bene- 
fited by  these  three  days. 

April  14th  and  15th — The  Junior  forms  have 
their  retreat.  Reverend  Father  Keogh  conducts 
it  also;  and  the  evident  response  of  those  who 
made  it,  gives  promise  of  the  desired  results. 

May  2nd  and  3rd — Many  of  our  girls  attend  one 
of  three  performances  of  "The  Slave  Maid  of  Isra- 
el," produced  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights. 
The  costumes  were  gorgeous,  the  settings  magnifi- 
cent, and  the  acting  truly  talented.  Our  congratu- 
lations to  Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto,  on  the  complete 
success  of  such  an  ambitious  undertaking. 

May  16th — The  First  Forms,  with  their  teach- 
ers, spend  a  pleasant  and  profitable  morning  at 
the  Grange  Art  Gallery. 

May  30th  and  31st — Graduation  and  the  May 
procession.  At  the  graduating  exercises.  Miss  Pat- 
ricia Flood  gave  a  dignifie'I  and  impressive  vale- 
dictory, and  the  programme  was  varied  by  piano 
numbers  by  Miss  Beryl  Black  and  Miss  Helen  Hod- 
gins,  and  by  selections  by  the  Choral  Class,  who  in 
their  trim  white  uniforms  presented  a  snowy  back- 
ground. 

Reverend  Gerald  Kirby  addressed  the  graduat- 
ing class  and  their  parents  and  friends.  He  con- 
gratulated the  graduates  on  the  honour  which  was 
being  conferred  upon  them,  and  upon  their  success 
in  attaining  it.  Father  Kirby  also  complimented 
them  on  their  good  fortune  in  having  been  sent 
to  a  school  such  as  Loretto,  one  that  is-  universally 
known,  with  schools  in  almost  every  country  in  the 
world. 

Later  the  graduates  were  the  guests  at  a  dinner 
given  at  the  School  by  the  Graduates'  Club  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College  School.  Miss  Norah  Latchford, 
tho  President  of  the  Club,  welcomed  the  new  mem- 
bers. After  the  dinner,  at  which  about  a  hundred 
members  were  present.  Reverend  John  Fullerton, 
the  guest  of  honour,  addressed  a  few  words  to  the 
gathering. 

On  the  following  day  in  the  beautiful  May  pro- 
cession, a  tradition  at  the  school,  the  graduates 
walked  at  the  head  of  the  long  line  of  white-clad 
pupils,  and  presented  their  bouquets,  and  every 
other  pupil  a  single  rose,  at  the  feet  of  the  statue 
of  the  Blessed  Mother  in  the  Chapel,  where,  after 
the  crowning  of  the  statue  with  flowers,  the  cere- 
mony closed  with  Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

June  4th — The  graduates  are  guests  of  Fifth 
form  at  a  luncheon  at  the  Diet  Kitchen.     And  if 
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seeing    and    hearing    be    believed,    they    did    enjoy 
themselves. 

June  9th — Our  Graduates  are  invited,  by  the 
Loretto  Abbey  Alumnae,  to  a  tea  at  the  Abbey. 
Each  graduate  receives  a  corsage  bouquet,  and  all 
aro  charmed  by  the  delightful  hospitality. 

The  College  is  hostess  to  Fifth  form  at  tea  in 
the  Common  Room.  Afterwards  we  are  invited  to 
attend  their  Graduation  Exercises,  and  having  had 
this  glimpse  of  the  college,  we  are  sure  we  shall 
like  to  be  with  them  next  year. 

June  17th — -The  Junior  Music  pupils  give  a  re- 
cital this  evening.  The  hall  is  filled  to  capacity  by 
parents  and  friends  of  the  young  performers,  who 
do  credit  to  themselves  and  to  their  teachers. 

June  18th — First  and  Second  Forms  High 
School  and  the  Grammar  Grades  hold  their  closing 
exercises.  The  promotion  lists  are  read,  prizes 
presented.  The  exercises  are  completed  by  a  cap- 
able and  pleasing  programme. 

The  curtain  opens  to  show  the  little  children 
of  the  First  and  Second  Grades.  They  display 
their  talents  in  songs,  piano  solos  by  Misses  Rena 
Longo  and  Marcella  Costello.  a  dance  and  song  by 
tho  little  girls,  and  in  a  military  parade  by  the 
little  boys.  Their  promotion  results  were  read, 
and  the  prize  for  Senior  Second  Class  presented 
to  Miss  Mary  Townsend,  -ind  for  Junior  Second  to 
Master  Alan  McConvey.  Third  Class  gave  a  Dutch 
Dance,  and  Miss  Pauline  Preller  played  "Will  O' 
The  Wisp,"  and  was  also  presented  with  the  prize 
for  Christian  Doctrine  in  Third  Class.  The  Fourth 
Class  rendered  a  choral  numiber,  "Ave  Maria,"  ac- 
companied   by   Miss    Helen   Van    Iderstine;    and   a 
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piano  solo  was  given  by  Miss  Ruth  Haas.  Prom,o- 
tion  cards  were  distributed  to  Senior  Fourth  pupils, 
while  music  was  played  by  Misses  Elsie  Brigden 
and  Mary  Huitchinson.  Miss  Margaret  Lorsch  gave 
a  piano  solo,  and  the  prize  for  Christian  Doctrine 
was  presented  to  Miss  Mary  Dawson,  and  those  for 
Junior  and  Senior  Fourth  Classes  to  Misses  Eileen 
O'Leary  and  Kathlyn  Barry. 

Tho  High  School  contributed  a  "Sir  Roger  de 
Coverley"  dance,  club  swinging,  two  choral  selec- 
tions, "The  Viking  Song"  and  "Ave  Maria  Loretto." 

Prize  for  highest  standing  in  First  and  Second 
forms  awarded  to  Misses  Mary  Culnan  and  Margaret 
Vahey.  Prizes  for  Christian  Doctrine — ^Form  lA, 
Miss  Pearl  Logan;  Form  IB,  Miss  Agnette  Meyer; 
Form  IC,  Miss  Eleanor  Beale;  Form  HA,  Miss  No- 
reen  Cummins;  Honourable  Mention,  Miss  Helen 
Brand;  Form  IIB,  Miss  Eileen  Sheehan.  The  Schol- 
arship Awards  were  presented  by  Miss  Norah  Lartch- 
ford,  President  of  the  Graduates'  Club,  to — 1,  Miss 
Juliette  Fortin  of  St.  David's  School;  2,  Miss  Doro- 
thy Mathewis  of  St.  Helen's  School;  3,  Miss  Eileen 
Kelly   of    St.    James'    School. 

Awards  were  made  to  Miss  Evelyn  Armstrong 
and  Miss  Beryl  Black  for  the  best  prose  and  poetry 
contributed  to  the  "Rainbow"  for  the  last  two 
issues. 

Reverend  Joseph  Carvil,  C.S.P.,  who  ha®  given 
us  our  weekly  instructions  in  Christian  Doctrine 
this  year,  was  the  speaker,  stressing  the  value  of 
Catholic  education,  encouraging  the  parents  in 
their  efforts,  and  congratulating  them  upon  the 
Bchool  they  had  chosen.  The  programme  was  con- 
cluded by  "God  Save  the  King." 

June  28th — The  gloom  spread  by  the  "Trig, 
exam."  is  dispelled,  and  the  holidays  begun  by  a 
tea  in  the  common  room,  given  by  the  members 
of  the  College  Faculty. 


Results   of   the   Music    Examinations,    Toronto 
Conservatory   of   Music. 

Intermediate  Piano — Miss  Kathleen  Smyth,  Hon- 
ours.    Miss  Helen  Hodgias,  Pass. 

Elementary  Piano — Miss  Betty  Waddell,  Hon- 
ours. 

Introductory  Piano — Miss  Rena  Longo,  First- 
Class  Honours. 

Introductory  Schooil  Examination — Miss  Mar- 
garet Cahley,  Firsit  Class  Honours.  Miss  Lillian 
Muir,  Honours-  Miss  Elsie  Kearney,  Honours. 
Miss  Grace  Plunkett,  Honours. 

Theory  Examinations — Miss  Kathlyn  Smyth, 
Junior  Counterpoint,  Honours.  Miss  Beryl  Black, 
Junior  Theory,  Honours.  Miss  Mary  Hutchinson, 
Primary  Theory,  Honours. 

Mary  McConvey,  Form  V. 


LORETTO  CONVENT,  SIOUX  LOOKOUT, 
ONTARIO. 

May  7th — Mary's  Day  was  fittingly  celebrated 
in  Sioux  Lookout.  The  people  responded  whole- 
heartedly. Pledge  cards  were  procured  from  To- 
ronto and  distributed  among  the  children  anid 
their  parents.  Every  effort  was  made  to  honour 
Mary,  the  Queen  of  Mothers.  High  Mass  was  sung 
by  the  children  and  all  received  Holy  Communion 
in  her  honour.  Mary's  Day  appealed  to  the  adults 
too,   for  they   were  present   in  large   numbers. 

May  20th — The  C.C.S.M.C.  held  the  last  meet- 
ing of  the  school  year,  our  honorary-president, 
Reverend  Father  Bellevance,  presiding.  The  re- 
solution was  adopted  to  devote  our  May  and  June 
proceeds  towards  the  building  fund  of  the  CCS. 
M.C    memorial   chapel   for   the   West. 

A  very  entertaining  programme  followed  the 
business  of  the  meeting.  The  music  pupils  enter- 
tained us  with  a  variety  of  musical  numlbers. 
"Squigsbee  School,"  depicting  a  model  country 
class  with  up-to-date  teacher  and  pupils,  proved 
a  great  source  of  merriment  to  the  audience 

May  31st — The  Children  of  Mary  held  their 
May  closing.  Our  Lady's  shrine  was  artistically 
arranged  with  flowers  and  lights.  At  half-past 
three  the  children  walked  in  procession  from  the 
school  to  the  church,  followed  by  the  choir  mem- 
bers wearing  light  dresses  and  veils.  Hymns  to 
Our  Lady  were  sung  while  the  children  proceeded 
up  the  aisle  to  their  places.  Those  who  had  attend- 
ed Mass  faithfully  during  the  month  formed  a 
Guard  of  Honour  round  Our  Blessed  Mother's 
altar.  To  Miss  Bernice  Berry  was  assigned  the 
honour  of  crowning  Our  Lady.  The  Act  of  Con- 
secration was  read  by  Miss  Louise  Tintinalli;  two 
sanctuary  boys  recited  the  Litany,  which  was  fol- 
lowed by  Benediction.  The  children  sang  the  Div- 
ine Praises,  and  a  final  hymn  to  Our  Lady  brought 
the   devotions   to   a   close. 

June  3rd. — The  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
proved  to  be  another  record  day  for  attendance  at 
Mass  and  Holy  Communion.  The  children  are  com- 
plying with  the  wishes  of  Our  Holy  Father  in  asr- 
sisting  at  Mass  during  the  octave  of  the  feast. 

June  7th — For  fidelity  to  daily  Mass  during  May 
we  merited  an  extra  hour's  recreation.  As  a  re- 
sult, an  exciting  game  of  baseball  was  played  be- 
tween   the    third    and    fourth    classes.      The    game 
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was  In  favour  of  the  Third  Class  until  well  nigh 
the  finish,  but  the  Fourths  were  just  teasing  the 
midgets,  for  they  then  leaped  Tight  ahead,  and  the 
finail  score  was  four-seven. 

Bernadette  George, 


LORETTO    ACADEMY,    WOODLAWN, 
CHICAGO. 

March  11th — As  this  year  is  the  bicentennial 
of  George  Washington's  birth,  our  gymnastic  de- 
monstration was  conducted  along  patriotic  lines'. 
The  demonstration  opened  and  closed  with  the 
stately  minuet,  for  which  the  girls  were  dressed 
in  pretty  colonial  costumes.  There  were  many 
novel  and  beautiful  drills  and  dances,  and  the  en- 
tire  school   took   part   in   the   programme. 

March  23rd — 25th — These  first  three  days  of 
Holy  Week  are  to  be  devoted  to  the  annual  re- 
treat. Of  course,  all  the  classes  are  looking  for- 
ward to  these  days  of  recollection,  but  the  seniors 
particularly  wish  to  make  a  perfect  retreat,  for 
they  realize  that  for  many  it  will  be  the  last  one 
here  at  school. 

This  retreat  was  given  by  Reverend  Daniel 
O'Connell,  S.J.  May  we  prove  worthy  of  this  great 
grace  that  has  been  given  to  us. 

April  4th — Our  team,  always  seeking  to  sur- 
prise the  rest  of  the  school,  to-night  reached  the 
peak  of  success  in  presenting  a  one-act  play,  "Arti- 
chokes for  Dinner."  Of  the  cast  were  Misses  Mary 
Petrie,  Loretto  Mclntyre,  Leone  Hogle,  Kathleen 
Dunne,  Mary  Ellen  Sherrington,  Kathlyn  Murphy, 
Florence  Hayes  and  Vivian  McMahon,  the  other 
girls  of  the  team  acting  as  business  manager  and 
stage  assi'Sitants. 

May  3rd — This  afternoon  the  girls  were  enter- 
tained by  the  Loyola  University  trio.  The  concert 
consisted  of  three  numbers,  from  Perogolese-Kreis- 
ler,  Mendelssohn  and  Schubert.  The  artists  were 
Emer  Phibbs,  piano;  Vaughan  Avakian,  violin;  and 
Milan  Harnilovich,  'cello.  The  interpretations 
were  unusually  fine.  The  trio  was  coached  by  Mr. 
Walter   Dellers. 

March  16th — ^In  homour  of  the  patron  of  Ire- 
land, the  Sophom,ores  presented  a  charming  pro- 
gramme this  afternoon.  There  was  a  play,  cen- 
tered about  the  life  of  St.  Patrick,  and  several 
dances  and  songs,  in  which  the  entire  class  took 
part.  Dancing  and  fudge  in  the  gymnasium  fol- 
lowed. 

April  19th — This  afternoon  the  upper  classes 
again  sallied  forth  for  an  afternoon's  pleasure  — 
the  flower  show,  where,  in  resplendent  bloom,  each 
display  seemed  to  surpass  the  previous  one.  On 
the  way  home  our  English  teacher  suggested  an 
essay  on  our  impression  of  the  fiower-show.  We 
agreed  readily,  provided  that  the  rest  of  the  school 
should  receive  a  similar  assignment.  The  next 
day  the  Freshmen  and  Sophomsores  handed  in  clever 
poems  entitled,  "O  To  Be  a  Senior!" 

May  17th — To-night  the  Senior  Class  presented 
the  annual  play,  this  year  "Pride  and  Prejudice," 
by  Jane  Ausitin.  The  stage  settings  and  costumes 
were  the  most  beautiful  we  have  ever  had,  and 
the  acting,  we  modestly  believe,  superb,  and  un- 
surpassed on  a  school  stage.  Particularly  good 
were  Elizabeth  Bennet  (Miss  Mary  Louise  How- 
ard) and  Mr.  Darcy  (Miss  Mary  Petrie).     The  part 
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of  Mr.  Collins,  the  comic  minister,  was  taken  by 
Miss  Mary  Ellen  Sherrington;  Miss  Dorothea  Mc- 
Cabe  played  his  wife,  Charlotte  Lucas.  The  beau- 
tiful Miss  Jane  Bennet,  the  eldest  daughter,  was 
Miss  Gertrude  Boudreau.  Miss  Inez  Rowning  need- 
ed the  help  of  make-up  to  give  her  an  aged  look, 
but  she  acted  the  part  of  a  woman  of  years  con- 
vincingly. Miss  Margaret  Carrier,  as  Mr.  Bennet, 
was  quite  fatherly  and  lovable,  and  Miss  Loretto 
Mclntyre  made  a  handsome  Mr.  Bingley  and  spouse 
of  Jane.  Lydia  Bennet  was  given  all  her  gayety 
and  liveliness  by  Miss  Leone  Hogle,  and  married 
the  villainous  Mr.  Wickham,  played  by  Miss  Fran- 
ces Dunne.  Miss  Margaret  Marhoeffer,  as  Lady 
Catherine  de  Bourg,  was  haughty  and  unapproach- 
able, and  displayed  unusual  talent  for  her  role. 
Miss  Badt,  our  gymnasium  and  dance  instructress, 
is  to  be  congratulated  upon  the  success  of  her 
classes  in  the  Egyptian  dance,  the  Minuet  and  the 
Huntsmen;  and  Miss  Gallagher,  our  dramatic  art 
teacher,  to  whom  the  credit  of  the  success  of  the 
play  is  so   largely   due. 

May  24  th — Our  clever  Sophomore  class  surprised 
the  Seniors  to-day  with  a  party  and  entertainment. 
In  the  Ass.embly  they  gave  two  plays,  a  parody 
of  the  team  play,  "Artichokes  for  Dinner,"  but 
entitled  "Cabbage  for  Breakfast."  The  other  drama 
had  the  future  of  the  Seniors  incorporated  into  an 
amusing  class  prophecy.  Both  plays  made  the 
Seniors  blush,,  gasp  and  laugh.  All  the  tables  in 
the  cafeteria  were  arranged  in  a  U-«'hape,  and 
each  Sophomore  escorted  a  Senior.  Dancing  fol- 
lowed in  the  gymnasium.. 

May  31st — Possibly  the  mo8.t  important  event 
of  the  school  year  is  the  crowning  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.     As  usnal,  the  last  day  of  May  was  chosen 
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for  the  procession.  All  the  girls  took  part  and 
were  dressed  in  white,  and  the  President  of  the 
Sodality,  Miss  Martha  Smet,  crowned  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  This  statue  stands  in  the  Grotto  at  the 
end  of  the  grounds. 

June  1st — The  Freshmen  assumed  the  respon- 
sibility of  acting  as  hostesses  to  both  Seniors  and 
Eighth  Grade  students.  The  party  combined  the 
two  extremes,  being  a  farewell  for  the  Graduates 
and  a  welcome  for  the  future  Freshmen.  A  play 
was  given  in  the  Assemibly,  and  refreshments  and 
races  were  on  the  campus. 

June  Bird — The  Senior  Church  History  Class 
held  a  debate  this  afternoon  at  two  o'clock.  The 
topic  was:  Resolved — That  religion  is  a  dynamic 
factor  of  the  present  age.  Reverend  Father  O'Don- 
nel  was  the  judge,  and  Miss  Margaret  Marhoefer 
was  chairman.  The  speakers  on  the  affirmative 
side  were  Misses  Frances  Dunne,  Margaret  Carrier 
and  Loretto  Mclntyre.  Their  opponents  on  the 
negative  side  were  Misses  Martha  Smet,  Leone 
Hogle,  and  Mary  Petrie.  Unusual  oratorical  abil- 
ity was  displayed  on  both  sides,  but  the  decision 
was  given  to  the  negative. 

June  6  th — The  Seniors  were  especially  privi- 
leged this  year,  as  they  had  a  one-day  retreat  in 
preparation  for  graduation,  conducted  by  Reverend 
Father  Martin  O'Donnell,  O.Carm.  All  the  girls  were 
anxious  for  one  day's  recollection  before  the  close  of 
their  course.  This  particular  favour  was  made 
possible  only  through  the  diligent  efforts  of  the 
Faculty  and  the  co-operation  of  the  rest  of  the 
school. 

June  7th — -To-day  the  parlours  were  gay  with 
laughter  and  light  conversation,  and  it  was  easy 
to  tell  that  the  Junior  -  Senior  luncheon  was  in 
progress.  After  a  most  appetizing  lunch  was  serv- 
ed there  were  toasts  to  our  school,  teachers  and 
the  Senior  Class,  tendered  by  Misses  Agnes  Grogan, 
Julia  Heatherly  and  Vivian  McMahon.  The  class 
prophecy  was  read  by  Miss  Kathleen  Murphy.  Some 
of  us  aren't  exactly  hoping  that  the  prophecy  will 
come  true  in  all  its  details.  Miss  Frances  Dunne 
read  the  class  will,  and  we  only  hope  the  rest  of 
the  school  will  appreciate  the  rich  bestowals  they 
are  to  receive.  To  say  all  the  nice  things  we  would 
like  to  say  in  gratitude  for  this  memorable  after- 
noon would  be  impossible;  but  no  matter  what 
happens,  the  Seniors  will  never  forget  the  fine 
girls  who   are   to   take  their  places   next  year. 

June  9th — Undoubtedly  the  saddest  day  of  the 
year  was  spent  to-day.  The  Seniors  heard  Mass 
in  the  Chapel  and  all  went  to  Communion.     Break- 


fast in  the  refectory  followed,  and  each  girl  re- 
ceived as  a  graduation  gift  a  plaque  of  Our  Lord's 
Sacred  Head.  In  the  evening  was  the  graduation 
ceremony  —  a  most  impressive,  beautiful  sight. 
Miss  Leone  Hogle  gave  the  greeting  address.  Misses 
Lola  Wilson  and  Margaret  Marhoeffer  sang  a  duet, 
and  Miss  Loretto  Mclntyre  was  valedictorian. 
These  numbers  were  alternated  by  selections  by  the 
Choral  Class,  behind  the  graduates.  There  were  four 
scholarships  awarded:  a  two-year  scholarship  each 
to  Miss  Martha  Smet  and  Miss  Loretto  Mclntyre, 
both  for  St.  Francis  Xavier's  College;  a  one-year 
Scholarship  to  De  Paul  University  to  Miss  Mary 
Petrie;  and  a  one-year  Scholarship  to  Loretto 
Abbey  College  to  Miss  Frances  Dunne.  Miss  Mar- 
tha Smet  was  awarded  the  efficiency  medal  for  the 
highest   average. 

Volumes  could  be  written  on  the  beauty  of  the 
whole  scene,  the  inspiring  address  given  by  Right 
Reverend  Monsignor  Dunne,  the  singing,  and  count- 
less other  items;  but  when  one's  heart  is  heavy 
and  eyes  dim,  it  is  the  immense  sadness  of  it  all 
that    is   outstanding. 

Other   prizes   and    honours   were    as   follows:  — 

Prize  for  highest  average  in  Third  Year,  award- 
ed to  Miss  Vivian  McMahon.  Honourable  mention, 
Misses  Agnes  Grogan  and  Kathlyn  Murphy. 

Prize  for  the  highest  average  in  Sophomore 
class  merited  by  Miss  Elsie  Felix.  Honourable 
mention.  Misses  Jeanne  McAuley  and  Mary  Thomas. 

Prize  for  highest  average  in  First  Year,  award- 
ed to  Miss  Jean  Macy.  Honourable  mention.  Miss 
Frances  Haggerty  and  Marcella  Ritter. 

Prizes  for  perfect  attendance — Senior  Class: 
Misses  Margaret  Bodner,  Helen  Cmarik,  Frances 
Dunne,  Anna  Bride  Dwyer,  Anna  Jule  Flannery, 
Mary  Louise  Howard,  Inez  Rowning,  Beruice  Stan- 
ford and  Lola  Wilson. 

Junior  Class — Misses  Margaret  Gremborvitz, 
Agnes  Grogan,  Vivian  McMahon  and  Kathlyn  Mur- 
phy. 

Sophomore  Class — Misses  Marguerite  Baird, 
Mary  Hogan,  Nancy  Lorve,  Jean  Maloney,  Irene 
Murphy,  Leonore  Purpore,  Grace  Sheridan,  Mary 
Thomas  and  Winifred  Webb.  Freshmen  Class — 
Misses  Teresa  Evans,  Pauline  Gyselinck  and  Aileen 
O'Donnell. 

Frances  Dunne. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  NIAGARA  FALLS,  ONT. 

April  8  th — In  First  Year's  Oratorical  Contest 
to-day.  Miss  Shirley  Comstalk  wins  first  place. 

April  11th,  12th — Examinations  again  marking 
the  third  quarter  of  our  school  year. 

April  20th — -We  all  enioy  the  play,  "The  Whole 
Town  Is  Talking,"  a  splendid  amateur  theatrical 
produced  by  St.  Patrick's  parish  talent. 

April  23rd^ — As  always,  we  are  glad  to  have 
an  "old  girl"  back  with  ue  for  the  week-end^ — 
Miss  Jeanne  Glaser,  '31,  of  La  Salle,  N.Y. 

April  26th — Our  Year  Book  is  completed  and 
on  its  way  to  the  press.  A  sigh  of  relief  from  the 
editors. 

May  1st — To  the  Sodality  Semi-Final  Oratorical 
Contest  in  Buffalo,  Loretto  Niagara  sends  Miss 
Alice  Eads,  the  school's  best  speaker.  Miss  Betty 
Cappellino  and  Miss  Kay  Hunt  close  runnersi-up  for 
the  title.  From  these  Miss  Betty  Cappellino  is 
chosen  one  of  six  for  the  Finals,  * 
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May  14th — Laurels  for  Loretto  Niagara!  The 
representative  of  our  school  comes'  first  in  Finals, 
spealcing  on  "The  Pope  of  Fearless  Faith."  Miss 
Betty  Cappellino  thus  wins  the  honour  of  crown- 
ing the  Blessed  Virgin  at  Sodality  May  Day  in 
Buffalo. 

May  22nd — May  Day!  A  glorious  day  and 
all  who  attend  are  proud  of  Loretto's  part  in  the 
programime.  Our  little  flower-girls  add  greatly  to 
the  beautiful  procession  which  forms  to  crown  Our 
Lady,  and  we  are  all  proud,  too,  of  our  Sodality 
president  who  has  the  great  honour  of  crowning 
Our  Blessed  Mother. 

May  27th — The  Seniors  play,  "The  Maid  of  Or- 
leans," is  a  distinct  success,  and  our  auditorium 
is  filled  with  a  most  appreciative  audience. 

June  1st — A  memorable  day  for  music  lovers. 
We  are  entertained  at  a  music  recital  by  six 
A.T.C.M.s'  from  Stratford,  Misses  Audrey  White- 
side, Helen  Humber,  Irene  Jocelyn,  Ida  Kollman, 
Helen  Guenther,  and  Jack  Richardson,  with  their 
teacher — Miss  C.   Ahrens,   L.T.C.M. 

June  3rd — The  Seniors'  Banquet!  A  study 
in  rose  and  silver!  The  beautiful  decorations,  the 
delicious  repast,  the  toasts,  our  charming  guests, 
the  orchestra — all  made  the  193  2  banquet  one 
which  will  not  soon  be  forgotten. 

June  4th — A  Luncheon  at  the  Cataract  House 
for  the  Graduates,  given  by  the  Buffalo  and  Nia- 
gara Falls  group  of  the  Alumnae.  The  Graduates 
are  received  into  the  Alumnae  and  most  charm- 
ingly entertained  by  their  "big  sisters." 

June  10th — Graduation  brings  the  same  old 
thrill  to  graduates  and  under-graduates.  Our 
chaplain.  Reverend  Father  Gabriel,  gives  the  ad- 
dress. 

June  17th — School  closses  for  almost  three 
months   of  holidays.      May   they   be   well  spent! 

Julia  Geiger. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH,  ONTARIO. 

April  16  th — Our  basketball  game  at  Loretto 
Niagara.  We  were  badly  beaten,  but  the  pleasant 
day  with  our  friends  was  worth  it  all. 

May  10th — His  Excellency  Most  Reverend  James 
C.  McGuigan,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Regina,  honored 
our  school  with  a  visit.  He  spoke  on  conditions  in 
the  West  and  solicited  prayers. 

May  31st — The  closing  of  May  was  marked 
with  the  usual  procession  in  honour  of  Our  Lady. 
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Miss  Gladys  Drummond  had  the  honour  of  crown- 
ing Our  Blessed  Mother. 

June  1st — The  final  Crusade  meeting  of  the 
year  took  the  form  of  a  Literary.  Reverend  Dr. 
O'Reilly  encouraged  the  Crusaders  in  their  noble 
work. 

June  16  th — Closing.  The  exercises  were  held 
in  the  school  auditorium.  After  distribution  of 
prizes  Dr.  O'Reilly  addressed  the  pupils,  urging 
all  to  make  higheir  education  their  objective. 

Grace  O'Brien. 


SEDLEY,  SASK. 


April  3rd — Some  twenty-nine  little  children  re- 
ceived their  First  Holy  Communion. 

May  6th — A  school  holiday  because  of  the 
Teachers'  Convention  in  Francis. 

May  24  th — Another  holiday  to  celebrate  Vic- 
toria Day. 

June  3rd — still  one  more  holiday — this  time 
a  surprise,  given  by  Dr.  Parent,  chairman  of  our 
Sedley  School  Board. 

June  12th — A  picnic,  and  a  perfect  day  at  the 
Bast  Experimental  Farm. 

June  22nd — Not  a  picnic,  nor  yet  a  holiday — 
the  Departmental  Examinations  begin! 

June  26th — The  little  "Trio"  gave  the  big 
"Octave,"  an  afternoon  tea.  In  other  words,  the 
older  girls  were  entertained  by  three  little  board- 
ers, Betty,  Loretto,  and  Carroll. 

June  30th — School  closed. 

July   1st — School  picnic  at  Odessa   Beach. 

July  11th — The  Summer  School  in  Christian 
Doctrine  opens.  There  is  an  enrolment  of  forty- 
nine.  Alma  Eberl. 


All  the  other  (schools  take  this  opportunity  of 
congratulating  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
winners  this  year  among  the  Loretto  schools  in 
Ontario  of  the  Silver  Cup  for  Gregorian  Chant  and 
Choral  Singing,  and  the  Inter- Loretto  Basketball 
Trophy,  also  a  silver  cup. 


//    / 


jFall  iWoobs 


0  how   I  love  this  gay  new  fall, 
And  countrysides  and  woodland's  call, 
And  swirling  leaves  before  the  bree/e, 
And  (juick  gray  squirrels  in  the  trees; 

And  bright  blue  skies, — yet  bluer  streams, 

And  bonfire  smoke,  and  halcyon  dreams, 

And  golden  suu  o'er  golden  fields, 

With  golden  gi-ain  'ueatli  gohlen  shiekls  .  .  .  , 
Does  God  too  love  His  autumn  best, 
That  with  such  heautij  it  is  blest? 

Margaret  Nims,  Fourth  Year, 
Loi'etto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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CHRIST  THE  KING. 

0  Christ  the  King,  who  once  in  sorrow  hung 
In  silent  pain  upon  a  blood-stained  cross, 
While  at  Thy  feet  Thy  Virgin  Mother  stood 
In  queenly  grief,  mamming  her  precious  loss. 

In  ignorance  or  hate  the  ivorld  had  turned 
Its  guilty  hack  upon  Thy  dying  eyes: 
A  prayer  to  the  Eternal  Father  rose 
And  scaled  the  very  heights  of  Paradise. 


Coidd  hit.terness  he  in  Thy  Sacred  Heart? 
Ah  no! — an  endless  gift  Thy  pure  love  gives, 
For  in  this  Host  upraised  each  day  for  us 
Thy  Perfect  Sacrifice  Eternal  lives. 

Dorothea  Cain,  3T3, 
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Earth's  noblest  thing — a  woman  perfected. 
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ADDRESS  TO  GRADUATES  OF  LORETTO  ACADEMY 
WOODLAWN,  CHICAGO,  JUNE  9th,  1932 

BY  RIGHT  REVEREND  MONSIGNOR    DENIS  J.  DUNNE. 

Reverend  F"atliers,  Parents,  Friends  of  Graduates,  Graduates    -Class  of  1932: 

TTIIERE  is  nothinji;  that  we,  as  Americans,      first  has  a  definite  conception  of  every  detail 

*  speak  so  much  of,  and  boast  so  much  of —      of  the  masterpiece,  and  then  he  works  under  its 

there  is  nothing  upon  which  so  much  money  is      guidance  and  its  inspiration.    The  architect  be- 

expended,    and    lavishly    expended — as    upon      lieves  that   the  purpose   of  the   Church   is  to 

snatch  the  soul  of  man  and  to  center  it  upon 
the  majesty,  the  dignit}',  and  the  power  of 
God ;  as  a  result  there  develop  those  majestic 
Gothic  structures  which  are  so  symbolic  of 
prayer  and  of  devotion. 

The  architect  and  the  artist  have  a  clear 


education.  I  have  often  Avondered  if  there  is 
as  much  real,  true,  and  genuine  education  as 
we  imagine.  1  wonder  if  we  are  not  fooling 
ourselves  —  mistaking  the  shadow  for  the 
substance?  I  wonder  if  most  of  our  education 
is  not  a  mere  veneer,  an  outward  polish,  not 
penetrating  within,  and  leaving  untouched  the  conception  of  what  they  wish  to  accomplish, 
very  things  that  are  the  objects  of  education?  The}'  work  under  the  inspiration  of  an  ideal. 
While  there  are  man}'  causes  for  ill-success  and  the  outcome  of  any  work  that  is  not  actu- 
in  the  teaching  profession,  there  is  one  that  ated  by  deep  principles,  by  ideals,  is  bound  to 
stands  out  prominent  among  them  all.  Many  be  a.  failure.  Therefore,  the  teacher  who  ap- 
young  men  and  women,  fired  with  enthusiasm,  jnoaches  the  work  of  teaching  children  with- 
approach   the  task   of  the   teacher  without   a      out  an  ideal,  without  sound  principles,  is  bound 


definite  idea  of  what  the  task  of  a  real  teacher 
is.  They  approach  it  without  any  fixed  — 
without  any  settled — principles.  And  as  a  re- 
sult their  work  is  misdirected.  It  is  not  spiri- 
tually guided,  and  as  a  result  it  is  generally  a 
failure.  Success  in  the  teaching  profession  de- 
pends upon  well-chosen  ideals,  which  are 
thoroughly  developed.  So  it  i.s  in  the  arts  and 
in  the  sciences;  and  teaching  is  i)re-eminentlj' 


to  be  a  failure.  And  failure  in  education  is 
more  fatal,  both  on  the  part  of  the  teacher 
and  the  child,  than  in  any  other  profession, 
because  the  teacher  is  dealing  with  the  human 
soul.  The  destiny  of  that  soul  is  in  his  or  her 
hands.  It  is  for  the  teacher  to  fashion  that 
soul.  Therefore,  the  profession  of  a  teacher 
far  surpasses  that  of  an  artist  or  of  an  archi- 
tect, as  the  immortal  soul  is  enhanced  in  value 


an  art  and  a  science.     The  successful  painter      over  .stone  or  marble.    Therefore,  it  is  imper-;- 
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tive  that  eveiy  teacher  should  fix  his  life  upon 
deep-seated  principles.  It  is  necessary  that  he 
or  &he  should  have  a  correct  idea  of  the  mean- 
ing' and  the  purpose  of  education. 

Education,  my  dear  friends,  is  the  leading 
of  a  human  being  from  a  state  of  imperfection 
to  a  state  of  perfection.  It  is  the  development 
of  a  man  or  a  woman  according  to  tlie  highest 
possible  ideals.  It  is  the  developing  and  the 
disciplining  of  him  or  her  into  the  very  best 
that  we  have;  and  th':'refore  education  con- 
ceives the  whole  man  —  body,  mind  and  soul- 
and  the  meaning  and  purpose  of  this  develoj)- 
ment  is  that  in  the  pupil  there  will  result  the 
formation  of  character.  That  is  the  essential 
thing  in  education,  the  formation  of  character. 
And,  if  I  mistake  not,  if  education  has  faih^.I 
at  all,  it  has  failed  in  forming  real  men  and 
women  —  because  what  we  need  to-day  in  the 
M'orld  is  not  men  and  women  of  knowledge,  if 
you  will,  but  what  the  world  sadly  needs,  and 
is  sadly  lacking  in,  is  men  and  women  of  char 
acter. 

What  is  character?  It  is  very  difficult,  my 
dear  friends,  to  give  a  definite  and  comprehen- 
sive definition  of  character.  Its  details  are  so 
numerous  and  so  various  as  to  escape  a  precise 
definition.  Yet  there  is  something  in  a  real 
and  high  character  that  we  can  seize  upon. 
First  of  all,  it  supposes  lofty,  high  ideals.  It 
supposes  correct  thinking  and  correct  acting. 
But  this  is  not  enough.  These  ideals  must 
have  a  motive  power.  They  must  not  be  iso- 
lated from  action.  Therefore,  character  is  a 
fixed  condition  of  the  soul.  It  is  a  fixed  slate 
of  the  spirit  that  moves  and  wills  and  acts 
under  the  guidance  of  deep-seated  principles. 
Therefore,  character  is  not  a  fitful  thing.  It 
is  not  something  that  changes  Avith  the  sea- 
sons. It  is  not  something  that  will  come  at 
our  call  and  our  beck.     No  —  character  is  a 


fixed  condition  of  the  soul,  of  the  mind,  which 
will  outlast  the  human  breath  and  will  endure 
for  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  my  dear  friends,  if  3'ou  will  but 
realize  the  meaning  and  the  purpose  of  Catho- 
lic education;  if  you  would  realize  why  the 
Church  has  contended  for  it  for  over  two  thou- 
sand years  in  the  face  of  opposition,  in  the  face 
of  jiersecution;  if  you  would  understand  Avhy 
l)riests  have  laboured  for  it  and  why  parents 
have  borne  sacrifices  that  are  heavy  upon  them; 
you  must  not  stop  at  the  mere  acquisition  of 
kiioAvledge,  which  might  be  acquired  any  place 
else  as  well  as  in  a  Catholic  institution ;  but 
yon  must  go  beyond  that,  and  try  to  find  the 
])uri)ose  of  it  —  and  it  is  the  formation  of 
character.  The  men  and  Avomen  teachers  in 
onr  Catholic  schools  are  men  and  women  who 
have  the  ideals  of  education.  It  was  for  the 
realization  of  those  ideals  in  their  own  lives 
that  they  sacrificed  everything.  Having  the 
ideals,  knowing  the  meaning  and  the  purpose 
of  education,  their  only  ambition  is  to  impart 
it  to  the  children  under  their  care.  This  is  the 
very  purpose  of  Catholic  education. 

Therefore,  young  ladies,  you  have  not  been 
placed  under  the  care  of  the  Ladies  of  the 
Loretto  Academy  simply  that  your  mind  might 
be  developed.  You  have  been  placed  here  that 
your  mind,  your  will,  your  heart,  and  your 
soul  might  be  developed,  so  that  they  will  re- 
sult in  the  formation  of  Christian,  Catholic 
women  of  character. 

Now,  to  speak  about  going  out  into  the 
world.  The  world  needs  you.  If  there  is  any- 
thing that  is  needed  in  the  world  to-day  it  is 
Avomen  of  character,.  Avomen  Avho  act  from 
principle  —  not  from  self-interest,  not  from 
self-indulgence  and  gratification  of  their 
senses,  but  Avomen  Avho  act  from  moral  prin- 
ciples, regardless  of  the  consequences.     It   is 
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my  conviction  thait  all  this  liig^her  education  of 
young  girls  is  time  and  money  wasted,  labour 
expended  in  vain,  unless  it  results  in  the  forma- 
tion of  character,  unless  it  produces  women 
who  act  from  principle  j  women,  who  can  brave- 
ly resist  the  devastating,  destructive  influences 
of  a  pagan  world;  women,  who  know  the  ideal 
of  true  Christian,  Catholic  womanhood,  Avho 
not  only  know  it,  but  exemplify  it  in  their  own 
lives  and  fight  openly  for  its  preservation ; 
women,  who  know  what  constitutes  the  Catho- 
lic home  and  family,  and  give  an  example  of 
them  to  a  world  determined  to  destroy  them ; 
^\'omen,  who  know  Avhat  is  good  moral  taste 
in  literature,  in  art,  in  amusement,  and  scorn 
anything  and  everything  that  is  low  and  sug- 
gestive. A  Catholic  woman,  no  matter  what 
her  education  may  be,  if  she  is  not  a  woman  of 
sound  moral  principles,  not  a  woman  of  char- 
acter, such  a  woman  is  a  blot  on  Catholic 
womanhood. 

Now,  parents,  that  is  the  ideal  that  the 
Ladies  of  Loretto  have  been  trying  to  realize 
in  your  daughters  —  and  it  is  certainly  some- 
thing that  deserves  your  gratitude.  You  can 
never  pay  for  it.  You  c«n  place  no  price  upon 
it.  It  is  something  that  ought  to  arouse  your 
gratitude  not  merely  in  word.s,  but  in  deed, 
encouraging  and  helping  the  Sisters  in  the 
wonderful  work  that  they  are  accomplishing. 
Anything  that  you  may  do  for  them  is  a  Avise 
investment  for  you,  because  the  interest  of  it 
comes  back  to  you,  to  your  children,  and  to 
their  children  yet  unborn. 

You  graduates  have  .successfully  completed 
3^our  course,  and  we  congratulate  you.  You 
are  about  now  to  leave  these  walls  where  j'ou 
have  spent  many,  many  happy  days  —  these 
WalLs  that  have  sheltered  you  and  protected 
you.  You  are  going  out  into  the  world.  Now, 
we  have  no  fear  for  you  at  all  if  you  are  only 
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RIGHT  REV.  MOXSIGXOR  DENIS  J.  DUNNE,  D.D. 

faithfnl  to  those  })rinciple!<  that  have  been  in- 
culcated day  by  day  in  the  classroom  with  a 
l)atienee  that  has  no  explanation  outside  a 
divine  vocation;  then  we  have  no  fear  at  all 
for  your  future  success  —  if  you  only  remain 
women  Avho  prefer  \nirtue  to  popularity;  if  you 
realize  that  all  things  pass  away  after  all,  and 
that  honors  and  titles  and  dignities  are  very, 
very  weak;  and  that  grace  and  beauty  of  form 
Mill  paiss;  and  that  there  is  only  one  thing  that 
will  endure,  and  that  is  beauty  of  soul. 

Now,  I  would  ask  you  to  remember  with 
the  deepest  affection  your  Alma  Mater  —  your 
second  mother  —  and  I  trust  the  sentiment  of 
gratitude  in  your  hearts  will  grow  stronger 
year  by  year,  the  sentiment  of  gratitude  for 
your  parents,  for  your  teachers,  to  whojn, 
after  God,  you  owe  more  than  to  anyone  else 
for  whatever  success  you  may  obtain  in  years 
to  come. 
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Congratulations  to 

Et.  iveb,  iWonsJignor  fojjn  Hatorence  ||anb 

Dean  of  Toronto, 

On  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  His  Orflination 
to  the  Holy  Priesthood. 
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Golden  Jubilee  of  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  John  Lawrence  Hand 

ADDRESS  FROM  THE  PRIESTS  OP  THE    AR<  HDIOCE8E. 


To  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  John  Lawrence 
Hand,  P.P.,  St.  Paul's  Church,  Toronto. 

Right  Reverend  and  dear  Monsignor  Hand : 

TT  would  be  unworthy  of  your  fellow-priests 
"*  were  they  to  allow  this  occasion  to  pass  un- 
noticed, without  giving  unanimous  expression 
to  the  feelings  they  entertain  for  the  person 
and  office  of  the  Right  Reverend  Dean  of  the 
City  of  Toronto. 

In  the  midst  of  the  geiieral  rejoicings  with 
which  your  own  parishioners  celebrate  the 
Jubilee  Year  of  your  Catholic  priesthood,  we, 
your  fellow-priests  of  the  Archdiocese  of  To- 
ronto, desire  to  place  ourselves  on  record  also, 
in  order  to  show  the  homage  of  our  apprecia- 
tion for  your  fifty  years  of  service  in  the 
vineyard  of  our  beloved  Master. 

You  have  spent  three-quarters  of  the  bibli- 
cal span  of  life  in  the  labors  of  the  priesthood 
in  this  archdiocese.  It  is  a  long  period.  Few 
have  attained  your  length  of  years  and  very 
few  have  passed  the  milestone  that  marks  its 
boundary.  As  a  citizen  of  Toronto  you  have 
watched  our  eity  grow  from  the  mentality  and 
geographical  limits  of  a  provincial  town  into 
a  great  educational  centre  and  an  enterpris- 
ing and  flourishing  metropolis,  in  whose  moral 
and  religious  expansion  you  have  played  a  con- 
spicuous part.  In  all  the  good  movements  un- 
dertaken for  the  general  welfare  of  the  citi- 
zens irrespective  of  race  or  creed,  it  was  felt 
that  the  success  of  them  would  not  be  wholly 
adequate  unless  assured  of  the  co-operation  of 
your  well-known  executive  ability  and  unsel- 
fish civic  patriotism. 

The  interest  you  have   taken  in  boy  wel- 


fare work,  in  the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Society, 
in  the  House  of  Providence,  House  of  Industry 
and  kindred  institutions  of  benevolence  and 
philanthropy,  has  evoked  the  gratitude  of  the 
l)Oor  and  the  general  admiration  of  your 
fellow-citizens. 

For  over  twenty-five  years  your  name  has 
been  associated  with  the  Society  of  the  Holy 
Name  of  Jesus,  both  as  founder  and  as  chap- 
lain in  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto,  and  priests 
and  people  are  willing  to  bear  testimony  to- 
day that  the  religious  and  moral  elevation  of 
speech,  the  growing  respect  for  the  Holy  Name 
of  our  Saviour,  may  be  attributed  to  your 
wise  direction  of  this  important  branch  of  Ca- 
tholic endeavour. 

As  chairman  and  member  of  the  Catholic 
School  Board  of  Toronto  for  over  forty  years, 
a  wise  administration,  a  careful  management, 
and  a  continuous  policy  of  religious  and  edu- 
cational progress  in  all  their  ^several  branches 
have  sustained,  encouraged  and  strengthened 
the  cause  of  Catholic  Education,  handicapped 
as  it  is  in  many  ways  by  inequitable  financial 
difficulties  and  burdens  which  rendered  your 
leadership  all  the  more  necessary  and  difficult. 

The  monuments  you  have  erected,  one  to 
the  soldiers  of  your  parish  who  have  died 
fighting  for  King  and  Country  in  the  Great 
War,  the  other  to  Bishop  Power  who  died  a 
martyr  to  his  zeal  for  the  famine-stricken 
emigrants  from  Ireland,  are  both  symbolic  of 
your  own  manly  patriotism  and  religious  sense 
of  duty,  which  have  from  the  beginning  given 
substance  to  your  priestly  character,  in  your 
preaching  and  in  your  life. 

It  was  enacted  in  the  Old  Law   that  the 
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children  of  Israel  should  celebrate  the  Great 
Sabbath  every  fifty  years,  and  that  during 
that  period  the  soil  was  to  remain  fallow  and 
no  tillage  or  harvest  was  allowed. 

It  may  be  assumed  that  the  Sabbath  of  your 
priesthood  will  not  result  either  in  a  well- 
deserved  leisure,  or  in  fallowed  indolence,  but 
that  3'ou  will  continue  your  zealous  labors  in 
the  service  of  God  and  country,  to  fight  the 
good  fight  until  the  shadows  of  life  lengthen, 
until  the  day  of  your  eternal  reward  in  the 
Blessed  Sabbath  of  j'our  Divine  Master. 

In   conclusion   we   would   ask   yau.     Right 


Reverend  and  dear  ]\Ionsignor  Hand,  to  accept 
this  purse  from  your  fellow-priests  of  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Toronto,  as  a  small  token  of  their 
affection  and  es-teem. 

Signed  on  behalf  of  the  priests  of  Toronto. 

MARTIN   D.  WHELAN,  V.G. 

DENIS  MORRIS. 

M.    CLINE. 

S.  McGRATH. 

P.  J.  COYLE. 

ARTHUR  J.  O'LEARY. 

JAS.  C.  CARBERRY. 

JAMES    B.    DOLLARD. 

J.   P.   TREACY. 

G.    E.    DOHERTY. 

J.   J.   McGRAND. 


REVERIE. 

Just  before  the  dawning  of  the  day 
When  all  the  world's  asleep,  I'd  like  to  stray 
Amid   the  pathless  woods  and  meditate 
Upon  the  still  deep  beauty  there  —  and  pray. 

Just  before  the  sun  has  reached  its  height, 
When  all  the  world  takes  up  the  new  day's  fight, 
I'd  like  to  sail  alone  upon  the  sea 
And  muse  upon  God's  holiness  and  might. 

And  just  before  the  star  dips  from  the  skies, 
When  stormy  things  grow  quiet,  still,  and  fine. 
Across  my  vision   shadow-shapes  come  and  go. 
Revealing,  high  above,  eternal  lights  that  shine. 
Agnes  Clare  Grogan,   '33. 
Loretto   Academy,    Woodlawn,    Chicago. 


MY  ROSARY. 

To  write  about  these  v/ondrous  beads. 
And  give  them  their  just  due. 
Is  quite  a  thing  beyond  my  powers; 
Poor  me — I  shan't  try  to! 

Each  prayer  is  like  a  bag  of  gold, 

The   offering    supreme! 
I  humbly  lay  them  at  the  feet 

Of   our   beloved   Queen. 

And   as    I    do    I   softly   say, 

"Accept   my    gift   so   small. 
Not   just  my  humble   little  prayer 
But    me — O    Queen — my    all." 

Betty  Donahue,  First  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,   Englewood,  Chicago. 


THE  DIVINE  PRESENi^E. 

When  the  soft  wind  of  night  wakes  the  branches  to  life. 
And  rustling  they  whisper  together; 

When   the   moon  far  above  turns   the   tree-tops  to  gold. 
And  casts  its  pale  light  on  the  heather — 

When  the  laugh  of  the  waves  rings  o'er  turquoise-blue  depths 
And   they  race  for  the  silvery  shore; 

When  some  dim  twilight  path   'neath  the  arch  of  the  sky 
Seems  to  lead  us  to  heaven's  own  door — 

Then  we  thrill   to  the  beauties  around   us  in  life. 
And  we  thrill   to  the  sounds   that  we  hear — 
The  whisper  of  leaves — the  gay  song  of  the  seasi — 
They  all  tell  us  that  God  is  near. 

Margaret  Nims,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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THE  EUCHARISTIC  CONGRESS,  DUBLIN,  1932 

BY  REVEREND  J.  P.  TREACY,   D.I).,   ST.  (ECILIA'S  ("HUR(  H,  TORONTO. 


EVER  since  that  eventful  day  in  1874,  when 
the  humble  and  saintly  Frenchwoman, 
Martha  Emily  Tamisier,  conceived  the  idea  of 
hoidinfj;  pilgrimages  and  public  conventions  in 
lionor  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment of  the  altar,  thir- 
ty-one International  Euchar- 
istic  Congresses  have  been 
held.  Of  these,  ten  have 
taken  place  in  France,  five 
in  Belgium,  one  in  Switzer- 
land, one  in  Palestine,  two 
in  Italy  (Rome),  two  in  Ger- 
many, one  in  London,  Eng., 
one  in  Montreal,  Canada ; 
one  in  Spain,  one  in  Austria 
(Vienna),  one  in  Malta,  one 
in  Holland  (Amsterdam), 
one  in  Chicago,  U.S.;  one  in 
Australia  (Sydney),  one  in 
Carthage,  Africa;  and  the 
last,  but  greatest  of  all,  in 
Dublin,  Ireland,  in  1932. 

The  President  of  the  Per- 
manent Committee,  Most 
Reverend  Dr.  Heylen,  Bishop 
of  Namur,  Belgium,  made  it 
known  early  in  1931  that  he 
would  be  able  to  celebrate 
the  fifty-first  anniversary  of 
his  ordination  in  Ireland, 
and,  also,  in  "this  grand  Euchanistie  Nation  the 
thirty-first  Congress  would  be  held."  His  well- 
known  prognostications  regarding  the  spiritual 
success  of  the  Congress  and  its  fruitful  results 
were  amply  justified  by  the  tributes  of  his  col- 
leagues in   the  Hierarchy.     Cardinal  Verdier, 


Congratulations  to  Reverend  Dr. 
Treacy,  on  the  fortieth  anniversary 
of  his  ordination,  joyfully  and  widely 
celebrated  by  his  parishioners  and 
friends,  on  his  return  from  the  Eu- 
charistic  Congress.  Life-long  friend 
and  benefactor  of  the  Loretto  Com- 
munity, Dr.  Treacy  secured  for 
them  the  beautiful  Convent  in  West 
Toronto,  and  brought  the  nuns  to 
live  in  St.  Cecilia's  parish  .... 
"A  faithful  and  wise  servant  whom 
the  Lord  set  over  His  family,  to  give 
them  their  measure  of  wheat  in  due 
season."  "This  is  the  priest  whom 
the  Lord  hath  crowned." 


Archbishop  of  Paris,  testified  publicly  "that  il 
Avas  the  most  epochal  religious  event  in  the 
liistor}'  of  the  Church  since  Pentecost." 

It.  is  doubtful  if  any  other  country  could 
have  staged  an  International 
Eucharistic  Congress  of  such 
unique  proportions  as  that 
attained  by  the  Dublin  Con- 
gress of  1932.  As  one  vener- 
able Archbishop,  himself  a 
stranger,  put  it:  "AVe  all 
feel  at  home  in  Ireland." 
There  was  a  social  and  reli- 
gious tang  in  the  atmosphere 
that  could  have  emanated 
only  from  a  Catholic  tradi- 
tion preserved  amongst  Ca- 
tholic people  on  Catholic 
soil.  A  Catholic  Congress 
was  truly  at  home  in  Ireland. 
One  felt  it  in  the  smiles  of 
the  children,  in  the  saluta- 
tions of  men  and  women, 
high  and  low,  in  the  grave, 
erect  .salutes  of  military  of- 
ficers, and  civic  guards.  It 
M'as  an  Eucharistic  Assem- 
bly gathered  together  from 
all  nations  amongst  a  peo- 
ple whose  inherited  piety 
centred  around  the  altar- 
si  one  and  the  Mass  priest.  There  might  have 
been  doubts  as  to  a  lack  of  other  Christian  and 
civic  virtues  which  other  peoples  had  still  pre- 
served though  they  had  lost  the  kernel  of  the 
faith,  but  at  least  there  were  no  misgivings  or 
doubts  as  to  the  real  devotion  of  the  intensely 


76 


THE      RAINBOW 


Catholic  Celtic  race  to  their  Eiicharistic  Lord 
and  Saviour. 

For  the  number  of  native  and  foreign  pil- 
grims from  every  country,  even  to  farthest 
India  —  Cardinals,  Archbishops,  Bishops, 
Heads  of  Religious  Orders,  Clergj^  and  Laity — 
for  its  long  preparation  in  Missions,  Retreats, 
and  other  religious  exercises  held  in  every  city 
and  hamlet  of  the  land;  for  its  actual  piety, 
its  grand  outbursts  of  loyalty  to  Peter's  See, 
its  deep  spiritual  feeling,  its  systematic  effici- 
ency and  organization,  the  Dublin  Congress  is 
unequalled.  Eleven  Cardinals,  four  hundred 
and  twenty-five  Archbishops,  Bishops  and 
Heads  of  Communities,  six  thousand  one  hun- 
dred Priests,  and  eight  hundred  and  tlftj'-eight 
thousand  people  assembled  at  the  closing  Mass 
in  Phoenix  Park  when  His  Eminence,  Cardinal 
Lauri,  the  Papal  Legate,  rose  to  address  that 
mightj^  throng.  The  voice  of  the  Holj'  Father, 
Pope  Pius  XI.,  speaking  from  Rome  "to  his 
dear  Irish  children  and  his  other  children 
assembled  there,"  the  sacred  memories  evoked 
hy  the  sound  of  St.  Patrick's  bell  at  the  solemn 
moment  of  the  consecration,  carrying  one's 
thoughts  back  through  the  tangled  forests  of 
history  to  the  year  432  A.D.,  the  beautiful  limp- 
id flow  of  the  Plain  Chant  Mass,  the  soft  intona- 
tion of  the  "Panis  Angelicus"  sung  by  Count 
John  McCormick;  the  sharp,  almost  rude  com- 
mand of  "Attention!  Present  Arms!"  that 
flashed  a  hundred  s.words  before  the  King's 
High  Throne;  th«  crooning  of  the  aeroplanes 
overhead  in  the  blue  sky ;  the  sea-gulls  whirling 
round  and  round  over  the  huge  white  altar, 
were  all  of  a  piece  —  all  parts  of  a  great 
Drama,  orchestral  arrangements  of  the  musical 
instruments  of  all  Nature  to  sing  the  praises 
of  the  Eucharistic  King. 

The  Director  of  Organization  was   a  lay- 
man, Mr.  F.  O'Reilly,  who  informed  me  that 


they  had  been  preparing  for  a  whole  year  and 
had  had  personal  reports  of  the  various  me- 
thods adopted  by  other  Congresses  in  Europe 
and  America.  Besides  the  general  organiza- 
tion of  thirteen  laymen  and  the  Secretary, 
Reverend  D.  T.  Malonej',  there  were  Literary 
and  Reception  Committees,  Music  and  Cere- 
monies, Camp,  Transport,  Traffic  and  Volun- 
teer Motor  Committees,  Stewarding,  Accom- 
modation and  Civic  Decoration  Commdttees. 

The  Catholic  laymen,  especially  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Catholic  Truth  Society,  the  St. 
Vincent  de  Paul  Society,  the  idle  rich  and  the 
hard-working  poor,  stood  shoulder  to  shoul- 
der in  the  work  of  organization  and  adminis- 
tration. It  was  predominantly  a  layman's  or- 
ganization. To  the  strangers  from  abroad  who 
regarded  efficiency  as  synonymous  with  Am- 
ericanism, it  came  as  a  surprise  that  the  Celt 
could  have  evolved  such  system,  order  and  cor- 
related harmony  in  such  vast  multitudes  of 
different  races.  There  was  no  hurry,  no  fusis, 
no  loud  display  of  authoritative  commands  to 
evoke  a  reasonable  and  congruous  religious 
demeanor.  Everything  was  thought  of  in  ad- 
vance. Every  preparation  was  made  for  exi- 
gencies that  might  arise  suddenly  or  impor- 
tunely.  Every  consideration  was  given  to  the 
needs  of  men,  women  and  children,  strangers 
or  citizens. 

The  Congress  was  divided  into  twenty  Na- 
tional Sections,  twenty-six  Irish  Sections,  and 
eighty-five  Parochial  Sections.  Each  section 
had  its  own  time  and  place  of  meeting  at  reli- 
gious functions  or  exercises  in  the  city  and  in 
the  Phoenix  Park  for  the  different  Masses  for 
men,  women,  and  children.  When  the  Pil- 
grims arrived  they  knew  at  once  where  they 
were  to  go,  what  churches  were  at  their  seir- 
vice,  what  hotels  or  halls  were  at  their  dis- 
position for  sectional  or  social  gatherings.    In- 


THE     RAINBOW 


77 


torpreters  were  provided  not  only  in  the  larger 
hotels,  but  also  in  the  principal  places  of  busi- 
ness and  at  convenient  corners  on  the  princi- 
pal streets. 

The  newspapers  carried  notices  of  all  the 
meetings,  general  and  sectional,  in  Gaelic, 
English,  French,  German,  Italian  and  Spanish, 
every  day  during  Congress  week.  Dublin  for 
one  week  at  leasit  rivalled  the  Pentecostal 
Jerusalem  of  the  Apostles.  One  felt  one's  self 
a  perfect  forestiere  when  the  dulcet  tones  of 
the  Bishop  of  Raphoe  and  our  own  dear  Bishop 
MacDonald  were  heard  chanting  the  old  hymns 
and  prayers  of  our  remote  forefathers  in  the 
Gaelic.  For  on-ce  we  felt  that  we  did  not  be- 
long. They  were  the  real  Scots  of  ancient 
Scotia.     We  were  mere  hybrids. 

The  entire  Church  of  Ireland,  the  National 
Government,  and  the  Municipality  of  Dublin, 
worked  in  entire  harmony  and  with  perfect 
cohesion  under  the  direction  of  the  (ieneral 
Committee.  The  military,  the  civic  guards, 
the  policemen,  the  members  of  religious  com- 
mtinities,  the  secular  or  patriotic  association  in 
Ireland  or  from  Europe  and  America,  Avere 
all  directed  from  that  centre,  and  gave  un- 
qualified obedience  to  the  stewards  who  re- 
l)resented  them  at  the  different  functions. 
Rest-houses,  tents  and  refreshment  booths 
were  provided  in  the  different  areas  of  the 
2,714  acres  of  the  Phoenix  Park.  Police  am- 
bulances, hospital  vans  with  their  medical  at- 
tendants and  nurses  were  stationed  at  regu- 
lar intervals  at  meetings  or  along  the  line  of 
march  of  the  processions.  Boy  Scouts  and 
Girl  Scouts  dressed  in  the  saffron  kilts  of  the 
Celts,  travelled  hither  and  thither  carrying 
pails  of  fresh  drinking-water  to  refresh  the 
thirsty.  Bread-and-butter,  cakes,  and  the  ubi- 
quitous Irish  tea  dominated  every  gathering, 
social  or  religious.     There  was  nothing    too 


minute  or  detailed  that  was  forgotten  in  the 
effort  to  minister  to  the  matei'ial  and  spiritual 
needs  of  such  a  vast  assemblage  of  human  be- 
ings— who  came  from  afar  to  do  honor  to 
Erin  and  to  the  thorn-crowned  King  to  whom 
Erin  was  faithful  in  weal  and  in  woe  down 
the  centuries. 

Canada  was  ably  represented  by  distin- 
guished members  of  the  Hierarchy :  Most 
Reverend  Dr.  Bunoz,  O.M.I.,  Bishop  of  Ten- 
byris;  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  Duke,  Van- 
couver; Most  Reveirend  Archbishop  Forbes, 
Ottawa;  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  McGuigan, 
Regina ;  Most  Reverend  Bishop  McNally, 
Hamilton;  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  Sinnott, 
Winnipeg;  Most  Reverend  Dr.  Morrison,  Anti- 
gonish;  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  O'Donnell, 
Halifax ;  Most  Reverend  Bishop  Deschamps, 
Montreal;  Most  Reverend  Alexander  McDon- 
ald, D.D. 

Over  forty  j)riests  and  eleven  hundred  pil- 
grim»s  swelled  the  Canadian  contingent.  The 
Reverend  Martin  Johnson  was  Director  of  Or- 
ganization. The  papers  read  by  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Cline,  P.P.,  Toronto,  and  Reverend  J.  E. 
Brown,  Vancouver,  were  much  appreciated  by 
large  audiences. 

Taking  it  all  in  all,  it  was  a  magnificent 
pageant  of  Catholic  scholarship.  Catholic  cul- 
ture, and  Catholic  spirituality.  The  environ- 
ment had  much  to  do  with  the  aroma  that 
pervaded  the  Eucharistie  Congress  of  1932. 
A  Celtic  and  an  agricultural  people  are  more 
impressionable  in  religious  and  spiritual  things 
than  others.  ''The  Celtic  blood  of  our  mo- 
thers," says  Ganpat  in  the  "Voice  of  Dashin," 
"often  brings  up  deep  feelings  that  ill  accord 
with  the  miatter-of-fact  materialistic  veneer 
that  the  Dutch  and  English  strain  imposes  on 
us." 

Spiritualism  and  sacerdotalism    were     the 
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dominant  features  of  Celtic  paganism  as  dis- 
tinct from  the  Classic  and  Teutonic  types. 
Unlike  the  latter,  they  contributed  but  little, 
iji  fact  they  were  adverse  elements  in  the 
growth  of  political  and  national  unity  Avliich 
were  part  and  parcel  of  the  religions  of 
Greece,  Home,  and  the  Teutonic  tribes,  as  they 
afterwards  became  the  inspiration  of  the  Re- 
naissance religions  in  the  16th  century.  Des- 
pite the  strictures  of  Rolleston,  those  very  fea- 
tures of  the  Celtic  autonomy  paved  the  way 
for  the  conversion  of  the  race  to  the  form  and 
spirit  of  Catholicism.  The  religion  became 
synonymous  with  the  race  and  the  country. 
Jt  has  been  so  for  fifteen  hundred  years.  It  is 
so  to-(My  in  every  sense.  Hence  the  frame 
work  of  setting  for  the  great  Eucharistic  page- 
ant in  Ireland  was  perfect.  Catholic  i)iety 
aiid  Catholic  devotion  was  everywhcic  dis- 
played, unabashed  and  unrestricted  by  oiilier 
social  or  psychological  conventions.  It  oo/ed 
out  from  the  hearts  of  the  people,  from  the 
depths  of  the  soil,  from  the  ruined  abbeys, 
the  raths  and  round  towers,  from  tangled 
copse  and  mountain  lake,  from  hillside  and 
ferndale — -all  were  permeated  with  sacrrd 
memories  of  the  altar  and  the  Mass  Priest. 

Like  the  Disciples  of  Emmaus,  one,  ex- 
perienced the  glow  of  some  indefinite  pres- 
ence connected  with  the  fondest  hoi)3.s,  the 
most  sacred  intimacies  of  the  past,  a  fleeting 
reality  which  Faith  had  captured  and  crys- 
tallized for  us  in  the  breaking  of  bread  on  the 


High.  Altar.  The  Master  Himself  was  there. 
Nothing  else  mattered.  One  recalled  the  tu- 
nniltuous  wave  of  religious  enthusiasm  that 
swept  over  the  multitudes  who  listened  to  St. 
Patrick's  preaching  on  the  Hill  of  Slane  1,500 
years  ago.  "He  who  made  you  was  crucified 
for  you.  He  is  your  abiding  comfort  here  and 
your  glory  hereafter." 
Christ  with  me,   Christ  before  me, 

Christ  behind  me; 
Christ  in  me,  Christ  beneath  me, 

Christ  above  me ; 
Clirisit  on  my  right,  Christ  on  my  left; 
Christ  in  breadth,  Christ  in  length, 

Christ  in  height; 
Ciirisf  in  the  heart  of  every  man  who  thinks 

of  me, 
Clii'ist  in  the  mouth  of  every  man  who  speaks 

1o  me, 
Christ    in   every   eye  that  sees  me, 
Christ   in  ever\-  ear  that  hears  me. 


TRIBUTE  TO  THE  MEMORY   OF 
MR.  T.  P.  PHELAN. 

The  Abbey  acknowledges  gratefully  the  gift 
of  $5,000  from  our  revered  friend,  the  late  Mr. 
T.  P.  Phelan.  Mr.  Phelan  and  his  family  renew 
the  ancient  Catholic  idea  which  included  among 
the  works  of  mercy  the  endowment  of  educa- 
tion. His  gift  is  typical  of  his  well-known 
high-minded  character,  and  speaks  more  elo- 
quently than  anything  we  could  say  in  his 
praise. 


CHRIST  THE  KING. 

"The  Lord  shall  sit  King  forever.  .  .  The  Lord 
will  bless  His  people  with  peace." — Ps.  xviii.). 

O  Christ!  Universal  King, 

Before  Thee  angel  choirs  sing: 

To  Thee  our  weakness  trusts  for  strength 

All  our  life  its  entire  length. 

Patricia  Bennett,  Form  II., 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 
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LORETTO  SHRINES  AND  OTHER  SHRINES 

15V  MOTHKK  M.  ST.  ROQUE,  I.B.V.M. 


V/  ES,  onr  Trip  (with  a  capital  T)  is  really 

*■       oxev  —  all  but   the   glorious   nieiiiories. 

We  had  looked  forward  to  it;  well,  the  looking 

back  is  just  as  sweet,  and  far  more  interesting. 

Our  thirteen-day  voyage  to  Naples,  and  the 
da}'  spent  at  Pompei  and  Amalfi  were  all  that 
could  be  desired ;  but  the  real  thrill  came  as 
our  train  neared  Rome.  First,  the  Dome  of 
St.  Peter's  appeared,  then  the  ancient  aqueduct 
and  walls  —  long  before  the  call  "Roma! 
Roma !"  sounded  on  our  ears. 

Rome  at  last!  A  short  drive  brought  us  to 
Via  Nazionale  234,  —  our  English  Day  School. 
How  cheerful  it  was  to  us  —  strangers  in  a 
strange  land  -  -  to  see,  beside  the  door:  "Eng- 
lish institute,  B.V.M."  !  After  we  had  been 
admitted  by  the  genial  portress,  we  heard  from 
an  adjoining  room:  "Why,  they  are  ours~o\iv 
own  Loretto  from  America ! "  And  Avhat  a  wel 
come  we  received!  Shortly  afterwards  a  tele- 
phone call  came  from  the  Mother  House,  Via 
Nomentana  250,  to  send  us  there  immediately. 
We  had  wired  Mother  General  from  Naples,  but 
had  the  wrong  number,  and  the  telegram  went 
to  the  Chinese  Embassy.  It  Avas  delivered 
while  we  were  at  dinner  that  evening.  When 
we  reached  "250"  and  our  taxi-man  rang  the 
bell,  the  huge  gates  were  opened;  and,  as  we 
drove  in,  it  seemed  that  the  entire  Community 
must  have  been  out  to  welcome  us.  Such  won- 
derful hospitality!  And  we  experienced  the 
same  at  each  and  every  House  of  our  loved 
Institute — London,  Ascot,  York,  Rathfarnham, 
Dalkey,  Bray,  Gorey,  Manchester  and  Llandud- 
no (which  is  the  order  in  which  we  visited 
them). 

Our  sixteen  days  in  Rome  were  well  planned 


by  our  Nuns,  so  that  we  saw  as  many  ais  pos- 
sible of  its  wonder-spots.  So  much  has  been 
written  of  St.  Peter's  (I  could  not  restrain  the 
tears  as  we  walked,  for  the  first  time,  up  that 
marvellous  Plaza),  St.  John  Lateran's  and  St. 
Paul's,  that  I  shall  not  repeat.  St.  Mary  Major's 
has  an  especial  interest  for  us,  which  brought 
us  back  for  a  second  visit.  It  was  there,  in 
the  Lady  Chapel,  that  our  beloved  Foun- 
dress, Mary  Ward,  and  her  first  companions 
made  their  vows.  There,  also,  we  saw  the  mira- 
culous Madonna,  attributed  to  St.  Luke,  and  a 
part  of  the  Crib  of  Bethlehem. 

AVe  had  Mass  and  Holy  Communion  in  the 
room  in  which  St.  Ignatius  died.  Then,  one 
morning,  leaving  the  Mother  House  at  six 
o'clock,  and  accompanied  by  the  dear,  kind 
Superior  of  Via  Nazionale  and  Reverend  Father 
IMurray,  O.C,  we  drove  out  the  Appian  Way 
to  the  Catacomb  of  St.  Callista.  There  we  had 
I\Iass  and  Holy  Communion  at  the  tomb  of  St. 
Cecilia,  where  her  body,  after  more  than  thir- 
teen hundred  years,  was  found  intact  —  even 
her  silken  robes  being  as  fresh  a«  when,  after 
death,  she  was  carried,  by  loving  hands,  from 
the  Bath  of  her  home  to  the  Catacombs.  Later, 
we  visited  her  Church  in  Trastevere,  where  the 
sweet  saint  and  her  husband.  Valerian,  are  en- 
tombed in  golden  caskets,  in  what  is  probably 
the  most  beautiful  crypt  in  Rome.  It  was  re- 
modelled in  1900  by  Cardinal  Rampolla,  whose 
Titular  Church  it  was\  The  Cardinal's  body 
lies  in  a  magnificent  tomb  in  the  upper  church. 
In  excavating  for  the  Crpyt,  many  rooms  of 
St.  Cecilia's  home  were  unearthed.  The  Bath, 
in  which  she  was  condemned  to  be  suffocated, 
is  now  a  beautiful  chapel,  the  altar  of  Avhich 
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Foundress  of  the  institute  of  the  B.v.m. 
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lias  for  its  table  the  marble  slab  on  which  the 
much-loved  saint  of  Rome  breathed  her  last. 
It  is  marvellous  to  note  the  affectionate  devo- 
tion of  the  Romans  to  their  two  <>'irl-saints — 
Cecilia  and  Ao:nes.  The  home  of  the  latter 
(and  her  burial  place)  is  on  the  Via  Nomen- 
tana,  about  five  minutes'  walk  from  the  Mother 
House,  I.B.V.M.  It,  also,  is  built  over  cata- 
combs. So  wherever  one  treads  in  Rome,  it 
is  on  holy  ground. 

As,  with  deep  regret,  we  left  Rome  and  our 
dear  Sijsters  there,  and  journeyed  up  the  hill- 
country  to  Assisi,  every  spot  seemed  permeated 
with  the  spirit  of  St.  Francis  and  St.  Clare. 
We  climbed  the  narrow,  rocky,  hilly  streets 
of  Assisi  to  St.  Clare's  Basilica,  where  rests  her 
body  on  a  golden  bier;  and  where  we  saw^  the 
Crucifix  which  spoke  to  St.  Francis,  bidding 
him  repair  St.  Damien's  Church.  After  j\Iass 
and  ilol}'  Communion  in  the  Chapel  where  the 
body  of  St.  Francis  was  brought  after  his  death, 
Ave  walked  to  St.  Damien's,  where  a  kind  Fran- 
ciscan Father  placed  himself  at  our  disposal. 
He  showed  us  the  w*alls  that  St.  Francis  had 
built  with  his  own  hands;  the  window  through 
which  he  had  thrown  the  money  into  the 
Church;  the  groove  where  he  had  hidden  to 
escape  the  wrath  of  his  irate  father.  Then  the 
Father  led  us  to  the  refectory  formerly  used 
by  St.  Clare  and  her  Nuns  —  now  occupied 
by  twenty-nine  Franciscan  Fathers.  On  the 
table,  at  the  Saint's  place,  is  kei)t,  constantly, 
a  boucpiet  of  fresh  flowers  —  another  on  the 
floor  of  the  dormitory  in  which  St.  Clare  died. 
AVe  stood  at  the  door  where  that  heroic  woman 
had  stood,  centuries  before,  holding  aloft  the 
Pyx  containing  the  Blessed  Sacrament  7—  at 
Avhich  sight  tJie  Saracens  turned  and  fled. 

Nor  must  I  omit  that  I  had  the  honor  at 
Assisi  of  taking  part  in  the  Corpus  Christi 
procession.    Assisi  is  supposed  to  have  a  i)opu- 


lation  of  4,000;  but  I  think  that  there  must 
have  been  nearly  10,000  in  that  long  line  reach- 
ing through  the  entire  village,  from  the  Semin- 
ary of  St.  Clare's  Basilica,  thence  on  to  the 
village  Plaza  to  an  altar  erected  on  a  peruuin- 
ent  platform,  where  St.  Francis  used  to  preach 
to  the  peoi)le.  The  procession  was  headed  by 
several  hundred  or])hans  from  a  near-by  con- 
vent. These  wei'c  followed  l)y  seniiiiarians, 
])riests,  bisho])s.  nuns  of  many  different  orders, 
pupils  from  boarding-scho'ols  wcjii-ing  their 
school  uniforms,  pages,  altar-boys,  aiul  many 
ethers.    It  was  wonderful! 

Our  next  Shrine  was  Lourdes.  We  had  de- 
cided there  would  be  no  night  travelling  for 
us,  so  we  spent  three  days  going  from  F'lorence. 
However,  we  were  well  repaid,  for  during  t\\'o 
of  those  days  we  passed  the  beautiful  Italian 
and  French  Rivieras  —  with  the  gloi'ious 
Mediterranean  on  our  left.  Then,  on  the  third 
day,  after  several  hours,  with  two  engine.'- 
drawing  our  train  u})  the  Pyrenees  (I  had 
read,  fre(]uently.  that  Lourdeis  lies  "nestled  at 
the  foot  of  the  Pyrenees)  —we  reached  Our 
l^lessed  Mother's  favored  spot.  O,  it  in  a  favor- 
ed spot !  But  it  also  is  known  so  well  that  I 
shall  tell  only  of  one  pilgrimage  which  came 
during  our  five  days'  stay.  It  was  a  National 
Pilgrimage  —  an  annual  affair  —  from  Bel- 
gium. Nine  trains  were  rec^uired  to  bring  the 
many  thousands;  and  they  had  eight  hundred 
sick.  Each  invalid,  attended  by  a  nurse,  was 
placed  in  a  sort  of  covered  carriage,  drawn  by 
a  bi-ancardier,  who,  like  the  nurse,  is  a  volun- 
teer, and  deems  it  high  honor  to  be  allowed 
to  serve.  The  carriages  are  drawn  up  in  lines, 
in  front  of  the  Grotto.  And,  0  the  prayers 
that  ascended  from  that  sacred  spot!  How 
they  must  have  touched  the  heart  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother!  Then,  later,  all  were  brought 
to  the  square  in  front  of  the  Basilica,  and  the 
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Blessed  Sacrament  was  carried  to  each  sick 
one,  in  turn,  and  a  special  Bienediction  given. 
It  was  hard  to  leave  Our  Lady's  Own  Shrine ! 
Next,  after  some  days  in  Paris,  came  Lisieux, 
the  home  of  our  present-day  canonized  saint. 
I  wish  it  were  posisible  for  me  to  describe, 
adequately,  the  beauties  of  the  Little  Flower's 
Shrine !  She  is  so  lovely,  lying  on  a  gold  couch, 
like  a  beautiful  young  queen,  asleep!  At  As- 
sisi,  St.  Clare  is  clothed  in  the  coarse  habit 
of  her  Poor  Order,  but  the  Little  Flower  is 
robed,  as  it  were,  for  her  heavenly  home.  Her 
habit  is  of  golden-brown  velvet,  the  Scapular 
richly  embroidered  in  gold  thread.  Her  feet 
are  bare ;  her  veil  is  of  black  silk,  and  her  cloak 
of  the  same  texture  —  white.    It  is  fastened  at 


the  throat  with  an  elegant,  richly-set  clasp  of 
gold.  On  her  head  is  a  wreath  of  Avhite  roses; 
fresh  roses  and  rose-leaves  are  scattered  daily 
over  the  tesselated  floor;  and  hundreds  of  pil- 
grims throw  bouquets  of  roses  and  lilies 
tlirough  the  grating  at  our  dear's  Saint's  feet, 

London  next.  Even  the  English  Cliannel 
was  kiiid  to  us;  no  sign  of  being  "chopj)y"  on 
that  day.  On  reaching  London  we  drove  direct 
to  47  Fitzjohn's  Avenue,  the  beautiful  Convent 
of  our  Institute,  receiving  there  the  same  sis- 
terly welcome  as  had  been  accorded  us  in  Rome. 
There,  as  in  Rome,  our  Nuns  were  our  "guicl- 
iiig-stars,"  and  directed  our  steps,  so  that  we 
haw  what  we  most  desired,  and  got  lost— only 
once. 

At  Hampstead,  at  Ascot,  where  we  spent  a 
delightful  week-end,  and  at  York,  the  Schools, 
both  boarding  and  day,  are  filjed  to  capacity'. 
But  think  of  closing  school  on  July  21st !  Yes, 
they  matriculate  for  Oxford,  and  that  is  the 
date  of  the  last  examination.  "When  do  they 
o])en.^"  The  third  week  of  September,  I  be 
lieve.  But,  wait,  girlies!  They  have  a  month's 
holidays  at  Christmas  and  the  same  at  P]aster ! ! 

I  have  simply  mentioned  Ascot.  Would 
that  I  had  space  to  describe  its  beauties!  The 
Chapel  is  magnificent,  beyond  words,  and  the 
forty-eight  acres  of  wooded  campus  are  laid 
out  in  flower-bordered,  serpentine  walks,  where 
one  comes,  most  unexpectedly,  upon  a  grotto, 
a  dear  little  cozy  arbor,  a  beautiful  statue, 
comfortable  seats,  and  so  on.  We  drove  from 
the  Convent,  past  the  Royal  race  course,  to 
AVindsor  Castle,  and  then,  returning  by  way  of 
Runnymede,  saw  the  house  where  the  Magna 
Charta  was  signed.  A  short  distance  away  is 
Port  Belvidere  House,  the  home  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales.  Yes,  he  was  at  home  that  day  — 
the  flag  was  flying! 

York,  of  course,  is  the  historic  centre  of  our 
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Institute.  When  we  reached  the  Convent  and 
saw  the  brass  plate  —  Bar  Convent,  1686,  In- 
stitute B.V.M.— we  felt  a  second  thrill!  We 
entered  through  the  little  passage  where,  in 
1696,  witli  the  pursuivants  almost  at  the  door, 
Mother  Bedingfield  and  her  little  Community 
had  knelt  and  implored  St.  Michael  to  come 
to  their  aid.  The  same  old  picture  hangs  in  the 
same  old  spot !  Reverend  Mother  had  it  taken 
down  and  placed  on  an  easel  that  we  might 
have  a  snapshot.  O  our  memories  of  York 
are  precious!  It  was  in  the  beautiful  chapel 
that  Father  Thwyng,  )S.J.,  "the  last  of  the 
English  Martyrs,"  was  taken  prisoner,  lie  had 
not  time  to  reach  the  secret  hiding-place  under 
the  chapel  floor.  Here,  too,  are  wondrous  treas- 
ures of  the  martyrs  —  chief  among  them  being 
the  hand  of  Margaret  Clitlierow,  Avhich  we  wei'e 
pi-ivileged  to  take  in  our  hands. 

After  York  came  a  delightful  two  days  i]i 
Scotland,  guests  of  our  Mother  Bonaventure's 
cousins,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McLaughlin.  The  first 
day  we  spent  in  Edinburgh,  visiting,  en  route, 
the  beautiful  Shrine  of  Carfin  —  all  the  work 
of  which  was  done  by  the  poor  miners  while 
they  were  on  strike.  We  fully  agreed  with  oiu' 
host,  that  Prince's  Street  is  the  most  beautiful 
street  in  the  world.  It  is  Edinburgh's  principal 
business  thoroughfare;  and  the  stores,  on  oiu; 
.side  only,  are  splendid  edifices.  Opposite  is  a 
magnificent  park  with  winding  drives  leading 
up  to  Edinburgh  Castle.  We  spent  hours  going 
through  its  historic  rooms.  Then,  returning 
to  Hamilton  by  way  of  Melrose  Abbey,  we  had 
a  .stop  also  at  Sir  Walter  Scott's  favorite 
"view"  of  Abbotsford.  We  were  very  happy 
to  have  had  even  so  short  a  visit  to  beautiful 
Scotland  before  crossing  to  Ireland. 

Dear  Ireland!  How  I  strained  my  eyes  in 
the  early  morning  to  get  a  first  view  of  its 
shores  —  home  of  my  ancestors  and  cradle  of 


Above:      The   fainou.s   l$ar   Convent,    York;    eentre, 
the  Hi|>h  Altar,  lioretto  Abbey,  Rathfarnhani,  Ire- 
land;   below,    the    l*on(l    at    Ijoretto    Abbey, 
Rathfariihain. 


our  Institute  in  Ann^rica !  We  landed  at  North 
Wall,  Dublin,  and  drove  out  to  Rathfarnham, 
where,  at  the  open  door  of  loved  Loretto  Abbey, 
stood  a  group  of  nuns,  headed  by  Mother  Cene- 
ral  Raphael,  whom  we  had  had  the  pleasure  of 
welcoming  to  our  own  Canadian  and  American 
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Some  Irish  Houses  of  the  Institute:     Above,  Loretto 

Convent,  Bray;  below,  I^oietto  Al>be5%  Dalkey, 

Dublin. 


Convents.  As  elsewhere  in  the  varions  houses 
of  our  Institute,  we  were  made  feel  at  home 
at  once.  1  think  what  pleased  us  most  was 
being-  given  sleeping-rooms  on  the  "Nun's 
(,'orridor."  I  could  not  begin  to  describe  tlie 
vastness  and  the  beauty  of  the  Abbey  —  and 
no  picture  which  I  have  seen  does  justice  to  it ! 
We  spent  the  greater  part  of  two  days  going 
through  the  different  buildings.  Then,  every- 
tlving  was  such  a  maze  in  my  poor  brain,  that  I 
wanted  to  begin  all  over  again.  The  campus 
covers  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  acres  — 
including" Beauport,"  a  splendid  estate  directlt 
opposite  the  entrance,  recently  purchased.  Tiie 
residence  has  been  converted  into  a  "finishing'' 
school.  A  day-school  and  kindergarten,  with 
cafeteria,    have   been    added,    built    around    a 


Spanish  Patio,  with  a  delightful  fountain  in  the 
centre. 

Mother  General  personally  jilanned  each  of 
our  ten  days  in  Ireland,  and  we  enjoyed  every 
moment.  One  day  was  spent  visiting  Dalkey 
and  Bray.  I  shall  never  forget  our  first  view 
of  Dalkey.  As  we  drove  into  the  gTounds, 
there  was  the  green  lawn,  the  massive  gray- 
st:one  Convent,  and,  at  our  feet  almost,  Dub- 
lin Bay  ! — and  the  nuns  on  the  ground  to  wel- 
come us.  We  drove  home  over  the  Dublin 
Hills  at  twilight  —  superb!  Another  day  was 
spent  in  making  short  visits  to  our  ditt'erent 
Dublin  Houses  —  Stephen's  Green,  Loretto 
Hall,  George's  Street ;  Crumlin.  With  their 
hundreds  of  boarders  and  their  thousands  of 
day  pupils  I  could  not  begin  to  describe  any 
one  of  them.  But,  to  me,  best  of  all,  Avere  our 
two  days  at  Loretto,  Gorey  —  home  and  school 
of  my  loved  mother!  Although  it  literally 
l)oured  as  we  reached  the  Convent,  there  stood 
the  nuns  —  some  with  and  others  without  um- 
brellas. It  was  really  a  home-coming,  for  I 
had  been  brought  up  on  stories  of  Gorey  and 
our  nuns  there.  We  were  taken  through  the 
Convent  and  the  Church,  both  of  which  had 
been  built  by  my  grandfather  and  great-grand- 
father. I  found  graves  of  nuns  who  Avere 
cousins  of  my  mother,  and  others  of  her  dear 
teachers,  of  whom  she  had  spoken.  Those  were 
precious  days  to  me  ! 

When  we  returned  to  Dublin,  and  the  time 
of  parting  had  come,  Ave  paid  a  last  visit  to 
the  grave  of  our  OAvn  dear  Reverend  Mother 
Stanislaus.  It  was  hard !  We  left  Rathfarn- 
ham  in  the  early  morning  —  and  the  last  dear 
faces  Ave  saAV  were  the  ones  that  had  greeted 
\xa  on  our  arrival.  Once  more  Ave  crossed  the 
Irish  Sea,  to  be  welcomed  again  by  Irish  Lor- 
etto Nuns  in  Manchester.  As  at  Rathfarnham, 
every  day  Avas  mapped   out   for  us   by   dear 
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Mother  Provincial.  One  day  we  drove  to  Bow- 
den,  where  there  is  a  beautiful  Loretto  Con- 
vent. A  day  of  days  was  that  spent  at  Llan- 
dudno, Wales  —  the  "Riviera  of  the  British 
Isles."  It  is  superb  —  I  mean  our  Convent  as 
well  as  the  city.  The  Convent  is  close  by  the 
Sea.  The  boarders  go  for  a  walk  along  the 
sea-shore  every  morning.  In  the  afternoon, 
from  one  to  two.  sea-bathing;  then  afternoon 
classes;  lunch  at  twelve;  dinner  at  four.  It 
was  wonderfully  interesting  to  learn  the  differ- 
ent custonLs  in  our  schools  in  the  various  coun- 
tries. But  especially  so  was  it  to  find,  in  our 
Institute,  so  many  customs  handed  down  and 
continued  through  three  centuries — customs 
introduced  first,  probably,  by  our  beloved  ^lary 
Ward,  then  by  her  successors,  transmitted  to 
^Mother  Ball,  who  spent  seven  years  at  the  Bar 
Convent,  York,  for  the  i)urpose  of  preparing  to 
found  the  Institute  in  Ireland  —  and  from  Ire- 
land to  the  Loretto  Schools  of  Canada  and  of 
the  U.S.A. 


Houae  In  Hewarth.  where  the  Foundresa  r.ary  ICard  died. 
assa  a  Hewairth  dove  acrl  la  fondatrlce  t;aria  'Jard. 

Das  Starbefaaus  der  r.tittertit  J.tarla   ^ard  zu  Hewartb. 
30. January  lS-15. 


Above,  house  in  Hewarth,  ^'ork,  where  our  Foun- 
dress, Mother  Mary  AVard,  died;   beh)w,  the  corner 
of  the  churciiyard  at  Osbahlwick,  York,  where  she 
was  buried. 


Loretto  Abl)ey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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IRELAND  OF  GLORIOUS  MEMORIES 

IJy   MOTHER    M.    (  OXSILIO,    I.B.V.M. 


"TNUBTjIN'S  mag'iiifieent  Eueliaristie  (/oiigress 
*-^  of  June,  1932,  is  liistury  now,  history  that 
('atliolics  everywhere  may  read  with  ii])lifted 
heads  and  glad  hearts. 

The  Emerald  Isle  was  all  aglow,  her  preen 
valleys,  her  gorgeous  mountains,  her  white- 
thorn hedges  blossomed  and  fragrant, — all 
ready  and  radiant  to  honor  her  Lord  and  King. 
Every  station,  every  mined  abbey,  round- 
tower,  village,  town,  and  city,  and  even  every 
most  remote  part  of  the  country,  was  a-fiutter, 
with  decorations  of  Papal  colours,  Free  State 
flags,  Eucharistic  Congress  l)a-iiiers,  gi'OAviiig 
plants  and  beautiful  flowers,  with  streamers 
and  with  bunting,  and  with  candles  in  the 
windows,  for  this  great  week  of  prayer  and 
sacrifice,  and  religious  pageantry.  Ireland, 
and  Dublin  in  j^articular,  were  joyous,  lovely 
in  courtesy,  and  exultantly  proud  in  the  com- 
fort of  religious  self-expression.  Altars  had 
been  erected  in  front  of  haj)py  homes,  great 
and  small,  by  the  loving  hands  of  fathers  and 
mothers  and  little  children;  and  for  weeks 
priests  had  been  busy  blessing  these  shrines, 
symbolic  of  the  ta.bles  of  our  Eucharistic  King 
and  Lord.  And  now  all  is  ready  to  receive 
Him. 

Let  us  turn  to  Phoenix  Park  on  that  mem- 
orable morning  of  June  26th — a  va.st  acreage  of 
soft,  rich  emerald  carpet,  wit'i  stately  trees, 
like  sentinels  on  guard,  stationed  around  it. 
The  park  contains  in  all  some  eighteen-hun- 
dred  acres,  including  Botanical  and  Zoological 
Garden.s.  See  the  white-and-gold  altar,  crown- 
ed by  a  marvellous  dome,  standing  majestical- 
ly under  the  steej^nesis  of  the  blue  sk.y.  That 
royal  blue  above  the  trees  against  which  the 
altar  seems  to  rest,  is  taken  up  by  the  moun- 


tains and  held  aloft  to  the  heavens  like  a 
banner  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  against  the  grey 
horizon.  Those  Dublin  mountains — how  they 
reach  out  in  their  kindness  and  their  beauty, 
and  their  pride  in  the  greatness  they  embrace ! 

Within  the  enclosure  on  that  morning  the 
l)riests,  in  clerical  and  in  civic  garb,  were 
gathered,  four  thousand  in  number.  There 
were  numerous  foreign  ambassadors,  Irish 
Free  State  officials,  Papal  co<ints,  Chancellors 
of  Universities,  Mayors,  Aldermen,  and  other 
notables  too  numerous  to  mention.  Beside  the 
liord  Mayor  of  Cork  walked  his  Capuchin 
chaplain,  and  in  front  of  the  Lord  .Mayor  of 
Dublin,  the  Avhite-laced  sword-bearer.  The 
bishops  marched  in  hundreds,  slowly,  pensive- 
ly, reverently,  their  purple  shining  again.st  the 
green  of  the  trees.  And  not  in  purple  alone 
they  walked,  the  bishops  of  the  world,  but  in 
white  and  black  and  red  and  cream,  and  gold 
and  brown,  filing  through  the  assembled  four- 
thousand  priests,  like  a  coloured  thread  being 
drawn  through  white  silk.  Up  the  crimson 
carj)et  of  the  sanctuary  they  walked,  turning 
left  and  right  to  their  places  beyond  the  white 
pillars  of  the  colonnades  of  the  altar. 

Then  through  the  trees  the  red-robed  Car- 
dinals came.  Ten,  they  walked,  princes  of  the 
Church,  each  with  his  silken  train,  and  last, 
the  Pope's  Legate,  his  tireless  hand  blessing 
as  he  passed.  The  brightness  of  his  robes  was 
enhanced  by  the  contrast  of  the  white  cloaks 
of  the  Knights  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  who 
walked  beside  him.  Before  him  and  behind, 
were  the  members  of  his  suite,  in  black.  He 
goes  up  to  the  altar,  to  the  great  white  Throne 
around  which  the  cardinals  are  already  seated, 
and   officers  with  flashing  blades   salute   him. 
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Those  near  the  altar  group  themselves  rever- 
ently, affectionately,  around  him,  and  a  circle 
of  white-surpliced  boys  kneels,  at  his  feet. 
The  great  choir  sings.     Mass  has  begun. 

Look  at  that  vast  congregation,  for  you 
have  never  seen  its  like  before.  As  it  kneels 
it  is  like  a  visiion  of  that  multitude  that  no  man 
can  number — the  hosts  of  the  earth  assembled 
to  praise  their  Lord. 

The  boys'*  voices  ring  out  like  the  song  of 
birds;  then  the  full,  deep  "Kyrie  Eleison," 
sung  by  the  Men's  Choir  under  the  skilful  lea- 
dership of  Mr.  Vincent  O'Brien.  Then  tbe 
voice  of  the  celebrant,  strong  and  clear,  breaks 
the  sudden  silence.  And  now  the  Legate  rises 
from  his  throne  ,and  speaks,  full  of  emotion, 
to  the  almost  a  million  worsihippers.  He  tells 
them  that  this  triumphant  Congress  is  the  vv-ay 
to  save  the  world  from  the  ills  that  to-iiaj' 
afflict  humanity.  The  "Credo"  is  a  ripple  of 
boyish  voices,  answered  by  the  great  surge  of 
the  responses  of  four  thousand  priests. 

Count  McCormick  is  beside  the  organ,  and 
over  the  million  heads  the  sweet,  well-known 
voice  is  heard.  "Panis  Angelicus — Bread  of 
Angels."  Only  he  could  so  sing  those  words 
to-day,  he  who  is  of  our  own  nation,  and 
of  the  world.  One  could  almost  think  it  an 
angel  that  sings  —  a  guardian-angel  of  the 
land.  The  boys'  voices  are  lifted  once  more 
in  the  "Sanctus,"  and  then  foUowsi,  on  the 
altar,  the  Event  in  which  the  whole  meaning 
of  the  Congress  is  contained.  The  Cardinal  Le- 
gate has  fallen  upon  his  knees  before  the  Holy 
Table  on  which  the  Consecration  is  about  to 
take  place. 

Now  it  is  the  Elevation,  and  through  the 
awed  silence  so  deep  and  perfect  that  if  you 
close  your  eyes  you  are  alone  —  through 
that  awed  silence  rings  St.  Patrick's  bell,  the 
magic-voiced  bell  that  he  carried  over  the  five 


royal  roads  of  Ireland  fifteen  hundred  years 
ago!  What  mu.sic !  What  beauty!  Deep  is 
the  voice  of  the  bell,  deep  and  grave,  as  if 
within  it  remained  the  voice  of  the  Apostle 
himself  —  the  voice  of  serious  love  for  his 
chosen  Erin,  and  his  faithful  children  who  have 
suffered  so  much  for  the  faith,  and  now  he 
bids  them  rejoice. 

The  celebrant  sings  triumphantly:  "Ite 
Missa  est!"  The  assembled  priests  answer  in  a 
great  swell  of  gratitude. 

•  The  Legate  comes  to  the  front  of  the  altar 
steps,  stands  waiting  for  a  moment  of  unpar- 
alelled  tension,  and  then  the  multitudes  hear 
the  very  voice  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ  on  Earth. 
At  the  sound  of  his  Avords  the  Cardinals,  ac- 
customed to  that  voice,  turn  swiftly  and  eager- 
ly, and  the  people  bow  their  heads  as  if  the 
Papal  hand  were  raised  above  them  —  as  in- 
deed it  is  at  that  moment  raised  to  bless  them, 
in  far-away  Rome. 

The  marvellous  Congress  draws  to  its  close 
with  the  moving  of  the  throng  from  the  Phoe- 
nix Park  to  O'Connell  Bridge.  Observe  the 
vast  field  of  humanity  resolving  itself  into 
moving  columns  along  four  different  routes. 
Singing  as  they  march  these  orderly  lines  fill 
the  park;  and  after  them  follows  the  whole 
city,  with  hymns  of  praise  to  Almighty  Cod 
and  His  Blessed  Mother. 

The  air  is  now  filled  by  a  strong  voice  lead- 
ing the  Rosary  from  before  the  altar  in  the 
park.  Every  few  score  feet  an  amplifier  throws 
forth  the  words,  and  the  sound  of  prayer  rises 
along  the  several  roads  by  which  the  ])roces- 
sions  are  advancing.  Men  and  women  add 
their  voices  to  the  chorus  of  supplication  and 
l)raise. 

The  glories  of  the  Rosary  are  marching  into 
Dublin.    The  city  is  melodiously  loud  with  the 


S8 


THE      RAINBOW 


Christian  answer  to  the  materialism  of  the  age. 

At  last  the  stately  rolling  canopy  has 
reached  O'Connell  Bridge.  The  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment is  enthroned  on  the  altar  there,  and  Bene- 
diction is  given. 

The  Cardinal  Legate's  voice  is  heard  again, 
that  rich  clear  voice  so  full  of  conviction.  A 
last  exiiortation,  a  last  word  of  congratulation, 
and  the  blessing  is  spoken  to  the  faithful  of 
Holy  Ireland  and  to  the  assembled  nations  of 
the  world.  A  nation  bows  in  adoration  as  the 
Blessing  of  the  Eucharist  is  imparted  at  this 
last,  solemn  moment  of  the  Thirty-first  Inter- 


national Eucharistic  Congress.  And  upon  the 
ears  of  the  intensely  silent  adoring  multitude 
rings  for  the  second  time  this  day  the  sound 
of  the  magic  tones  of  St.  Patrick's  bell.  The 
Blessing  of  God  falls  upon  the  people  of  all 
nations  assembled  here,  and  upon  the  City  of 
Dubliji  in  particular.  Then  the  "Adoremus," 
surging  from  thousiands  of  melodious  voices, 
rends  the  air. 

On  this  memorable  day  a  million  souls  have 
])assed  through  the  greatest  and  grandest  and 
holiest  experience  that  our  race  has  ever 
known. 


"*5^';v'-i 


i     ^m 


Some  of  the  Novices  of  the  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto,  at  their  summer  home  at  Loretto  Academy, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 
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BEFORE  GARNERING  TIME 


BV   MOTHER   M.   DOROTHEA,    I.U.V.M. 


A  WELL  rounded-ont  life  which  ended  be- 
fore garnerin":  time  seems  an  anomaly; 
yet  the  earthly  career  of  Mrs.  Stanley  Farrell 
proves  such  a  life  to  be  a  glorious  reality. 

After  the  years  of  happy  childhood  spent  in 
cultural  and  sympathetic  surroundings,  Kath- 
leen Lunney  entered  high  school  at  Loretto 
Academy,  Chicago.  But  high'scho^ol  meant 
more  to  the  keenly  alert  student  than  merely 
following  a  calendar  and  keeping  within  the 
prescribed  limits  for  annual  examinations. 
Kathleen  Avas  yearning  for  further  mental  de- 
velopment and  came  to  her  literary  class,  espe- 
cially, with  a  thrill  of  expectancy  that  would 
evolve  some  day  into  an  "open  sesame"  to  the 
land  of  Ideals!  She  would  sit  spell-bound, 
drinking  in  the  Avords  of  the  teacher  (as  she 
acknowledged  years  after),  interweaving 
dreams  and  realitj',  until  she  hardly  knew 
which  predominated. 

Her  attention  had  been  frequently  called  to 
the  picture,  "The  Soul's  Awakening,"  not  for 
its  artistic  merit,  but  for  its  suggestiveness. 
In  the  study  of  "Hamlet"  the  discussion  on 
the  psychological  climax  was  a  revelation  to 
her,  and  naturally  the  ideas  of  artist  and  poet 
were  co-ordinated  in  her  responsive  mind,  and 
the  possibility  of  such  a  psychical  experience 
coming  to  even  her  tilled  her  with  wonder! 

Teacher  and  pupil  parted :  the  former  left 
Chicago,  and  heard  little  of  Kathleen  for  years. 
One  day  she  received  a  letter :  the  communica- 
tion Avas  no  longer  betAveen  pupil  and  teacher, 
but  from  one  woman  to  another.  Kathleen  stood 
at  the  cros.s-roads  of  life  and  faced,  indeed,  the 
parting  of  the  Avaj's  —  and  such  divergent 
Avays !       She  Avas  still  the  idealist,     still  the 


dreamer,  yet  practical  withal.  She  had  be- 
come a  successful  teacher,  and  had  cultivated 
betimes  her  talents  for  art  and  literature.  Then 
came  the  necessary  parting  of  the  Avays:  the 
teacher's  path  stretched  out  indefinitely  (Avith 
no  hint  of  the  effects  of  to-day's  depression)  ; 
the  artist's  path  Avas  likcAAnse  promising  and 
the  literary  equally  alluring,  since  her  child- 
ren's stories  Avere  being  broadcast  and  her 
poems  gaining  recognition.  Then,  aAvakening 
her  deeper  aspirations  was  the  light  of  another 
]>ath  in  life — a  Avoman's  Avork  in  the  home,  be- 
yond and  above  the  possibilities  of  any  career. 
No  Avonder  the  ambitious,  emotional,  talent- 
ed, thoughtful  young  Avoman  stood  at  these 
cross-roads  and  pondered  on  the  outstretching 
vistas.  All  these  years,  ever  a  devoted  child 
of  Loretto,  she  had  cherished  the  ideals  placed 
before  her  at  the  convent,  and  noAV  resolved 
to  Avrite  for  guidance  to  the  literature  teacher 
of  her  high  school  days.  Another  influence  Avas 
very  poAverful  over  Kathleen  in  these  days  of 

"Standing  Avith  reluctant  feet 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet," 

and  that  Avas  her  devotion  to  the  Little  PloAver. 
This  was  evident  in  the  letter  she  wrote,  and 
it  rejoiced  the  recipient. 

The  religious  teacher  could  not  assume  the 
responsibility  of  giving  definite  guidance  in  so 
momentous  a  choice,  but  Avho  \vould  blame  her 
if,  looking  to  the  Avell  rounded-out  life  of  her 
promising  pupil,  she  naturally  inclined  towards 
the  new  path?  She  advised  prayer,  and  en- 
couraged Kathleen's  devotion  to  the  Little 
Flower  and  the  seeking  her  guidance  tOAvards 
a  happy  decision. 
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The  next  outstanding'  letter  Avhich  reached 
the  teacher  was  from  Mrs.  Stanley  Farrell, 
Shady  Bend  Farm.  The  path  had  been  chosen, 
and  Kathleen  was  a  happy  wife.  She  felt  that 
the  Soul's  Awakening  had  been  reached,  not 
through  pure  joy — for  that  is  not  of  this  life 
— but  through  her  right  understanding  of  joy, 
her  response  to  the  developing  power  of  deep 
happiness,  and  her  ever-growing  capacity  for 
the  fulness  of  life.  She  so  filled  her  mind  and 
heart  with  beautiful  thoughts  and  aspirationwS 
and  anticipations,  crowned  with  a  good  man's 
love,  Avhich  she  returned  in  all  her  impulsive- 
ness, that  her  life  was  rapidly  rounding-out  in 
a  succession  of  ideal  experiences. 

The  mother's  first  letter  was  beautiful.  The 
flickering  new  life  was  in  peril,  and  its  pre- 
servation was  attributed  to  the  Little  Flower. 
Her  daughter  was  called  Therese,  and  three 
successive  girls  were  given  the  names  of  the 
Little  Flower's  sisters.  Then  the  end  came. 
Long  before  garnering  time  she  had  rounded 


out  her  life  of  valiant  womanhood.  The  grim 
Reaper  was  sent  on  his  inevitable  errand,  be- 
cause Grod  knew  that  the  moment  had  come 
for  the  true  awakening  of  a  beautiful  soul ! 

From  a  Avide  choice  of  exquisite  poems,  the 
following  seems  most  typical  of  Mrs.  Farrell's 
ideal  of  motherhood : 

MY  REAL  VALENTINE* 

]\Iy  window  is  a  valentine 
All  trimmed  with  frosty  lace, 

But  Jack  Frost  has  forgotten 
To  paint  my  sweetheart's  face. 

A  tap  tap  at  the  window, 

And  I  look  up  to  see 
My  babies  have  completed 

M.y  valentine  for  me. 


♦Used  by  permission  of  Junior  Home  Magazine. 
Inc.,  Publishers  of  Junior  Home  Magazine,  Chi- 
cago,  Illinois. 
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Wimt'i  Ceagelegg  Course 

READ    AT    THE    CLOSING    EXERCISES    AT   LORETTO   ACADEMY,   GUEIiPII, 
JUNE  lOTH,    1»»2,   IN  TRIBUTE  TO  THE  NEW    RECTOR, 

REVEREND  JOHN  O'REILLY,  D.D., 

AND  HIS  PREDECESSORS,   THE 

FATHERS  OF  THE  SOCIETY  OF  JESUS. 


TIME  rolls  itvs  ceaseless  course  and  every 
slow 
Or  speedy  revolution  tells  its  tale : 
A  story  of  inevitable  change 
Which  varies  not,  for  history  cannot  fail 
In  repetition  of  itself,  and  change 
Is  everywhere  around  us.     Springtime  glides 
Into  the  glorious  summer:  summer  fades 
And  mellow  autumn  lingeringly  abides, 
But  merges  into  winter  unawares. 
And  ebb  and  flow  alternate  never  cease; 
Waxing  and  waning  come  successively; 
Can  warp  and  woof  of  life  expect  release 
From  nature's  laws?     Not  so,  Ave  realize 
E'en  in  our  girlhood's  brief  experience 
That  we  ourselves  are  subject  to  these  laws, 
Against  their  rigour  we  have  no  defence. 

Out  of  our  sheltered  haven  we  must  sail 
Into  the  unknown  waters  stretching  far, 
To  winds  and  waves  a  prey  forevermore. 
Yet  trusting  to  our  guide,  our  "Sea's  Bright 

Star." 
There  is  no  casting  anchor  in  this  life. 
To-night  we  reach  the  parting  of  the  ways: 
Onward  we  glide — Time  rolls  its  ceaseless 

course 
And  AvaftiS  us  from  the  shelter  of  school-days. 
Yet  while  these  fleeting  moments  Ave  possess, 
Gathered  beneath  Loretto's  tender  care, 
Pain  Avould  Ave  garner  happj^  memories 
Of  friends  beloved  and  of  friendships  rare. 
To  Alma  Mater  goes  our  preference. 
And  ever  one  with  her  in  sympathy. 
We  treasure  those  she  honours,  and  their 

names 
Shine  on  the  tablet  of  our  memory. 

Fully  a  Diamond  Jubilee  of  years 

Had  welded  into  friendship's  unison 

Loretto  and  her  spiritual  guides. 

The  Sons  of  Saint  Ignatius,  luring  on 

To  intellectual  and  holy  heights 

All  for  God's  greater  glory  and  His  love, 

Encouraging  along  the  narroAv  Avay 


Ever  to  seek  the  things  that  are  above, 
Time  rolled  itis  five-and-seventy  years  away 
Before  the  shadoAv  of  a  change  o'ert'ell 
This  firm  relationship,  but  Avhen  it  came, 
Loretto's  trust  in  God  Avas  ansAvered  well. 
"Vale  atque  Ave!"  the  Latin  bard 
Sang  SAveetly  in  the  far-off  centuries 
FarcAvell  and  Hail!  in  sim.ultaneous  voice 
Loretto  uttered  as  the  sad  good-byes 
And  joyful  AA^elcomes  mingled  into  one. 
Old  friends  departed — so  doth  God  arrange-- 
NeAv  friends  their  places  filled,  proving  there  is 
A  laAV  of  compensation  as  of  change 

Our  honoured  Pastor  and  the  priestly  band 
Of  zealous,  saintly  workers,  to  their  sphere 
Of  labour  came  so  earnestly,  that  all 
Proffered  a  joyous  Avelcome  'mongst  us  here. 
Though  short  the  time,  a  long  space  is  fulfilled 
Since  our  self-sacrificing  Avorkers  came 
Into  the  vineyard  dear  to  all  our  hearts, 
Revealing  day  by  day  their  single  aim; 
To  toil  for  Avhat  is  just,  the  Lord  they  serve; 
Nor  heats  nor  burden  of  the  day  they  heed, 
Unsparing  and  unlimited  their  tasks, 
SoAving  in  goodly  soil  their  precious  seed, 
Loretto's  "Ave"  Avas  repeated  oft 
As  day  by  day  she  thankfully  believed 
God  gives  as  Avell  as  takes,  and  Avith   glad 

heart 
Her  compensation   joyfully  received. 

These  are  the  memories  Avhieh  fill  our  minds 
While  we  yet  linger  'neath  Loretto's  care. 
Time's  ceaseless  course  has  no  poAver  to  efface 
Names  Ave  shall  utter  oft  in  grateful  prayer. 
The  light  of  longest  day  in  June  may  Avane, 
The  loveliest  June  roses  fade   away. 
The  chirping  of  June  songsters  e'en  may  cease, 
Not  so,  the  memories  of  this  June  day ! 

Dear  Alma  Mater,  Pastor,  Reverend  Friends, 
Parents  and  Teachers,  naught  on  us  can  force 
Oblivion  of  your  names  Avhile  Ave  abide 
Our  span  of  life  Avithin  Time's  ceaseless  course. 
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CATHOLIC  ACTION— A  SHINING  EXAMPLE 


Mrs.  T.  J, 
Hannigaii,   Presi- 
dent,   Guelph 
Branch,    <  .W.Ii. 


Mrs.  J.  M.  Purcell, 

Fonner  Pi-esident, 

Ciuelph  Branch, 

(  .W.I.. 
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"Fain   would   we   garner   happy    memories 

Of  friends  beloved  and  of  friendships  rare. 

To  Alma  Mater  goes  our  preference, 

And  ever  one  with   her  in  sympathy, 

We  treasure   those  she   honours,   and   their   names 

-Shine  on  the  tablet  of  our  memory." 


NAMES  that  may  well  shine  on  the  tablet 
of  memory  of  Loretto  of  the  "Holy  Hill" 
are  those  of  the  devoted  Catholic  women 
who  have  laboured  so  unsparingly  for  the  wel- 
fare of  the  Academy.  In  1920  a  group  of  form- 
er pupils  and  friends,  Avishing  to  ])rove  in  a 
tangible  form  their  ap])reeiation  of  Loretto, 
organized  plans  for  raising  funds  to  promote 
the  work  of  Alma  Mater.  Mrs.  W.  0.  Story, 
Miss  Teresa  Coffey,  Mrs.  Cramer,  Mrs.  C  C. 
Collins,  and  Mrs.  Albert  F.  Dwyer  were  the 
leading  officers.  When  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  was  organized  in  Guelph  in  February, 
1921,  with  Mrs.  W.  0.  Story  as  its  first  Presi- 
dent, her  great  interest  in  the  improvement  of 
the  Academy  resulted  in  this  fund  being  placed 
in  the  hands  of  the  C.W.L.  that  it  might  be 
better  augmented  by  the  efforts  of  an  organ- 
ized society  and  the  means  it  would  have  at 


its  disposal.  The  building  fund  Avas  made  for 
the  time  the  principal  work  of  the  League.  The 
officers  were  Mrs.  Story,  ]\Iiss  Rose  McElderry, 
Mrs.  Kelly,  Mrs.  Collins,  Mrs.  Lamb,  Mrs. 
Doyle  and  Mrs.  Ilannigan.  Following  Mrs. 
Story,  an  active  part  in  this  work  was  taken 
by  each  successive  president :  Mrs.  C.  C.  Collins, 
Miss  Rose  :\IcElderry,  and  Mrs.  J.  M.  Purcell. 
It  was  during  the  regime  of  these  officers  that 
the  sum  of  $10,000  was  completed  and  paid  to 
the  building  fund  of  the  new  school  wing  of 
the  Academy.  Mrs.  Hannigan,  who  was  elect- 
ed President  in  April  of  this  year,  was  first 
Vice-President  and  Convener  of  the  Loretto 
Building  Fund  when  the  final  $1,000  was  com- 
pleted and  given  to  the  Academy,  making  the 
total  of  $10,000;  and  the  League,  under  her 
presidency,  continues  to  carry  on  the  good 
work  so  well  done  by  her  ])redecess.ors,  by  seve- 
ral charming  affairs  every  year,  including  r 
St.  Patrick's  Day  party,  and  a  garden-party  on 
the  Convent  grounds. 

AVhat  more  encouraging  support  could  be 
given  to  the  nuns,  or  what  more  inspiring  in- 
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Miss    Rose 

MfElderry,  foniier 

President,    Guelpli 

Bramh,    (.W.L..; 

Vice-President, 

(\W.Ij.  of  Canada. 
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Mrs.  C.  i\  (^olllns, 

Fonner  Pi*esident, 

Guelph  Brancli, 

(  .W.L. 
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ceritive  to  our  Catholic  people  than  such  an 
example  of  active  co-operation  in  the  enduring 
good  of  Catholic  education? 

Further  generosity  at  about  the  time  that 
the  Building  Fund  was  begun  by  the  C.W.L. 


was  the  gift  of  the  parish,  tiirough  the  Gtielph 
Council  of  the  Knights  of  Columbus,  of  a  mag- 
nificent Heintzman  grand  piano,  accompanied 
by  a  substantial  cheque,  to  be  used  for  school 
e(piipment. 


'THE  HOLY  HILL,*'  <  HL'RCH  OF  OUR  LADY,  AM)  LORKTTO  A(  A 
DEMY,  GUELPH,  ONTARIO. 
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LORETTO  IN   INDIA 


The  following  letter  to  the  pupils  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Out.,  gives  a  vivid 
picture  of  the  work  of  our  nuns  in  India,  and 
will  be  especially  interesting  to  our  Mission 
Crusade  Units: 

St.  Mary's  Convent, 

Raminee  Park, 
Naini  Tal,  India. 
My  dear  American  Children : 

I  Avould  like  to  make  a  tramp  with  you 
into  the  Santal  jungle  and  to  show  you  our 
convent  (five  yards  long  and  three  yard« 
broa^).  A  generous  Santal  ha«  lent  us  his 
hut  and  our  Bethlehem  is  our  drawing-  and 
sleeping-room,  kitchen,  and  oflfice,  library,  and 
dispensary,  parlour  and  chapel — ^just  as  need- 
ed. Our  door  is  made  of  bamboo-sticks,  and 
not  seldom  appears  a  line  of  smiling,  black, 
curled  heads  over  the  door  at  the  prayer  or 
dinner-time,  when  Ave  are  at  home.  That  is 
not  too  often,  as  Ave  live  amongst  them,  going 
from  village  to  village.  IIoav  often  it  happens 
that  we  are  offered  a  parkom  (Santal  bed- 
stead), Avhich  is  just  so  long  that  Ave  can  only 
lie  down  on  it,  rolled  up  like  a  snake.  Our 
door  seems  to  be  Adam's  property  and  the 
entrance  is  just  so  big  that  one  is  able  to  get 
blue  horns,  if  she  forgets  that  she  is  in  the 
Santal  country  and  that  she  is  a  little  taller 
than  a  cow  or  a  goat. 

The  idea,s  and  questions  of  our  dear  San- 
tal people  are  often  so  amusing  that  one  cannot 
help  laughing  heartily.  Though  they  do  not 
know  the  reason  thereof,  they  join  us.  They 
need  a  long  time  until  they  grasp  what  a  Sis- 
ter is.  "Isoren  DairgAA^a"  (God's  virgin). 
Is  there  a  thing  like  that?  They  believe  that 
it  is  a  great  thing,  though  many  cannot  un- 
derstand.    This  has  never  been  in  their  land 


before,  they  say,  but  it  causes  respect  and 
wonder  everyAvhere.  "Stay  here  and  tell  us 
more  about  the  good  God/'  they  say  often; 
"you  said  you  came  to  shoAv  us  the  Avay  to 
heaven."  Hoav  much  time  there  is  for  one  vil- 
lage, Avhen  about  three  hundred  of  them  should 
be  visited  in  one  year,  you  can  find  out  your- 
tielves.  The  harvest  Avould  be  ready,  but  the 
Avorkmen  are  not  here.  The  Santals  are  most- 
ly good  and  simple  people,  ahvays  cheerful 
and  musical,  and  the  second  request,  after  hav- 
ing got  a  seat,  is:  "Na  serenpe"  (Please  sing). 
They  understand  the  Avords  of  the  religious 
songs,  but  do  not  knoAv  the  meaning  of  them, 
and  that  is  ahvays  the  Avelcome  beginning  for 
religious  instruction.  They  listen  attentively 
to  most  of  them,  and  after  having  seen  the 
j)ictures  of  heaven  and  hell,  nearly  all  of  them 
say,  "1  Avill  go  to  heaven  and  not  to  hell." 
Poor  people!  Up  to  noAv  they  never  heard 
about  the  good  God.  They  oi]ly  knoAv  Satan, 
Avhom  they  fear  and  adore.  They  are  quite 
astonished  AAiien  I  tell  them  I  am  not  afraid 
of  him,  and  an  old  granny  told  me  after  I  had 
invited  her  to  become  the  child  of  God:  "But 
Avhat  Avill  our  house-devil  say?"  And  another 
Santal  father  said:  "Let  me  first  carry  the 
devil  over  the  hills  and  then  I  will  come  for 
baptism."  What  he  meant  by  this  I  did  not 
find  out.  And  the  Santal  house-devils?  I 
think  they  are  losing  their  job  very  soon. 
It  is  a  great  struggle  betAveen  light  and  dark- 
ness. 

A  good  Santal  offered  us  a  piece  of  land 
for  building  a  convent,  but  his  heathen  bro- 
thers Avere  against  him.  In  spite  of  it  the 
devil  lost  hi«  play,  and  our  dear  Lord  gave 
the  generous  family  the  grace  of  conversion. 
They  are  noAv  children  of  God.     Your  rcAvard 
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will  certainly  not  be  less,  giving  your  little 
oiit'erings  for  Christ's  poor,  our  dear  Santals. 
For  four  months  we  are  working  with  the 
American  Jesuits  of  Patna-MisS'ion,  now  out  in 
the  jungle-field.  The  big  Santal  Girls'  School 
we  started  two  years  ago.  Two  thousand 
8antaliS  have  been  won  in  two  years'  hard 
work.  Now  we  are  trainping  from  one  village 
to  another,  trying  to  win  the  hundred  thous- 
and for  Christ  by  distributing  medicine,  in- 
quiring about  their  families,  singing  hymns 
and  pious  songs,  starting  religious  instructio}is. 
There  are  some  families  in  each  village  who 
want  to  be  baptized.  Most  of  them  answer 
the  invitation  with  "tayomte"  (later).  "We 
must  understand,"  they  say.  They  are  quite 
right,  and  they  will  come,  if  you  pray  very 
hard  for  God's  grace,  my  dear  children.  There 
are  very  few  who  refuse  entirely,  and  there 
was  only  one  who  spoke  in  an  unfriendly  Avay 
to  us.  We  won't  forget  the  sad  experience  we 
had  with  a  Thuhoar  grandmother.  "I  will  go 
to  hell  and  I  want  to  stay  with  Satan,"  she 
said,  laughingly  and  coldly.  Nothing  could 
move  her  heart.  I  feel  sorry  for  her  daughter, 
who  is  already  a  Christian  and  has  to  suffer 
a  great  deal.  I  put  a  Little  Flower  medal  into 
the  straw-roof,  and  the  Little  Flower  has  to 
do  the  work  in  the  poor  woman's  heart,  until 
I  visit  her  again.  I  don't  let  the  devil  have 
such  easy  play,  or  leave  her  all  so  quickly. 
We  also  visited  Reverend  Father  Kilian's 
place  from  where  he  was  exiled  last  year.  It 
was  the  church  and  the  living-room  of  the  mis- 
sionary at  the  same  time.  We  tried  to  find 
out  what  style  it  was,  not  Gothic  nor  Roman- 
esque. I  think  it  was  Romantic,  with  its  four 
mud-walls  and  the  straw-roof  where  the  spiders 
were  busily  weaving  a  natural  curtain. 

Close  to  the  church  the  Catechist  family 
lives,  who  invited  us  for  a  Santal  dinner.  It 
is  Santal  custom  that  guests  get  their  "dakha" 


(rice)  in  their  hosts'  house.  We  had  to  sit 
down  on  the  "parkom"  (Santal  bed-stead). 
A  low  stool  half  the  height  of  the  bed  was  put 
before  us.  Martha,  a  dear  Santal  woman,  the 
Catechist's  wife,  brought  two  shining  bowls 
,  filled  with  water  and  put  them  before  us.  This 
ceremony  we  had  seen  already  in  several 
houses  and  we,  being  thirsty,  enjoyed  the  fresh 
drink,  and  so  we  took  little  notice  of  the  bowls 
before  us,  until  she  invited  us  to  wash  our 
feet.  AVe  looked  at  each  other  and  could  now 
understand  the  funny  faces  of  the  other  hosts, 
when  they  saw  us  drinking  the  water  which 
was  meant  for  washing  hands  and  feet.  He 
and  Martha  enjoyed  the  mistake  not  a  little. 
But  the  nicest  part  of  my  dinner-story  comes 
now.  I  got  my  food  in  the  same  plate  in  which 
I  should  have  washed  my  feet.  Good  appe- 
tite !  The  best  prescription  for  not  losing 
appetite  is  not  thinking  of  utensils  and  eatables 
when  eating,  but  to  considi^-  the  love  with 
which  these  poor  peoi)le  offer  their  best.  They 
are  too  poor  to  have  extra  vessels  for  cleaning 
hands  and  feet  and  their  tiouses,  and  for  eating. 

I  am  very  short  of  time,  my  dear  children. 
I  would  like  to  go  on  talking  with  you  because 
I  cannot  take  you  into  the  Santal  jungle.  But 
I  will  tell  you  many  more  things  after  having 
received  your  answers.  Many  people  should 
be  prepared  of  baptism:  in  this  village  a  fcAv, 
in  the  other  one  a  few,  and  so  on.  The  time 
and  the  means  are  not  sufficient  to  do  justice 
to  all  the  neophytes'  wishes.  I  would  need 
catechist  women  who  could  stay  and  instruct 
a  few  villages. 

Now,  my  dear  children,  I  would  make  a 
proposal.  Come  a  little  closer.  Are  you  in 
the  Mission  Crusade  of  Prayer?  If  so,  all 
right.  You  are  Chri-st's  soldiers,  and  bv  your 
prayers  and  aots  you  do  just  the  same  as  I  do 
by  my  work.  Hand  in  hand  we  will  fight 
against  the  devil j  then  the  spreading  of  Christ's 
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kingdom  in  the  Santal  land  will  be  soon  fin- 
ished. You  must  know  the  Santals  are  devil- 
worshippers,  but  tired  of  their  religion  and 
looking  out  for  something  higher.  Would  it 
be  a  very  great  sacrifice  if  your  school  would 
bring  the  pay  for  one  catechist  Avoman  every 
month  or  at  lea,st  every  second  month — that 
is  10  Rs?  Now,  if  you  are  very  clever,  you 
will  find  out  how  many  dollars  these  10  Ris. 
are.  Each  catechist  woman  will  have  to  save 
at  least  ten  souls  in  one  month.  Would  it  not 
be  glorious :  in  one  month — ten  souls ;  in  one 
year — one  hundred  and  twenty;  in  ten  years— 
tAvelve  hundred;  and  this  would  be  all  your 
work.  Yes,  dear  children,  be  missionaries  at 
home  in  school  and  you  will  be  happy  on  your 
death-bed  when  these  thousands  of  souls  will 
greet  you  as  their  isecond  saviour.  I  am  not 
begging  for  myself.  It  is  for  your  and  for  my 
King,  for  Him  who  said:  "As  long  as  you 
did  it  to  one  of  these  my  least  brethren,  you 
did  it  unto  Me." 


But  what  we  need  most  of  all  is  prayer, 
prayer  and  again  prayer,  that  our  dear  Lord 
himself  prepares  the  hearts  for  the  receptioii 
of  the  Gospel.  So  please  do  not  forget  to  pray 
for  your  Santal  brethren  and  say  also  some- 
times for  me  a  little  prayer,  that  I  may  be  a 
good  tool  in  God's  hands.  It  is  really  your 
work,  then^  and  mine  least.  As  soon  as  your 
little  Santal  Mission  conference  is  over,  please 
write  your  decision.  Remember,  delay  means 
loss  of  souls.  Now  raise  your  hands.  Who 
wants  to  be  the  captain  of  the  Santal  Crusade ! 

God  bless  you,  my  dear  children.  Keep  up 
your  great,  generous  spirit  as  always  in  giving 
to  your  King  whatever  you  can.  Every  little 
gift  He  will  reward,  He  who  does  not  forget 
the  drink  of  water  given  to  a  thirsty  one  in 
His  Name. 

Now  "  Jesu  marair"  (Praised  be  Jesus)  from 
the  far  East. 

From  your  grateful  Santal  aunt, 

M.  Canisia.  I.B.V.M. 


mfgr; 
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EDITORIAL 


STEMMING  THE  TIDE. 

There  is  great  need  to-day  in  this  most  cri- 
tical period  of  our  world's  history  for  a  large 
number  of  men  and  women  who  can  stem  the 
tide  of  materialism,  self-interest,  and  self-in- 
dulgence. A  Catholic  laity  that,  is  representa- 
tive, men  and  women  who  can  take  their  place 
among  the  world's  foremost,  and  uphold  the 
ideals  and  principles  of  Catholicism,  can  be  a 
most  powerful  means  in  counteracting  the 
forces  of  evil  that  are  at  Avork.  Our  Catholic 
schools  and  colleges  aim  at  producing  men  and 
women  of  such  character :  men  and  women 
who  have  a  definite  object  in  life  and  who 
govern  themselves  accordingly.  It  is  our  Ca- 
tholic institutions  that  inculcate  and  foster 
these  principles,  anid  they  deserve  the  whole- 
hearted support  of  students  and  of  graduates. 

Making  the  subject  of  Catholic  education 
applicable  to  ourselves  as  students,  let  us  con- 
sider the  very  special  privilege  given  to  each 
of  us.  Much  is  expected  of  us  even  now  ;  much 
more  will  be  expected  of  us  when  we  have 
taken  a  definite  place  in  the  world  about  us. 
Every  opportunity  and  advantage  is  offered 
to  us;  it  is  our  duty  to  prove  that  we  stand 
for  the  ideals  around  which  our  Loretto  days 
have  centered.  What  can  we  do?  Each  of 
us  can  give  to  the  world  one  woman  of  the 
right  stamp,  a  womian  of  character.  All  are 
not  given  the  gift  of  leadership,  but  each  of 
us  can  be  a  follower  and  supporter  of  Catholic 
movements. 

Our  education  has  taught  us  what  is  best 
and  noblest,  but  of  what  avail  is  this  knowledge 
if  we  do  not  by  daily  practice  make  felt  the 
spirit  of  our    faith? 

Adjustment    of   the    economic    situation   is 


the  popular  question  of  the  day,  but  the  more 
pressing  and  urgent  necessity  is  adjust- 
ment of  spiritual  and  moral  values.  If  these 
are  right,  and  conduct  governed  accordingly, 
the  harmonizing  of  our  other  discrepancies  will 
undoubtedly  result. 

M.E.U.,  3T3. 
•     *     *     »     * 

CATHOLIC  ACTION. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  revival  of  daily 
Communion  in  this  century  is  a  preparation  for 
world-wide  persecution.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
it  is  certain  that  the  early  Christians  Avho 
faced  the  horrors  of  the  coliseum  rather  than 
betray  their  faith,  were  daily  fed  Avith  the 
Body  and  Blood  of  their  Saviour. 

A  movement  has  been  begun  to  stir  up  the 
Catholic  laity,  especially  the  youth  of  our  day, 
that  they  be  ready  to  face  all  that  the  future 
may  hold.  Youth,  which  will  provide  the  fu- 
ture leaders  of  this  generation,  has  it  in  its 
power  to  lead  the  world  back  to  the  love  of 
God. 

This  movement  is  embodied  in  the  phra.sc, 
"Catholic  Action."  It  means  that  we  must  be 
come  fervent,  enthusiastic  Catholics.  We  must 
live  our  religion.  All  our  actions  must  be 
prompted  by  Catholic  principles.  Imagine  what 
a  heaven  this  world  would  be  if  conducted  ac- 
cording to  the  principles  of  our  holy  religion. 

We,  the  leaders  of  the  future,  who  proudly 
"dare  to   be  different"   must   begin  to-day  to 
prepare  for  the  glorious  battle  ahead. 
"Mary's  Son,  till  the  world  is  won 

We  have  pledged  You  our  loyal  word." 
Isabel  Hannan,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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CATHOLIC  CHARITIES. 

While  I  am  writing  this,  the  annual  Catholic 
Charity  Drive  is  being  held  throughout  the 
Archdiocese  of  Toronto.  This  editorial  Avill  not 
reach  you  in  time  to  help  the  Drive  itself,  but 
I  hope  that  my  appeal  Avill  not  be  fruitlesis. 
Funds  are  always  needed  to  help  the  poor, 
especially  throughout  the  winter;  and  before 
the  winter  is  half  over  there  will  be  calls  enough 
to  more  than  exhaust  the  sum  that  has  been 
collected  by  the  Drive. 

Many  people  mistake  the  idea  of  charity. 
It  is  not  only  an  alms-giving;  it  is  a  divine 
virtue.  As  St.  Paul  says,  "If  I  distribute  all 
my  goods  to  feed  the  poor,  and  if  I  should 
deliver  my  body  to  be  burned,  and  have  not 
charity,  it  profiteth  me  nothing."  Real  charity 
should  be  cultivated  by  every  Catholic.  I  have 
heard  people  say :  "I  give  five  or  ten  cents 
to  the  poor-box  every  Sunday :  that  is  ail  I  can 
afford."  But  how  many  of  the  same  people 
go  to  the  theatre  or  th(;  cinema  two  or  three 
times  a  week,  and  have  money  for  other 
luxuries,  when  there  are  people  Avithout  the 
bare  necessities  of  life?  How  many  little  chil- 
dren go  to  bed  at  night  hungry,  and  how  many 
will  suffer  from  cold  and  hunger  this  winter, 
if  you,  and  you,  and  you,  do  not  contribute  to 
their  welfare? 

When  you  give  your  money  to  the  poor 
through  an  organization  like  the  Catholic 
Charities,  you  may  be  sure  that  your  money 
will  be  used  to  the  best  advantage,  and  will 
be  given  to  those  who  are  wortliy  of  it.  Sacri- 
fice some  little  thing,  and  the  good  God  will 
reward  you  a  hundred-fold.  What  could  be 
more  pathetic  than  to  see  a  little  child  hungry 
or  cold?  Will  you  not  help  these  litte  ones? 
Give  up  your  chocolate-bar  at  noon,  or  some 
other  little  thing.  The  grown-ups  must  give 
according  to  their  means,  and  we  must  give 
according  to  ours. 


''Give  until  it  hurts?"  Yes,  and  no.  We 
should  give  something  that  will  mean  a  sacri- 
fice ;  but  it  should  not  hurt  to  give.  Perhaps 
you  have  seen  the  poster  that  the  Catholic 
Charities  Bulletin  is  using  this  year?  A  little 
girl  is  carrying  her  little  brother,  and  when 
asked  if  he  is  not  too  heavy  for  her,  promptly 
answers : 

''He's  not  heavy — he's  my  brother." 

We  too  should  have  this  same  attitude. 
The  poor  are  our  brothers,  and  so  it  should 
not  be  hard  to  carry  the  burden  of  helping 
them. 

"As  long  as  you  did  it  unto  one  of  these 
my  least  brethren,  you  did  it  to  Me." 

Hilda  Leahy,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Ave..  Toronto. 


THE  MOVING-PICTURE. 

The  moving  i)icture  is  one  of  the  great 
problems  of  the  present  day.  The  cinema  is 
a  great  source  of  entertainment  and  instruction 
for  the  public,  but,  sad  to  saj%  it  can  be  also  a 
great  source  of  harm.  Unwholesome  moving- 
pictures  can  do  an  immense  amount  of  harm. 
To  see  a  story  portrayed  before  the  eyes  upon 
a  "living  screen,"  brings  it  to  the  mind  much 
more  vividly  than  reading  it  in  a  book.  It  will 
have  a  pleasant  effect  upon  the  tired  worker, 
for  it  soothes  the  nerves,  and  makes  him  for- 
get himself  and  his  own  worries  and  troubles, 
as  he  lives  with  the  characters  before  his  eyes. 
In  the  einema  it  is  eas^y  to  dress  up  an  evil 
story  and  make  it  seem  to  the  immature  mind 
perfectly  all  right.  The  plot  of  a  story  might 
be  about  crime  and  the  story  deal  explicitly 
with  crime,  but  if  in  the  climax  of  the  story 
the  good  triumphs  and  the  evil  is  condemlied, 
the  influence  can  be  good.  A  story  that  makes 
us  love  virtue  and  hate  evil,  is  a  good  story; 
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and  of  a  story  that  has  the  opposite  effect — 
however  appealing-  and  touching  the  tale — the 
reverse  is  true.     Where  we  are  not  competent 
to  distinguish,  it  is  better  to  keep  away. 
Rita  Byrnes,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Ave.,   Toronto. 

****■:¥ 

SCHOOL    SPIRIT. 

School  spirit !  How  many  of  us  really  pos- 
sess this  quality  of  paramount,  importance .' 
How  many  of  us  grasp  its  complete  meaning? 
Perhaps  many  do;  undoubtedly  more  do  not. 
It  is  something  hard  to  define,  and  yet  .so  neces- 
sary and  important  to  each  one  of  us  in  the 
daily  routine  of  school-life. 

School  spirit  is  an  element  in  which  the 
school  lives  and  progresses.  It  is  not  some- 
thing that  is  external,  but  something  which  is 
of  a  deeper  and  more  delicate  nature.  It  is 
suggestive  of  willing  sacrifice  and  of  personal 
interest  in  the  activities  of  the  school.  This 
alone  deserves  the  name  of  school  spirit  — 
ambition  to  see  Loretto  schools  foremost  in 
every  field  of  activity. 

The  various  ways  in  which  school  spirit  maj' 
be  shown  are  by  no  means  limited.  To  take 
but  one  —  we  must  strive  to  develop  a  sense 
of  re.spon.sibility  and  take  an  active,  or  at  least  a 
passive  part  in  all  school  functions.  Though 
everyone  may  not  be  fitted  to  take  an  active 
part  in  the  various  branches  of  school  life,  still 
there  is  that  other  side,  the  interest  that  is  so 
encouraging  to  those  actively  engaged.  Take, 
for  example,  athletics  —  all  cannot  make  the 
basketball  team,  but  all  can  help  the  team  to 
win.  How?  By  a  loyal  support  at  practice 
and  by  a  whole-hearted  turn-out  to  the  games. 
This  is  true  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  of  all 
activities.  All  must  participate  if  school  spirit 
is  to  flourish. 


This  is  but  one  example  —  school  spirit  is 
pride  in  one's  school,  and  who,  if  not  Loretto 
pupils,  should  be  proud  of  their  schools?  Let 
us,  then,  this  year  make  a  special  effort  to  stir 
up  our  school  spirit  and  make  our  school  a 
happier  place  than  ever  before. 

Eunice  Le  Souder. 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Ontario, 
*     4     *     «     # 

OUR  READING. 

It  is  false  economy  even  in  time  of  financial 
depression  to  alllow  our  subscription  to  Catholic 
newspai)ers  and  magazines  to  lapse.  The 
Catholic  press  is  a  most  effective  force  for 
keeping  lively  the  spirit  of  faith  that  should 
animate  us.  It  is  an  authentic  source  of  in- 
formation concerning  things  Catholic,  and  is  a 
means  of  refuting  misleading  articles  on  the 
subject  that  appears  elsewhere.  Sound  Catho- 
lic literature — books,  magazines  and  news- 
pa  i)ers — are  essential  in  every  Catholic  home. 
They  stimulate  right  thinking,  and  develop  a 
j)leasant  atmosphere  of  good  will  that  reaches 
be^-ond  the  home,  by  influencing  friends,  Ca- 
tholic and  non-Catholic,  who  visit  it.  How 
many  have  been  brought  into  the  Church  and 
made  happy  through  the  instrumentality  of 
the  Catholic  press,  by  studying  the  topics  and 
arguments  there  discussed?  Many  others  who 
will  not  take  the  trouble  to  read,  listen  with 
interest  to  the  fascinating  exix)sitions  of  truth 
broadcast  over  the  radio,  and  become  curious 
to  krbow  more  about  religion. 

Let  us  especially,  during  our  school-days, 
take  advantage  of  this  splendid  opportunity 
within  our  reach,  of  filling  our  minds  with  good 
thoughts,  acquiring  correct  information,  and 
forming  right  opinions. 

Rosella  Lee,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,   Toronto. 
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GRADUATES  OF  1932,  OF  LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE 

IN  THE 
UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO. 


Above — Miss  Mollie  (^astell  Hopkins,  B.A.;  Miss  Margaret  Loughlin,  B.A.;  Miss 
Evelyn  Whelan;  Miss  Alice  Hayes,  B.A.;  Miss  Rita  McDonald,  B.A.;  Miss 
Dorothy  Smith,  B.A. 

Below — Miss  Joan  (  astell  Hopkins,  B.A.;  Miss  Hester  Moran,  B.A.;  Miss  Catherine 
Mace,  B.A.;  Miss  Margaret  Glintz,  B.A.;  Miss  Hilda  Tumelty,  B.A.;  Miss 
Emma  Poupore,  B.A. 

Centre — The  traditional  Rose-Garland  Processional. 
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(  OLLEGE  NOTES. 

The  Michaelmas  term  of  the  University  opened 
for  Catholic  students  with  High  Mass  at  St. 
Michael's  College.  Very  Reverend  H.  S.  Bellisle, 
C.S.B.,  preached  a  brief  but  telling  sermon  in 
which  he  stressed  the  importance  of  religion  in  the 
life  of  the   university  student. 

:£i  ^t  9(e  ^  ](t  gfe 

On  Tuesday  evening,  September  27th,  there 
was  a  delightful  Faculty  party  in  the  Common 
Room  in  honour  of  our  newly-appointed  Dean,  Mo- 
ther M.  St.  Margaret,  I.B.V.M. 

**      *      -»      «      * 

On  Saturday,  October  1st,  Mass  for  the  stu- 
dents was  celebrated  in  our  College  Chapel,  at 
which  Reverend  Mother  M.  St.  Teresa,  I.B.V.M., 
Superior  General  of  the  Institute  in  America,  and 
Mother  M.  Margarita,  I.B.V.M.,  our  former  Dean, 
were  present.  The  students  recited  the  Misisa 
Recitata.  After  the  Mass  a  reception  was  held 
in  the  drawing-room,  at  v.-liich  Reverend  Mother 
General,  Mother  Margarita,  Mother  M.  Mechtilda, 
I.B.V.M.,  our  Superior,  the  Dean,  and  members  of 
the  Faculty   received. 

Saturday  afternoon,  October  1st,  saw  the  first 
Newman  Club  Tea-Dance  of  the  term,  in  honour  of 
the  Freshmen,  who  all  seemed  to  enjoy  it 
thoroughly. 

«      *      *      *      * 

Following  the  time-honoured  custom  the  Sopho- 
mores have  for  the  past  v  eek  been  leading  the 
Freshmen  through  the  mazes  of  initiation.  There 
is  nothing  new  on  earth,  and  the  usual  bed-making, 
green  bows,  nocturnal  visitations  and  sudden  de- 
mands for  "skits,"  have  played  their  accustomed 
prominent  part.  As  the  "Rainbow"  goes  to  press 
the  end  is  in  sight,  when  at  an  early  date  the 
Freshmen  Banquet  and  Play  will  take  place,  on 
which    evening    our    sufficiently    cowed    "Freshies" 


will    be    formally    invested    with    their    caps    and 
gowns. 

M.  McL.,  3T3. 


THE  ROSARY 


'Tis    Mary's    golden    chain 

To    draw    us    to    her    Son; 
In   love  she   would   glcdly   make 

Prisoner  of   every   one. 

Clasp,   then,   this  chain   with   faith 
And   say   thy   beads   with   love; 
While  Mary  draws  thy  soul 
Up  to  her  Son  above. 

A   prayer    of   prayers    is    this: 

Christ's   victory,    life  and   death; 

Say  it  while  youth  is  strong. 
Say  it  with  dying  breath 

The   Rosary   in   our  hand. 

The   battle   half    is    won; 
Whom   Mary    loves   and    leads 

Will  surely   find    her   Son. 

Catherine  Schwellenbach,  II. B, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


LE  DRAPEAU. 


Connaissez-vous  notre  drapeau, 
Le   drapeau   des    Etats-Unis? 
Les  trois  couleurs  sont  si  jolies: 
Rouge  de  sang,  couleur  d'amour, 
Blanc  —  blancheur  et  vaillance. 
Bleu  celeste,  couleur  du  jour — 
De  gloire  et  d'esperance! 

Dorothy  Galvin,   '3  2. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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Graduating;  Class  of   1J)32,  St.  Bride's  School,  Chicago,    with    Reverend    Frederick  ^ofman,    on    the 
steps   of  St.   Bride's   Church,    of   which   Reverend    W.  J.  Lynch  is  pastor. 


"NOT  DEAD— SLEEPmG." 


The  mid-day  sun  shone  down  upon  tlie  bowed 
figure  of  an  old  man  reclining  against  the  win- 
dow-sill, and  gazing  out  at  the  fast-fallinig 
leaves  of  late  Octotber.  These  brown  dancing 
objects  swirled  close  to  his  face,  enjoying  the 
last  wild  dance  of  their  doomed  existence. 

The  equally  silent  ligure  of  his  man-servant, 
respectfully  waiting  in  the  background,  sud- 
denly moved. 

"Well,  Stevens?"  came  the  querulous  de- 
mand. 

"A  telegram,  sir."  He  presented  it  with 
an  air  of  anxious  expectancy. 

The  old  man  read  it,  and  it  fell  to  the  ground 
from  his  nerveless  fingers. 

"Juliet "  he  muttered.  "Now  it's  Juli- 
et.    Dying,  Stevens,  dying." 

"0,  not  that,  sir!"  Stevens  relaxed  his  im- 
passive stillness,  his  face  working.     His  devo- 


tion to  the  old  man  and  his  daughter  caused 
the  sorrow  in  his  heart. 

"They  are  all  gone,"  his  master  resumed 
slowly.  Then,  as  if  defying  death,  with  a  hard 
word,  he  turned  away. 

Stevens,  knowing  that  his  master  would 
wish  to  be  alone,  withdrew;  but  the  old  man 
continued,  his  dim  eyes  staring  out  of  the  win- 
dow : 

"Dead!  Struck  down  by  an  unseen  power. 
Everything gone !" 

"Not  dead  — ■  sleeping,"  came  a  quiet  voice. 
A  young  man  stood  behind  him,  a  tender  smile 
illuminating  his  beautiful  countenance. 

"Who  are  you?    Why  have  you  come?" 

"I  am  a  messenger;  my  mission  is  to  com- 
fort and  strengthen  the  stricken  soul  of  doubt- 
ing man,"  returned  the  gentle  voice.  "But 
come;  T  will  show  you  many  things.    My  time 
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is  brief.  Neglect  not  the  purpose  of  my  mis- 
sion." 

This  strange  companion  led  the  old  man 
through  the  falling  leaves  and  rapidly-chang- 
ing nature,  until  they  stood  on  a  rising  knoll. 

"See!"  Again  the  old  man's  despairing  cry 
rang  out.  "Everything  dies.  Is  there  any- 
thing that  remains?  Everything  that  I  cared 
for  is  dead." 

Again  came  the  persistent  reply : 

"Not  dead  —  sleeping." 

They  passed  on.  Now  the  leaves  had  ceased 
to  fall.  The  first  frost  lay  upon  the  scene  upon 
which  the  old  man  gazed.  All  was  desolate. 
They  passed  a  cemetery.  An  awakening  came 
to  the  old  man's  soul. 

"They  are  not  dead?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

The  stranger's  eyes  filled  with  an  immortal 
light  of  love. 

"Sleeping.  They  will  rise  again.  They 
were  tired.  Perhaps  they  did  not  realize  it ; 
but  they  were  wearied  of  the  earth  and  have 
deserved  their  rest.  Soon  they  will  awaken  to 
the  eternal  life  to  come." 

Thej'  walked  back  through  the  ever-deepen- 
ing twilight. 

The  last  rays  of  the  sun  rested  in  benedic- 
tion upon  the  grey  head  of  the  old  man  leaning 
against  the  window-sill. 

"I  have  had  a  strange  dream,"  he  murmured. 
"Or  was  it  a  dreaml?" 

Stevens  entered  the  room.  lie  was  almost 
too  moved  to  speak. 

"Well,  Stevens,"  came  a  quiet  voice. 

"Juliet  —  she  is  dead  !"  he  replied  brokenly. 

The  old  man  looked  up.  In  his  eyes  was  the 
light  of  one  ^vho  sees  beyond  the  range  of 
mortal  vision. 

"Not  dead,  Stevens  —  sleeping." 

Barbara  Knox,  Form  III. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


THE     PHILOSOPHER'S     STONE. 

Base  metal  into  gold  —  the  dream  of  the 
ages;  the  goal  of  the  alchemists!  That  won- 
derful, wonderful  formula,  whicli  would  change 
base  metal  into  noble  gold,  has  been  termed  the 
"Philosopher's  Stone."  It  is  the  stone  that 
men  have  sought  through  the  ages.  They  have 
given  up  fortune,  future,  happiness,  and  risk- 
ed life  itself  in  their  search  for  that  priceless 
secret.  For  it  is  priceless.  The  Philosopher's 
Stone  turns  all  that  it  touches  to  noble  metal. 
From  baseness  to  nobility  —  surely  the  means 
that  could  effect  such  a  transition  would  be 
in  valuable? 

Although  we  arr^  told  that  the  Philosopher's 
Stone  has  never  been  discovered,  we  know  that 
it  does  exist.  There  was  one  Alchemist,  Who 
in  order  to  place  in  humanity's  hands  that  gift, 
gave,  as  no  other  has  ever  given,  and  did  not 
stint  of  His  agony  when  even  life  itself  was 
demanded  of  Him  as  the  price  of  His  gift! 

Life  is  a  base  metal.  Without  the  magic 
touch  of  the  Philosopher's  Stone  —  our  Faith  — 
life  is  colorless,  valueless.  Christ  lived  and  died 
that  we  might  know  the  value  of  that  marvellous 
stone  and  have  it  for  our  own.  The  secret  that 
He  brought  to  us  was  so  precious  that  none  save 
Christ,  Son  of  God,  Son  of  Man,could  be  trusted 
to  deliver  it  to  us.  The  stone  is  our  Faith.  He 
plac(Hl  it  in  our  hands,  and  bade  us  use  it  that 
we  might  live  eternally.  It  was  believed,  in 
early  ages,  that  the  Philosopher's  Stone  carried 
the  gift  of  eternal  life.  Has  not  the  gift  of 
('hrist  been  royally  prodigal?  He  brings  to  us 
in  His  Own  Hands  that  Philosopher's  Stone  of 
Faith. 

Yet,  after  all,  how  many  of  us  are  like  the 
man  of  the  old  story,  who  had  an  iron  bracelet 
which  would  turn  into  gold  at  the  tonch  of 
some  one  wayside  pebble.  All  the  days  of  his 
youth  he  spent  journeying  along  the  roads  of 
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the  world  touching  pebbles  to  his  bracelet. 
Soon  youth  became  a  thing  of  the  distant  past, 
but,  still  he  pursued  his  quest.  Though  he 
journeyed  in  vain  he  did  not  lose  hope.  When 
he  became  a  very  old  man,  footsore,  weary, 
lonely,  tired  with  constant  picking  of  pebbles, 
the  glorious  dream  of  the  one  pebble  urged  him 
on.  Then,  one  day,  the  weary  pilgrim  came  to 
rest  at  an  inn.  The  landord  pointed  to  his 
bracelet,  one  of  purest  gold  and  unusual  de- 
sign. "Where  did  you  get  itf  The  old  man 
looked  down  at  his  wrist ;  the  miracle  had  taken 
place.  Base  metal  had  been  turned  to  gold. 
Sometime,  during  that  long,  weary  day,  ho 
had  found  his  pebble,  but  his  search  had  be- 
come so  mechanical  that  he  did  not  recognize 
the  value  of  the  one  pebble  when  he  found  it. 

So  it  is  very  often  with  us.  We  set  out  on 
the  journey  through  the  world,  wearing  the 
iron  bracelet  of  life — which  the  touch  of  our 
stone  can  make  so  previous— but  carrijincj  the 
stone!  Perhaps  we  are  so  familiar  with  the 
stone  that  we  do  not  realize  its  wonderful  pro- 
perties —  its  stupendous  possibilities,  and  we 
simply  carry  it  as  part  of  the  burden  of  life. 
We  realize  that  our  journey  must  come  to  an 
end  sometime ;  of  that  we  are  sure.  Does  it  not 
occur  to  us,  however,  that  by  faith  we  can 
make  that  journey  lead  to  eternal  life?  After 
all,  the  only  real  death  is  the  death  of  the 
soul.  The  death  of  the  body  is  unimportant; 
that  we  expect;  but  the  prospect  of  the  death 
of  the  soul  frightens  us,  because  that  means 
the  stone  is  lost  beyond  all  hope  of  recovery. 
It  means  that  we  have  lost  the  gift  for  which 
Chri-st  gave  up  His  life,  that  gift  which  was  to 
turn  life's  iron  into  heaven's  gold.  With  the 
magic  stone  in  our  possession  we  were  masters 
of  our  fate.  Life  was  ours  to  do  with  as  avo 
l)leased,  and  the  pleasure  of  serving  Him  Who 
created  us  was  all  we  asked.     But  if  we  lose 


the  stone !     Then  we  cannot  find  our  Father's 
house  our  home  for  all  eternity. 

The  Philosopher's  Stone  is  not  easil}'  lost. 
Christ  clings  to  us;  Mary  tightens  our  grip  on 
it  when  danger  is  near;  and  at  the  end  of  our 
journey  —  lo !  we  have  stone  and  golden  brace- 
let too,  and  the  Gates  of  Paradise  open  before 
us;  we  see  the  shining  road  for  that  eternal 
journey  which  we  shall  take  in  the  company  of 
the  Blessed,  the  Heavenly  Philosophers. 

Helen  Sheehan,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood.  Chicago. 


A  BEAUTIFUL  DAY  IN  AUTUMN. 

Gentle  breezes  sing  a  pleasing  lullaby  as 
the  gold  and.  fairy-tinted  leaves  softly  fall, 
arraying  Mother  Earth  in  a  velvet  mantle  of 
most  gorgeous  hues.  Then  as  the  sun  tenderly 
casts  its  last  warm  rays  upon  the  richly-color- 
ed forest  and  sinks  drowsily  beyond  the  hori- 
zon, shadows  silently  play  hide  and  seek  about 
the  clumps  of  bushes;  squirrels  merrily  chat- 
ter high  up  in  their  charming  bowers,  and 
frequently  a  partridge  is  seen  scurr^dng  ro- 
guishly from  its  home  in  a  brush-pile  and  dart 
ing  playfully  away  from  its  mate.  Just  at  this 
time — bewitching  twilight — a  peal  of  guileless 
laughter  falls  upon  the  ear;  it  echoes  over  hill 
and  vale,  carrying  with  it  the  sweet  delight  of 
children  frolicing  among  the  fallen  leaves. 

Beautiful  indeed  is  Autumn,  from  the  ris- 
ing to  the  setting  sun.  To  the  aged  it  speaks 
of  the  consolation  and  comfort  of  achievement, 
and  attainment,  and  fulfilment;  to  the  young 
it  beckons  by  the  hope  of  these  blessings  as 
the  future  reward  of  present  effort. 

Anna  Coughlin,  'lU, 
Sault  Ste.  JNIarie,  Mich.  Loretto  Academy. 
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CONGRATULATIONS  TO  LORETTO  ACADEMY,  NIAGARA  FALLS,  WINNERS  OF  TWO 

INTER-LORETTO  CUPS  FOR  1932. 


,%^  ♦.*-   %^  ^^-^P 


f  ^    ^      IS        S        * 


The    Select    Choir,    Loretto    Academy,    Niagara    Falls.  Winners  of  the  Cup  in  the 
Inter-Loreito  Singing  Compotition. 


Front  Row — From  left  to  right:  Misses  Irene  Leblanc, 
Sybil  Gaynon,  Margaret  Sawdon,  Irene  Kuntz,  Alice 
Eads,  (Mary  Dunnegan,  Conductor),  Anita  Lavallee- 
Smith,  Geraldlne  Morris,  Marion  Connor,  Betty  Cappel- 
llno,    Helen    Cairns. 

Third  Row — Misses  Betty  Orr,  Kathleen  Mayes,  Flora 
Landry,  Charlotte  Rahn,  Noel  Rahn,  Norma  Tobey,  Mary 
Sensen,    May  Caffrey,   Catherine   Gorman. 


Second  Row — Misses  Betsy  Jane  Kinsella,  Lucia  Sciar- 
rino,  Dorothy  Allen,  Jennie  Saccamano,  Betty  Vraden- 
burg,  Evelyn  Haun,  Alice  Morrow,  Constance  Acres, 
Helen  Tripp,  Gene  Morris,  Margaret  Hendley  (Accom- 
panist). 

Fourth  Row — Misses  Betty  Scalzo,  Peggy  Milligan,  Mar- 
jorie  McQuade,  Lucy  Kuntz,  Kathleen  Hunt,  Helen 
O'Leary,  Margaret  Mayes,  Mary  Beaver,  Betty  Collins, 
Marion  Douglas,   Jessie   Douglas,  Sheila  Cullinane. 


The  address  and  music  a'vard  were  by  Dr.  J.  Ernest 
Rieger,  Dean  of  Music,  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.  A  choice 
programme  by  the  students  followed.  Dr.  Rieger,  in 
his  interesting  address  to  the  students,  congratulated 
them  on  the  excellent  results  of  the  music  examina- 
tions, and  said  they  could  not  at  present  appreciate 
sufficiently  the  opportunity  they  enjoyed  in  receiving 
their    education    in    such    ideal    surroundings,    and    in 


having  the  encouragement  of  parents  and  teachers, 
alike,  to  pursue  the  study  of  music  under  the  most 
favourable    conditions   possible. 

The  speaker's  high  commendation  of  the  programme, 
given  under  the  auspices  of  St.  Cecilia's  Music  Club, 
rejoiced  not  only  the  youthful  musicians,  but  also  all 
music-lovers   present    on    the   occasion. 


Senior  Basketball.  Team,  Lor- 
etto  Academy,  Niagara   Falls. 
Winners  oi'  the  Inter-Loretto 
BasketbaU.    Cup,    1932;. 

Guards — Misses  Gayle  Han- 
cock and  Sophia  Blanch; 
Center — Miss  Noel  Rahn; 
Forwards  —  Misses  Edwine 
Whitney  and  Mary  Blanch; 
Side  Center — Miss  Marjorle 
Allen;  Captain — Miss  Edwine 
Whitney;  Coach — Miss  Gor- 
man. 


AND    NOW    THE    QUESTION   IS:    WHO    IS    GOING    TO    HAVE     THESE     CUPS     AT     THIS     TIME     NEXT     YEAR? 
IT    ALL    DEPENDS    UPON    WHAT    WORK    YOU    ARE    DOING  IN  SINGING     AND  ATHLETICS    NOW. 
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A  CANADIAN  FOREST  IN  AUTUMN. 

The  smoky  autumn  days  have  come,  the 
days  when  the  darkness  quickly  closes  down 
upon  the  earth,  and  all  nature  is  preparing  for 
winter. 

We  have  only  to  look  at  our  Canadian  for- 
ests to  know  that  autumn  has  arrived.  The 
leaves,  so  lately  green,  are  turning  to  red  and 
gold.  What  is  more  beautiful  than  a  view, 
from  a  distance,  of  a  Canadian  forest  tossing 
its  many-colored   plumes  to   an  autumn   sky? 

Of  all  the  trees,  the  most  outstanding  is  our 
own  dear  emblem  —  the  Maple.  We  find  them 
maissed  together  on  the  hillsides  and  in  the 
valleys,  in  long  stately  avenues  along  the  road- 
sides, or  sprinkled  here  and  there  among  the 
forest  giants  —  ever  and  always  the  most  bril- 
liant and  beautiful  of  them  all.  The  variety 
of  trees  gives  a  variety  of  colour  —  the  gorge- 
ous red  and  yellow  and  golden  hues  massed 


together,  and  dotted  here  and  there  with  ever- 
greens —  cedars,  pines  and  hemlocks  —  one 
grand  whole,  a  spectacle  providing  inspiration 
for  the  artist  and  the  poet. 

Alas!  The  scene  too  quickly  fades  from 
view.  Such  beauty  could  not  endure.  The 
brilliant  leaves  drop  off,  wither,  and  die.  The 
eye  rests  upon  the  naked  trees,  and  the  ground 
is  covered  with  dead  leaves.  The  forest  is 
ready  for  the  winter  snow. 

Margaret  Hanlon,  Form  III. 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


A  GLIMPSE  INTO  THE  WORK  OF  THE 
UNITED  STATES  COAST  GUARD. 

Since  the  birth  of  the  United  States  Coast 
Guard  one  hundred  and  thirty-six  years  ago, 
no  national  struggle  has  been  waged  without 
its  aid  upon  sea ;  no  duty  thrust  upon  it  has 


DR.  H.  H.  HALLORAN 

DENTIST 

Medical    Arts  -Bldg. 

TORONTO. 


X  Ray. 


Phone  KI.  3213 


J.  J.  O'CONNOR,  D.O. 

OSTEOPATHIC 
PHYSICIAN 

KENT   BUILDING 
156   Yonge   St.  -  -  Toronto 


Royal  Insurance 

Company,  Limited 

The  hargest  and  Wealthiest  Fire  Insurance 
Company  in  the  World. 

PERCY  J.  QUINN 

Manager 

27    WELLINGTON    ST.    E.,    TORONTO.  » 

^  Telephone  ELgin  7231.  A 


Phone  Adelaide  81  7  1 .  81  72,  81  73 

HUGHES,    AGAR 
and  THOMPSON 

BARRISTERS,   SOLICITORS,  ETC. 


Frank   J.   Hughes,   K.C.;    Thomas   J.    Agar,    K.C; 
J.  W.  Thompson,  J.  L.  G.  Keogh,  J.  F.  McGarry. 

GENERAL    ASSURANCE    BUILDING, 
357  BAY  STREET,  TORONTO. 
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ST.    MICHAEL'S   COLLEGE 


TORONTO,  ONT. 
Conducted  by   the  Basilian   Fathers. 


Honour  Courses  in  Philosophy,  Classics,  Moderns,  History, 
Political  Science,  Commerce,  Science  and  Mathematics,  leading  to 
the  B.A.  Degree  of  the  University  of  Toronto, 

Libraries,    Laboratories    and    Students'    Union     (Hart 
House)      among     the     best     on     the     continent. 

Address — The  Registrar. 

St.    Michael's    College    School 

A    High    School    Course    leading    to    Matriculation,    including 

a    Preparatory    Course    for    a    limited    number    of 

Boys   in   Third   and   Fourth    Books. 

Address  —  The    Principal. 


been  too  arduous  or  so  fraught  with  danger 
that  its  men  or  s;hips  have  failed  in  the  fulfil- 
ment of  that  duty  to  the  utmost  extent  of  hu- 
man possibility. 

One  of  the  best  known  achievements  of  this 
organization  dates  back  to  the  commencement 
of  the  Great  War,  when  the  Coast  Guard  prac- 
tically stopped  the  illegal  entry  of  dutiable 
goodis  into  the  United  States;  but  with  the 
passing  of  the  Volstead  Act  smuggling  began 
anew.  Foreign  ships  from  time  to  time  do 
appear  off  the  coast  and  patiently  await  a 
chance  to  run  the  toloekade.  However,  cut- 
ters, destroyers,  and  patrol  boats,  ever  watch- 
ful and  always  prepared,  grant  small  hope  to 
such  craft.  Unfortunately,  the  wide  publicity 
of  this  activity  has  made  the  Coast  Guard,  in 
the  mindis  of  many,  but  a  part  of  the  Prohi- 
bition Enforcement  plan ;  whereas,  in  reality. 


this  is  but  an  added  duty,  by  no  means  the 
most  important  of  the  varied  list  imposed  upon 
the  Coast  Guard. 

Since  we  cannot  consider  the  list  in  its 
entirety,  let  us  take  a  glimpse  of  the  most 
outstanding  activities  of  this  national  service. 
One  of  these  includes  the  International  Ice 
Patrol  that  is  now  maintained  by  it.  For 
many  years  ice-bergs  drifting  about  in  the  sea 
had  been  the  dread  of  Trans-Atlantic  vessels, 
but  not  until  the  horrible  Titanic  disaster  was 
any  protection  offered.  Since  1913  cutters 
have  been  on  duty  from  March  to  July  broad- 
casting the  position  of  the  ice.  Life-saving 
shore  stations  patrol  the  beaches  to  aid 
stricken  ships  and  luckless  mariners.  Lend- 
ing medical  aid  to  injured  fishermen,  removal 
of  derelicts,  and  the  enforcement  of  Navigation 
Laws   are    incidental    duties.      That    the    seal 
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herds  of  the  Pribilof  Islands  were  not  wan- 
tonly destroyed  years  ago  is  due  to  the  active 
protection  given  thenn  by  the  Coast  Guard. 

''Semper  Paratus":  to  fight  our  real  foes, 
to  defend  our  coasts  to  protect  life  on  seas; 
"Always  Ready"  to  face  danger  for  duty,  any- 
where and  whenever  duty  demands.  Truly 
"Always  Ready"  are  the  Coast  Guards,  faith- 
ful guardians  of  the  Coast. 

Marian  Wolf,   '34, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.  Loretto  Academy, 


AN  AUTUMN  DAY. 

One  early  Autumn  day,  as  we  walked 
through  the  silent  crimson  forest,  which  sloped 
down    towards    the    clear    blue    horizon,    our 


hearts  were  filled  with  peace  and  thanksgiving. 
The  tall  stately  trees,  dressed  in  gold  and 
crimson,  displayed  the  great  beauty  of  Nature 
and  the  wonderful  power  of  their  Maker.  Not 
a  sound  could  be  heard  save  the  faint  rustling 
of  the  tiny  leaves  as  they  fluttered  to  their 
new  winter  home,  and  the  steady  chirp  of  the 
little  brown  squirrel,  jumping  from  branch  to 
branch  gathering  nuts  for  the  long  winter.  As 
we  gazed  at  this  graceful  little  animal  going 
about  his  work,  and  looking  up  at  us  every 
few  moments,  he  seemed  to  saj' :  "This  is  the 
way  to  go  about  the  tasks  God  has  given  us 
to  do."  Thus,  from  this  seemingly  unimportant 
little  creature  of  God,  I  learned  a  useful  lesson 
on  that  beautiful  autumn  day. 

Olive  Simpson,  Form  IT. 

Loretto  Academ}%   Stratford,  Ontario. 


FAMED    FOR   FLAVOR 

IDEAL  BREAD 
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HOSTESS  CAKES 


Manufactured  by 

IDEAL  BREAD  COMPANY 

LIMITED 
183-193  Dovercourt  Road 
Phone  Lombard  1192-1193 


Compliments 

of 

M.  P.  MALLON 


GEORGE  COLES,  LTD. 

CATERERS  AND 
MANUFACTURING  CONFECTIONERS. 

Head  Office:      719  Yonge  Street. 

PHONE:      Catering   Department,    Ran.    1163. 
Order  Department,   Ran.   5111. 

BRANCH   STORES 

1483   Yonge  St Hy.    2080 
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There  is  no  substitute  for 
the  Champagne  of  Ginger  Ales 

Delightful   for    every    occasion    and 

particularly  pleasing  to  invalids 

or  convalescents 


BY  THE  RIVER  AT  SAULT  STE.  MARIE. 

Should  it  be  your  good  fortune  to  wander 
aloii«>:  the  banks  of  the  river  at  Sault  Ste. 
Marie,  at  the  charming  time  of  twilight,  and 
linger  there  until  it  is  night,  you  would  gaze 
upon  a  scene  of  exquisite  beauty  that  would 
flood  your  heart  with  delight  and  make  the 
saddest  spirits  glow  with  a  happiness  sublime, 
'lust  imagine  you  are  beside  it,  listening  to  the 
stately  whispering  pines,  and  the  gentle  rust- 
ling of  the  leaves  of  the  giant  oak.  How 
majestic  and  how  protecting  they  appear, 
leaning  over  the  banks  of  Our  Lady's  River, 
and  as  the  transiparent  blue  water  reveals  their 
reflection,  one  feels  they  stand  as  silent  senti- 
nels, ever  keeping  guard  of  this  queenly  river. 
Then,  as  the  sun  lowers  slowly  behind  them,  as 
a  loving  farewell  token,  she  casts  upon  the  Vir- 
gin's  water   a   soft   red   glow   tha.t   gradually 


changes  into  a  stream  of  shimmering  silver  as 
the  moon  mounts  up  into  the  heavens.  Out 
from  beliind  the  passing  clouds  peep  sparkling 
stars,  oh!  so  eager  to  add  to  the  mystic  night 
their  brilliant  beams.  All  is  calm  and  quiet 
now  save  for  a  peal  of  melodious  music  from  a 
distant  canoe.  It  falls  upon  the  rippling  water, 
and  geiitly  music  and  water  ripple  and  pass 
away.  Then  all  is  tranquil  on  the  beautiful 
river  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie.  There  you  stand 
completely  captivated  by  the  charm  and  beauty 
before  you.  Ah !  yes;  gladly  and  reverently  do 
you  raise  your  thoughts  in  grateful  prayer  to 
the  Great  Creator  Who  permits  a  glimpse  info 
celestial  beauty  here  beside  the  river  of  Our 
Mother  -  the  River  and  the  Sault  of  Ste. 
Marie. 

Loraine  Finlan,  '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
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A  DREAM. 

Ijiitle  Jean  Dunsniore  sat  before  the  glowing 
fii-eplacc  reading  her  story-jbook.  She  read 
page  after  page,  until  the  fire  made  her  so 
droAvsy  that  she  could  not  keep  awake.  She 
curled  up  in  the  big  arm-chair  and  soon  was 
fast  asleep. 

As  she  slept,  she  dreamed  that  she  Avas 
wandering  over  verdant  fields,  skipping,  sing- 
ing and  full  of  life.  All  at  once  she  stopped, 
stood  very  still  and  listened.  Oh  !  What  was 
that  sound  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill!  It 
seemed  —  yes,  indeed,  it  Avas  —  many  tiny, 
beautiful  voices,  accompanied  by  the  tinkling 
of  so  many  silver  bells.  She  stood  for  a  long 
time  enraptured  by  this  sweet  music.  At  last 
she  ventured  over  the  hill-top,  and  there,  to 
her  amazement,  she  saw  a  band  of  the  tiniest 
people  she  had  ever  seen.  The  King  of  the 
band  looked  up  and  saw  her,  and  invited  her 


to  come  and  join  in  the  frolic.  All  at  once 
she  grew  very  small,  so  small  that  she  was  able 
to  participate  in  the  singing  and  dancing  of 
the  fairy  band.  This  merriment  kept  up  till 
the  stars  shut  their  twinkling  eyes  and  Ihe 
first  rays  of  the  sunlight  appeared.  Then,  like 
magic,  everything  vanished.  What  w^as  that 
loud  sound? 

''Jean!  Jean!  Get  up.  dear!  It  is  tin;e  for 
bed."  Jean,  after  she  had  told  her  n:otlier 
about  her  wonderful  drei.m,  went  to  bed,  a 
tired  but  happy  child,  to  dream  of  more  fairies. 

Mary  Cayley,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Out. 


HEROINES. 


At  some  time  or  other  in  your  life  haven't 
you  wanted  to  be  a  heroine?  I  feel  safe  in 
saying  that  every  girl  has  had  at  one  time  or 
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another  a  longing  to  do  some  brave  and  splen- 
did act  that  would  raise  her  to  the  heights, 
and  establish  her  forever  amongst  the  noble 
and  the  great.  And  yet  if  you  were  to  ask 
me  if  I  wanted  to  be  a  heroine,  I  should  answer 
a  decided  "No!" 

I  admit  that  it  was  not  always  thus.  In 
fact,  I  among  other  members  of  the  Third  Form 
last  term  at  St.  Mary's,  was  very  keen  on  life- 
saving  and  that  siort  of  thing.  Our  enthusiasm 
was  first  enkindled  by  reading  a  istory  about  a 
brave  girl,  Helen,  who  saved  a  child's  life,  and, 
incidentaly,  covered  herself  with  praise  and 
glory.  Somehow  we  all  felt  that  we  wanted  to 
be  like  her,  but  life  was  so  uneventful  that  we 
— Joan,  Paula,  Valerie  and  I — almost  despaired 
.of  an  opportunity  of  showing  our  heroism. 

Fortunately   we   had   not   much   time    for 
gloomy  thoughts  just  then,  for  our  new  swim- 


ming-pool was  to  be  opened  in  a  few  weeks, 
and  we  were  busy  preparing  for  the  occasion. 

' '  Perhaps  one  of  us  will  nearly  get  dro>\Tied, " 
said  Joan  hopefully. 

"No  such  luck,"  I  said  dully. 

At  last  the  eventful  evening  arrived.  Our 
swimming-pool  M^as  a  fine  one,  with  a  large  gal- 
lery for  spectators  around  it,  Chinese  lanterns 
Avere  suspended  from  the  roof,  and  plants  and 
flowers  were  arranged  artistically  about  the 
building. 

A  few  of  us  from  the  Third  Form  were  in 
the  gallery.  The  next  event  was  one  of  the  big 
ones  of  the  day — the  hundred-yard  race. 

"They're  oif!"  exclaimed  Joan. 

"Let  me  see!  Let  me  see!"  It  was  Mary, 
Paula's  little  isister,  who  was  eagerly  clamber- 
ing up  the  rail  in  front  of  us.  In  doing  so  she 
touched    one    of    the    lanterns    and   swung    it 
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gently.  Catching-  it  as  it  returned,  she  attempt- 
ed to  give  it  another  swing,  but  succeeded  only 
in  turning  the  lantern  upside  down. 

No  one  knew  exactly  what  happened  after 
that,  but  presently  Mary's  clothes  were  ablaze, 
and  for  an  instant  no  one  seemed  to  know  what 
to  do. 

The  next  thing  I  remember  was  being  vio- 
lently pushed  aside  by  Valerie.  AVith  a  quick 
step  forward  she  clasped  Mar}'  to  her  and  leap- 
ed into  the  pool.  There  was  a  blood-curdling 
scream  from  Mary  as  Valerie  sprang  boldly 
forward  into  the  air. 

Everyone  seemed  to  be  shouting  "Fire! 
Fire!"  but  as  Mary  and  Val  entered  the  water 
the  flames  were  instantly  extinguished. 

Splash  !  Splash  !  Splash  !  It  seemed  as  if 
every  girl  in  the  whole  school  was  leaping  into 
the  pool  to  bring  the  two  victims  ashore. 

jMary  had  fainted,  and  Joan,  laying  her  on 
her  back  beside  the  i)ool,  was  applying  first  aid. 


I  had  dashed  to  the  spot,  and  now  caught  a 
glimpse  of  Joan's  face  as  ,she  bent  over  Mary. 
She  was  smiling  radiantly.  At  last  she  was 
having  an  opportunity  to  display  her  heroism, 
and  Mary  was  already  "coming  to." 

Talerie  seemed  none  the  Avorse  for  her 
plunge,  but  Paula,  who  had  jumped  in  to  pull 
Val  and  Mary  to  safety,  had  somehow  managed 
to  bump  her  head.  Here  was  my  chance !  And 
I  made  use  of  it.  Here  was  life-saving !  It  was 
a  beautiful  case  —  a  case  of  blood  and  bandages! 

Oh,  it  Avas  glorious !  We  had  longed  to  be 
heroines,  and  our  chance  had  come  indeed !  .  . 
And  then,  somehow,  the  teachers  were  every- 
where at  once  and  nothing  was  the  same  any 
more.  A  fcAv  of  us  caught  colds,  and  a  few  of 
us  had  bruises,  but  there  is  no  particular  thrill 
in.  that  sort  of  thing. 

But  the  worst  of  the  whole  affair  was  the 
account  of  it  in  the  local  newspaper.  Tnere 
was  not  one  word  of  praise  of  our  heroism ; 
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indeed,  they  summed  up  that  crowde  i  hour  ot 
splendid  deeds  id  a  few  i'lipi)ant  words:  "i^oine 
of  the  children  became  excited,  and  had  it  no; 
been  for  the  presence  of  mind  of  the  teachers 
there  might  have  been  ]'anic  and  trouble.'' 
Forsooth ! 

So  there  it  is !  If  you  try  to  be  a  heroine  you 
can't  be.  And  if  you  are  a  heroine,  you  don't 
seem  able  to  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  it 
yourself.  Do  you  wonder  that  I  have  given  up 
trying  to  be  a  heroine?  Let  it  come  of  itsilf 
if  it  will. 

Ruth  Noonan,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 

THE  AUTOMOBILE. 

It  is  known  that  Joliet  and  Father  Mar- 
quette, the  first  white  men  to  appear  on  the 


site  of  Chicago,  came  in  1673,  but  it  was  not 
until  some  time  later  that  the  city  began  to 
develop  and  flourish.  In  fact,  it  was  not  until 
1830  that  maps  were  made,  definitely  marking 
out  the  town  of  Chicago. 

It  is  not  too  much  of  a  strain  on  the  im- 
agination to  picture  the  mode  of  traveling 
used  at  the  beginning  of  this  wonderful  city. 
Nor  is  it  too  much  to  remember  the  old  horse- 
and-buggie,s  that  trotted  the  city  streets.  How- 
ever, though  the  years  have  been  few  since 
then,  developments  have  been  many,  and  with 
them  the  demands  for  better  transportation, 
with  the  result  that  we  now  save  so,  many 
vehicles  on  the  city  streets  that  it  is  necessary 
to  build  lines  above  the  roads  for  trains  that 
carry  people  from  one  part  of  the  city  to  the 
other,  in  order  not  to  endanger  their  lives  by 
the  increasing  number  of  cars. 
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Although  the  first  form  of  a  self-propelled 
machine  called  an  automobile  was  brought  in- 
to existence  in  1890,  the  first  horseless  carriage 
Avas  invented  by  Sir  Isaac  Newton  in  1680. 
However,  it  took  centuries  before  it  came  into 
practical  use,  and  even  then,  was  regarded  as 
an  expensive  and  dangerous  plaything.  For 
instance,  England  enforced  a  law  that  forbade 
automobiles  to  go  more  than  four  miles  an 
hour,  and  required  a  man  waving  a  red  flag 
to  precede  every  power-driven  car. 

The  first  automobile  race  in  America  was 
held  in  Chicago  on  Nov.  2ml,  1895,  over  a 
course    of    ninety    miles.      Two    cars    started, 
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but  only  one  finished,  covering  the  course  af- 
ter eight  hours  and  forty-elight  minutes  of 
clattering  and  puffing.  It  consumed  five  and 
one-half  gallons  of  gas,,  stopped  ten  times  for 
repairs  and  averaged  ten  miles  an  hour. 

Let  us  compare  the  production  of  automo- 
biles, soon  after  they  were  first  manufactured, 
with  that  of  the  present  time:  In  1900  the 
United  States  manufactured  4,000  cars  at  a 
cost  $5,000,000;  in  1924,  16,000,000  were  pro- 
duced. The  amount  of  gas  used  in  the  United 
States  amounts  to  about  7,200,000  gallons. 

The  styles  and  uses  of  automobiles  vary. 
The  variety  of  purposes  for  which  automobiles 
are  now  used  has  led  to  the  creation  of  three 
distinct  types  of  cars. 

All  the  earliest  automobiles  were  pleasure 
vehicles.  'They  resembled  closely  the  single- 
seated  buggy  or  runabout,  and  the  power  was 
provided  by  a  noisy  one-cylinder  engine.  The 
next  stei)  in  development  was  the  two-seated 
convelance,  seating  four  or  five  i)ersons.  Soon, 
because  of  the  danger  incurred  by  those  seated 
in  the  back  seat,  the  car  was  given  a  round- 
shape  rear. 

Later,  as  sheet  steel  and  aluminum  were 
gradually  substituted  for  wood,  the  designers 
began  to  construct  more  artistic  and  elaborate 
models.  Now  there  are  many  types  of  pleasure 
vehicle  —  the  touring  car,  limousine,  sedan, 
and  roadster.  Of  these  the  sedan  is  most  po- 
pular. 

Another  style  and  use  of  the  automobile  is 
the  racing-car.  This  car  can  only  seat  two, 
and  it  is  built  to  otfer  the  least  possible  re- 
sistance to  air.  It  stands  close  to  the  ground, 
is  narrow  for  its  length,  and  often  sharp-point- 
ed at  the  front,  and  carries  nothing  that  will 
add  superfluous  weight. 

Another  type  is  the  truck  and  other  commer- 
cial machines.     This  includes  all  styles,  from 
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the  small  delivery  wagon  to  great  trucks  for 
the  delivery  of  coal,  stone  and  other  heavy 
materials.  The  special  features  of  this  vehicle 
are  their  great  capacity,  and  the  greater  dis- 
tance they  can  cover  as  compared  to  the  horse- 
drawn  wagons.  Automobiles  are  being  used 
for  business  purposes  to  an  ever-increasing  ex- 
tent. The  initial  investment  is  greater  than 
the  horse-and-wagon,  but  the  maintenance 
charge  is  less  and  the  amount  of  work  done 
very  much  greater. 

The  latest  models  of  automobiles,  some  hav- 
ing as  many  as  sixteen  cylinders,  were  on  dis- 
play at  the  1932  auto  show  recently  held  at 
the  Stevens'  Hotel  in  Chicago.  At  this  show 
the  remnants  of  the  first  one-cylinder  motor 
car  were  contrasted  Avith  cars  of  the  present 
day,  showing  the  great  development  of  the  in- 
dustry. 

Margaret  Mary  Loftus,  HI. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


THE  MIGRATION   OF    BIRDS. 

The  fact  that  birds  migrate  is  well  known; 
but  why,  Avhere  arid  how  they  migrate  few  of 
us  know.  It  is  true  that  frost  and  snow  pre- 
vent them  from  procuring  supplies  in  winter, 
but  their  desire  of  returning  to  their  own 
homes  i«  even  still  stronger.  In  early  August, 
for  example,  swallows  and  warblers  move 
south;  later  geese,  ducks  and  robins  migrate. 
Of  course,  all  birds  do  not  migrate.  Some, 
such  as  sparrows,  crows  and  woodpeckers, 
spend  both  winter  and  summer  here. 

The  winter  lodgings  of  the  migrating  birds 
are  determined  by  the  kind  of  food  they  eat. 
The  seed-eaters,  for  instance,  go  further  south 
than  insectivorous  birds.  In  order  to  prepare 
for  these  long  journeys,  some  birds  eat  a  great 
deal  and  become  very  fat  before  they  leave. 
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Others,   however,  stoj)  occasionally  to   eat  on 
their  way  to  the  south. 

We  may  w^onder,  sometimes,  how  birds  know 
their  way  to  such  distant  lands  as  Panama  and 
Brazil.  Is  it  by  rivers  and  mountain  ranges 
that  they  know  their  way?  No;  it  is  by  their 
own  instinct.  By  this  same  instinct  they  avoid 
the  many  dangers  of  their  journey.  A  few,  of 
course,  are  killed  by  thunderstorms,  or,  when 
flying  over  large  bodies  of  water,  they  become 
weak,  fall,  and  are  drowned.  In  spite  of  all, 
they  continue  to  migrate  back  and  forth  every 
year.  With  the  opening  of  the  first  green  buds 
is  heard  the  cheery  song  of  the  birds  that  have 
returned  again  to  announce  the  glad  tidings 
of  Spring. 

Emily  Del  Negro,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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BACK  TO  SCHOOL. 

Back  to  school !  Surely  the  holidays  are  not 
over  so  soon !  It  seems  as  if  we  had  been  trav- 
elling along  a  bright  sunny,  flower-strewn  path, 
taking  things  as  they  came,  with  scarcely  a 
thought  of  the  future;  then  suddenly  the  path 
ends  abruptly,  and  we  are  left  standing  on  the 
brink  of  the  precipice,  pausing  before  Ave  jump 
across  on  to  the  next  path,  which  looks  dull 
and  dreary  in  comparison  with  the  path  we 
must  now  leave.  "But,"  we  sigh,  "all  good 
things  must  end !"  So,  with  lagging  footsteps, 
we  trudge  upstairs  to  the  attic  to  unearth  our 
books.  We  sigh  again  as  we  slump  downstairs, 
our  arms  laden  with  dismal,,  forlorn  texts. 

On  the  next  morning  we  finallj'  set  out  for 
school,  rather  out-of-sorts  because  we  have 
waited  until  the  last  minute  to  get  ready,  and 
then  have  to  hurry  unduly.  Big  brother 
would  whistle;  the  baby,  waked  up  by  all 
the  commotion,  wails  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
indignant  at  being  thus  rudely  interrupted  in 
his  infant  dreams.  Nor  are  we  greatly  cheered 
by  the  fact  that  our  distracted  mothers  seem 
glad  to  be  rid  of  us.  But  who  could  blame 
them  ? 

But,  once  on  the  way  we  find  ourselves  slip- 
ping into  the  old  routine,  and  our  mood  changes 
to  one  of  pleasant  anticipation.  Our  comrades 
join  us  as  we  Avalk  up  the  familiar  street,  and 
soon  we  are  not  only  cheerful,  but  actually 
merry.  Inside  the  building  we  have  new  ac- 
quaintances to  make,  and  —  ah !  here  come 
some  of  last  year's  classmates ;  and  so  absorbed 


Compliments 
of  a  Friend. 


we  are  in  gay  chatter  that  —  it  must  have 
been  someone  else  who  felt  so  dreary  last 
night! 

Such  excitement  as  there  is!  The  air  is 
electrified  Avith  it !  But  here  comes  our  Mis- 
tress. She  rings  her  little  bell,  and  silence 
settles  doAvn  on  the  Avell-filled  auditorium.  We 
are  assigned  to  our  class-rooms.  There  Ave  have 
registration  slips  to  fill  in,  time-tables  to  copy, 
and  books  to  obtain.  Then,  home  again  until 
the  next  day.  We  sigh  again.  But  this  time 
it  is  because  Ave  must  Avait  until  to-morroAv, 
Avhen  Ave  Avould  like  to  settle  doAvn  immediately, 
to  class,  and  study,  and  basketball,  to  another 
year  of  Avork  and  play;  and  —  0!  girls!  isn't 
it  great  to  be  back? 

Rita  Huntley,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE    GOIiDEX    LEAVES. 

The  leaves  are  falling, 

F"alllng   doAvn, 

Some  are  green 

And   others   brown; 

From    green    to    brown, 

A  golden  hue, 

They    dance   to    meet    the   morning    deAv. 

Whispering    leaves   recount 

The   tale, 

Swiftly  how  they  used 

To  sail 

Up    and    down    and    all    around. 

Dreading    to    even    touch 

The   ground. 

Betty  Stephens,  First  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


LORETTO. 

Loretto,  Loretto,  the  joy  of  every  heart, 
Loretto,  Loretto,  I  hope  we  never  part. 

Loretto,  Loretto,  I  look  to  thee  with  pride, 
Loretto,   Loretto,   thou   wilt   always   be  my   guide, 

Lcretto,  Loretto,  the  school  that  I  hold  dear  .... 
But  .  .  .  please,  &e  easy:  for  it's  my  first  year! 

Mary    Louise   Drury,    II. B, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewoo<i,  Chicago. 
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Ult^e  iKambotu  g^taff 


Loretto  Abbey  College. 

Margaret  linger,  3T3,  Editor-in-Chief. 
Mary  McLaughlin,  8T3,  Business  Manager. 
Dorothea  Cain,  3T3,  Associate  Editor. 
Gertrude  Taekaberry,  3T4,  Associate  Editor, 


Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Mary  Vining,  Editor. 
Isabel  Hannon,  Business  Manager. 
Deborah  Dick,  Associate  Editor. 
Barbara  Knox,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

Agnes  Grogan,  Editor. 
Mary  Callahan,   Business  Manager 
Aileen  O'Donnell,  Assistant  Editor. 
Norma  Kelly,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 

Margaret  Nims,  Editor. 
Bernice  Cunningham,  Business  Ma7wger. 
Margaret  Mary  Loftus,  Associate  Editor. 
Elizabeth  Healy,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 
Mai  Caffrey,  Editor. 
Mary  Brown,  Business  Manager. 
Marjorie  Allen,  Associate  Editor. 
Catherine  Findlay,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 

Norma  Santos,  Editor. 
Jean  Whittaker,  Business  Manager. 
Eleanor  Randall,  Associate  Editor. 
Mary  Craven,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario.  * 

Jeanne  McLaughlin,  Editor. 
Mary  Seiferd,  Business  Manager^ 
Mary  Raddigan,  Associate  Editor. 
Verna  Jones,  Associate  Editor. 


u^% 


Loretto  Convent,  Sioux  Lookout,  Ontario. 

Jennie  Swinski,  Editor. 
Mary  Veechies,  Business  Manager. 
Stella  Husak,  Associate  Editor. 
Patricia  Bell,  Associate  Editor. 


St.  Cyril  School,  Chicago. 

Helen  Ileatherly,  Editor. 
Reginald  McHugh,  Business  Manager 
Jean  O'Neill,  Associate  Editor. 
John  O'Neill,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 

Margaret  McEvoy,  Editor. 
Bessie  Montero,  Business  Manager. 
Miriam  Wolf,  Associate  Editor. 
Margaret  Krell,  Associate  Editor. 


St.  Bride  School,  Chicago. 

William  Byrne,  Editor. 
Henry  Pebler,  Business  Manager. 
Betty  Ann  Lynch,  Associate  Editor. 
Mary  Louise  Bryan,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Ave.,  Toronto. 
Mary  McConvey,  Editor. 
Evelyn  Murphy,  Business  Manager. 
Beryl  Black,  Associate  Editor. 
Ethel  Wilson,  Associate  Editor. 


Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Ont. 

Eunice  Le  Souder,  Editor. 
Mary  Cayley,  Business  Manager. 
Leona  Gaynor,  Associate  Editor. 
Agnes  Gaffney,  Associate  Editor. 
Helen  Atchison,  Associate  Editor. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 


"Crib,"   the  Stations   of   the  Cross,   and   his  great 
influence  in  increasing  devotion  to  the  Mass,  and 
.  to  the  Holy  Name  of  Jesv\s. 

LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION  „r              ,         !^  *  *      !      *   *u     .<t^i 

T  nitvr^n  A             '*-"^'-"- «'»■»«'-'"  We  are  pleased  to  note  in  the  "Eikon"  the  in- 

iOKETTO  ABBEY,  TORONTO.  structive  and  devotional  magazine  of  the  Reverend 

Patroness.  ..MOTHER    GENERAL  M.  ST.  TERESA,  l.B.v.M.  Redemptorist  Fathers,  Toronto,  a  series  of  articles 

Honorary  President ..  MOTHER  M.  BONA  VENTURE   I.B.V.M.  ^^  ^^^  Kathleen  Hickey,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 

Honorary  Vice-President MBS.  FRANK  OASSIDY.  «       ♦       «       *       * 

Preiid.nt    MRS.  DAVID  O'MEARA,  One  afternoon  in   early  July   our  kind   friend, 

rir.t  Vic.-Pr..id.nt MIss^i^ELENE  STrb^LES.  I^^verend    Dr.    Muckle,    of    St.    Michael's    College. 

422  Sherbourne  St     Toronto  brought  to  visit  us  an  inreresting  group  of  young 

Second    Vlce-Preiident    MRS.  FRANK  CLANCY.  women— the  members  of  the  Theta  Phi  Alpha  So- 

497  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Toronto.  rority — Catholic    students     from     eleven     different 

Treaiurer    MISS  MAY  O' CALLAHAN.  states  of  the  union    who  were  gathered  in  Toronto 

1    Sultan    St..    Toronto.  i                  j.-            t^   •                   ,             ^   ^ 

Recording  Secretary  MRS.  J.  DEvlNE.  '"  annual  convention.     It  is  very  pleasant  to  meet 

399  Glencairn  Ave.,  Toronto  a  youthful  Catholic  group  so  interested  in  educa- 

Oorreeponding  Secretary   MRS.  WILLIAM  LVONS.  tion,   and   we  extend   them   a  cordial  invitation  to 

49    Poplar    Plains    Cres.,  rotnrn 

Toronto.  return. 

OoBTener  of  Houie  Oommlttee . .  MRS.  THOMAS  H.  ANDISON,  ***** 

200  Russell  Hill  Road,   To-  During  the   summer   three   of   the   members   of 

OonTener  of  Entertainment  ..mrT^FRED    WOODS,  ^he   I.B.V.M.    completed    the  golden   cycle    of   fifty 

491  Markham  St.,  Toronto.  years  of  service  in  the  Master's  vineyard.     Mother 

OonTener  of  Membership  MRS.  JOHN  LEE.  Emiliana  McGuire  was  privileged  to  have  her  own 

OonTener    of   Pre..    -. SR^TlLLtlli   FOx"*""  b^i?"'.^   ^'^'.'^nl  '"^^5    ^^'v.^^"""^   ^x-^.^'    ''^'''" 

63   Sherwood    St.,    Toronto.  ^^^  St.  Patrick  s  Church,  South  Bend,  Indiana,  sing 

High  Mass  for  her  in  St.  Mary's  Church,  Tampico, 

Presidents  of  Loretto  Associations.  Illinois,    where    their    brother.    Reverend    Thomas 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  Toronto.MISS  GERALDINE  MALONEY,  J!''?»!'''"^i.  "^m^  ^^l  ^^^''''\?^  ^^^  ?^^^^'   ^^.^^^'tf.^- 

16  St.  Joseph  St.,  Toronto!  Mother  Emiliana  has  taught  catechism  to  the  chil- 

Niagara    FaU.     MISS    FLORENCE    MULLIN,  dren   of    the   parish   and   prepared    them    for   their 

_     ,,^        ^  ^                            ^iJ'^S^^^i^lt^l  ®.*'  l^'™*'  O*''"  First  Communion  each   summer  for  several  years. 

^"""*°"'   "''* ^rDefa^v^anv^L^fo^n^'  On  Mother  Francis  Corcoran's  Jubilee  day^High 

Stratford,    Ont MISS  JANE  MEGAN,  Mass  was  celebrated  at  the  Abbey  by  Right  Rever- 

136  Church  St.,  Stratford,  Ont.  end   Mo'nsignor    J.    J.    Blair,    and    many   references 

englewood,  Chicago   MISS  MARY  COLLINS,  were    made    to    the    days    in    Stratford,    when    her 

9604  South  Hamuton  Ave.,  j^j^^  parents  Were  the  generous  benefactors  of  the 

SanU  Ste.  Marie,  Mich MISS   IDA  RANSOM.  new  Loretto  Convent,  and  to  the  fact  that  Mother 

JoUet.  III.    (St.  Mary'.  High  Francis    herself   was    the   first    to    enter  the   Com- 

Joliet,  "ill.  ■  (St."  Mary'.' '  Acal munity  from  that  city. 

demy)   MISS  WINNIFRED  BANNON,  Mother  Claudia  Brown's  years  in  religion  have 

214  Glenwood  Ave.,              '  likewise     reached     the     half     century     mark,     and 

Woodlawn.   Chicago    MISS  ""oLl^E^sraTk.  everywhere   in    the   Convents   of    the   I.B.V.M.    are 

1539  East  63rd  St    Chicago  evidences  of  the  generous  use  of  her  artistic  gifts. 

Kew  York,   N.T MISS  FORDE.         ''  The    underlying    motif    of    these    Jubilee    cele- 

Detrolt,    Mich MISS  LORETTO  DUPUIS.  brations  is  well  expressed  in  the  sermon  preached 

3032   Pingree   Ave.,  by  Reverend  Thomas  McGuire,  who  took  as  his  text 

»-•.!»    v-r                              «Too  w^^^^^ii.^^-S^x-r  the  words  of  our  Divine  Lord:      "If  thou  wilt  be 

Buffalo,  N.T MISS  MARY  MAXWELIi.  c      *          n      n    ii,         i.      i.         j       •         -j.   ^      ^i. 

Graduates'    Club.    Loretto  Ab-  perfect,  sell  all  thou  hast  and  give  it  to  the  poor 

bey  College  School.  Toronto.MISS   DOROTHEA   CAIN,  and  come  and  follow  Me."      He  spoke  of    the    lack 

48C    Brunswick    Ave.,  of  understanding  by  many  well-intentioned  people 

Toronto.  qj  ^jjg  world  regarding  the  good  coming  from  the 

-  sacrifice    of    one's    life    in    a    religious   community. 

He  illustrated    by    many     examples    the     immense 

ALUMNAE  XOTES.  power   and    influence    exercised    by    the   nun,   who, 

The    Fall    meeting  of  the  L.A.A.  will  be  held  even  though  she  is  in  the  world,  is  not  of  it.     As 

on  Tuesday  afternoon,   October    25th,   at  half-past  Father  Vignat,  S.J.,   says:      "Vocation  to  the  reli- 

three  o'clock,  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights.  8io"«  "^^  is  on^  "^  the  greatest  favors  Our  Lord 

*****  can  grant  to  a  soul.     He  has  promised  a  hundred 

The  Annual  Bridge-Taa,  from  which  we  derive  ^^Id  even  in  this  life— and  He  gives  it,  too." 

the  greater  portion  of  our  funds  for  financing  our  *      *      *      *      * 

activities  of  the  year,  will  be  held  at  the  home  of 

Mrs.   Thomas  H.  Andison,   300   Russell  Hill   Road, 

on  Saturday  afternoon,  November  26th,  at  half-past 

two  o'clock. 


A  most  interesting  lecture  was  given  by  Rever- 
end Father  Ethelbert,0  .F.M.,  to  the  Community 
and  pupils  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  on 
Oct.  4th,  on  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  in  which  he  dwelt 
particularly     on     St.     Francis'     devotion     to     the 


Gratifying  to  Lo^rettb  is  the  gift  to  the  respec- 
tive dioceses,  of  two  churches,  one  by  a  former 
Loretto  pupil,  Miss  Rose  Kennedy,  and  the  other 
in  memory  of  a  former  Loretto  pupil,  Mrs.  Frank 
O'Connor  (Nellie  Hayes).  The  first,  the  Church 
of  the  Martyrs,  at  Bayfield,  Ontario,  formerly  the 
worshiping-place  for  the  Methodists  of  that  dis- 
trict, was  purchased  in  the  summer  of  1930,  by 
Miss  Rose  Kennedy,  Stratford,  Ontario,  and  pre- 
sented  to   the  Diocese  of   London,    in   memory   of 
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her  brother,  the  late  Honourable  W.  C.  Kennedy, 
ill  order  that  the  Catholics  of  the  summer-colony 
of  Bayfield  and  the  vicinity  might  have  the  con- 
solations of  our  holy  ireligion,  even  during  vaca- 
tion time. 


CHURCH  OF  THE   MARTYRS,  Bayfield,    Ontiirio. 

The  second,  the  Church  of  the  Precious  Blood, 
at  Wexford,  built  in  1857  by  a  Methodist  coin- 
gregation  and  closed  fifteen  years  ago,  was  recently 
purchased  from  the  United  Church  of  Canada, 
through  the  generosity  of  Mr.  Frank  P.  O'Connor, 
in  memory  of  his  wife.  The  building  was  com- 
pletely renovated,  and  on  June  14th,  1932,  was 
dedicated  by  His  Excellency,  Right  Reverend  Neil 
McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto.  Among 
those  present  at  the  dedication  werei  the  late 
Mr.  T.  P.  Phelan,  Sir  William  Mulock,  and  the 
Honourable  Peter  Heenan.  Very  Reverend  Francis 
Carroll,  President  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary, 
preached  the  sermon. 

Hi  i|c  >:t  (:  * 

Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tobin,  26  2 
Ontario  street,  Stratford,  Ontario,  on  the  golden 
anniversary  of  their  wedding.  The  ceremony  fifty 
years  ago  was  performed  in  St.  Joseph's  Church, 
Stratford,  by  Reverend  Father  Northgraves.  The 
anniversary  celebration  was  attended  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  T.  J.  Tobin,  and  their  son  Fergus,  Toronto; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leo  Tobin,  and  throe  children,  Mon- 
treal; Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gregory  Kew,  Windsor;  Sis- 
ter Lourdes  and  Sist«r  Cassista,  Guelph;  and  by  a 
host  of  other  relatives  and  friends. 
*      *      *      *      * 

Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  P.  King 
(Maud  Kennedy,  former  president,  Loretto  Alum- 
nae, Stratford),  18  2  Church  St.,  Stratford,  on  the 
success   of   their  son,   Mr.   Maurice  King,   recently 

called  to  the  Bar. 

*      *      *      *      * 

A  great  bereavement  to  Loretto  was  the  sud- 
den death,  from  heart-failure,  of  Sister  M.  Linda 
Connor,  I.B.V.M.,  at  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls,  Ont.,  in  the  early  nporning  of  July  23rd. 
Active,  prayerful,  cheerful,  and  self-forgetful.  Sis- 
ter Linda  died  as  she  had  lived.  Her  last  act  was 
to  prepare  to  hear  Mass  on  the  morning  of  her 
death,  but  on  her  way  to  the  chapel  she  was 
taken  suddenly  ill,  and  before  the  Mass  was  ended 
her  soul  had   gone  to  meet  her  Lord  and   God   in 


eternity.  Her  going  has  left  a  great  gap  in  the 
lives  of  those  who  knew  and  loved  her  best — her 
own  relatives  and  the  members  of  her  Community. 
May  she  rest  in  peace! 

*      «      «      *      « 

On  July  27th  Sister  M.  Raphael  Driscoll,  LB.V.M., 
died  happily  in  our  Lord  at  Loretto  Academy,  Ham- 
ilton, full  of  years  and  of  virtue,  at  the  advanced 
age  of  ninety-three.  Her  Diamond  Jubilee  in  reli- 
gion was  celebrated  some  years  ago  in  Hamilton, 
where  she  spent  the  last  twenty  years  of  her  life. 
She  was  remarkable  for  her  kindness  and  generos- 
ity, and  for  her  deep  peace  of  soul  that  could  not 
fail  to  communicate  itself  to  those  with  whom 
she  came  in  contact.  Eternal  rest  grant  her,  O 
Lord,   and   let  perpetual  light  shine  upon  her. 


LORETTO   ALUMNAE,   JOLET,    ILLINOIS. 

Our  President,  Miss  Winifred  Bannon,  has  sail- 
ed from  New  York  for  South  America,  and  will 
spend  the  winter  and  spring  travelling,  returning 
next  July  by  way  of  Los  Angeles. 


LORETTO    ALUMNAE,    DETROIT,    MICH. 

Sixteen  members  were  present  on  October  1st 
at  a  Bridge-Tea  at  the  Women's  City  Club,  the 
first  of  the  Fall  meetings.  The  Michigan  chapter 
of  the  I.F.C.A.  is  meeting  at  the  Dominican  Con- 
vent, Adrian,  on  the  14th,  15th  and  16th  of  the 
month.  Mrs.  R.  E.  Danaher,  Loretto  alumna  of 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  is  State  Corresponding  Secretary, 
and  Miss  Cecilia  Donnelly,  also  an  alumina  of  Lor- 
etto Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  goes  as  delegate. 
Miss  Loretto  Dupuis,  President  of  the  Detroit 
Alumnae,  and  Past  Governor  of  the  LF.C.A.,  will 
propose  the  toast,  "Convent  Memories,"  at  the 
banquet. 


(  luu-i'li  «»f  the  Pietious  Hlood  of  Jesus, 
Wexford,  Ontario. 
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Marriages : 

Miss  Mary  Elizabeth  Muiiroe,  graduate  of  Lor- 
etto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  B.  Munroe,  10242  Ewing 
Avenue,  Chicago,  to  Dr.  Sidney  James  MacLeod, 
on  Aug.  9th,  1932,  by  Reverend  Thomas  Palmer, 
C.S.R.,  an  old  friend  of  the  family,  who  had  bap- 
tized the  bride,  and  came  from  Kansas  City,  Mo., 
for  the  wedding.  Mrs.  Robert  Munroe,  the  bride's 
mother,  is  the  President  of  the  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,   Auxiliary. 

Miss  Mertis  Donnelly,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Abbey  College,  daughter  of  the  Honourable  James 
J.  and  Mrs.  Donnelly,  Pinkerton,  Ontario,  to  Mr. 
William  Maurice  Flannery,  on  August  17th,   1932. 

Miss  Margaret  Griffith,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Stewart  Griffith,  to  Mr.  Harold  A. 
Long,  on  Sept.  24th,  193  2,  in  the  Church  of  the 
Ascension,  Montreal.  Reverend  Leo  Nelligan,  S.J., 
performed   the  ceremony. 

Miss  Helen  Fleming,  graduate  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Woodlawn,  Chicago,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Matthew  Fleming,  to  Mr.  Raymond  Egan,  on 
May   21st,    1932. 

Miss  Lois  Mercedes  Oremus,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  David  C.  Oremius,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich., 
to  Mr.  Clifford  Phillips,  on  October  3rd,  193  2. 

Miss  Marjorie  Grace  Strieker,  of  the  class  of 
'31,  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago,  who 
after  four  years  at  Loretto  has  been  studying 
abroad,  became  the  bride  of  Mr.  George  Nelson 
Page,  on  Jan.  21st,  1932,  in  Rome.  The  Holy  Fa- 
ther sent  his  blessing,  which  was  read  after  the 
Mass  to  the  young  couple,  who  then  miade  the 
customary  visit  to  St.  Peter's,  and  to  the  three 
shrines.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Page,  after  a  prolonged 
honeymoon  abroad,  are  returning  to  America  to 
make  their  home  in  Virginia.  Mr.  Page  is  the 
nephew  of  Ambassador  Page  and  of  Thomas  Nel- 
son  Page,   the  author. 


Dr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  MacLeod   (Mary 
Elizabeth  Munroe). 

Miss  Lucy  Suriano,  daughter  of  Mr.  William 
Suriano,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.,  to  Mr.  James 
Gillotte,  Kansas  City,  on  September  17th,  1932. 

Miss  Genevieve  Ann  Pickett,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  J.  J.  Pickett,  34  Prospect  Street,  Ham- 
ilton, Ontario,  to  Mr.  Edmund  Howard  Lindsay,  on 
September  28th. 

Miss  Mary  Virginia  Clemiens,  of  the  class  of 
'31,  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago,  to  Mr. 
John  Francis  Keane,  on  May  13th,   1932. 

•Miss  Ina  Dolores  Nagle,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Edward  Nagle,  St.  Mary's,  Ontario,  to  Mr. 
Joseph  A.  Gannon,  on  Sept.  7th,  193  2.  Reverend 
Charles  Nagle,  the  bride's  uncle,  performed  the 
ceremony  and   celebrated    the  Nuptial   Mass. 


Congratulations  to: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  Ray  MacKenzie  (Gertrude 
Kelly,  alumna  of  Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto),  139 
Imperial  Avenue,  on  the  birth  of  a  son  on  July 
21st,  Hugh  Kelly,  after  his  maternal  grandfather, 
Judge  Kelly. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Hudson  (Jane  Mulvey,  graduate 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago),  on 
the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  D.  L.  Schmidt  (Gladys  Dodds, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph),  on  the  birth 
of  a  daughter  on  August  12th. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cassalatto  (Mary  Tantardini, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph),  on  the  birth 
of  a  daughter  on  June  11th. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Nelson  Page  (Marjo- 
rie Strieker,    class  of   '31,   Loretto     Acad- 
emy,   Woodlawn,    Chicago). 


Loretto   Offers   Deepest   Sympathy   to: 

Mrs.  Wallestan  Jacques,  her  daughter.  Sister 
M.  Florentia,  I.B.V.M.,  and  other  members  of  the 
family,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Jacques. 

Mr.  Connor,  and  family,  and  Miss  Daisy  Con- 
nor, on  the  death  of  their  sister,  Sister  M.  Linda, 
I.B.V.M. 
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Mrs.  McNally  and  family,  Chicago,  on  the  death 
of  her  sotn,  Mr.  Francis  McNally,  killed  in  a  train 
accident  in  New  York. 

Mrs.  T.  P.  Phelan,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band, and  to  Mrs.  Frank  McLaughlin,  their  daugh- 
ter. 

Miss  Elsa  Kastner,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey 
College,  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  widow  of 
the  late  E.  R.  Kastner. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Dillon,  and  family,  Toron- 
to, on  the  death  of  theitr  son,  John  Dillon,  Lieuten- 
ant of  the  Ambulance  Corps  of  the  De  La  Salle 
Cadets. 

Mrs.  Dowson,  on  the  death  of  her  husband, 
and  to  Mrs.  Bell,  his  sister. 

Miss  McDonnell,  of  the  staff  of  St.  David's 
School,  Toronto,   on   the  death  of  her  mother. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Coonan  (Mary  Kane),  Strat- 
ford, Ontario,  on  the  death  in  an  accident  of  their 
daughter,  Miss  Olive  Coonan,  a  pupil  of  St.  Jos- 
eph's School. 

Miss  Dolly  McCarron,  on  the  death  of  her  bro- 
ther, Mr.  Nicholas  McCarron. 

Mrs.  Thomas  McCarron,  on  the  death  of  her 
husband,  who  died  suddenly  in  the  house  of  his 
late  brother,  Mr.  Nicholas  McCarron,  on  the  day 
before  the  funeral. 

Mr.  Frank  McGoey  and  Mr.  Edward  McGoey, 
on  the  death  of  their  brother,  Reverend  Sylvester 
McGoey,  Paris,  Ont. 

Misses  Julia  and  Mary  Bray,  Mr.  James  Bray, 
Mr.  John  Bray  and  Mr.  Frank  Bray,  on  the  death 
of  their  brother,  Mr.  Joseph  Bray,  former  Loretto 
pupil  of  Joliet,  Illinois. 

Mrs.  Neil  J.  Smith,  her  daughter,  Miss  Marion 
Smith,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey  College, 
and  other  members  of  the  family,  on  the  death  of 
Mr.  Smith. 

Mrs.  Frank  Sheehy,  Kitchener  (Anna  Cronin) 
on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  E.  O'Flaherty,  and  Mrs.  B.  Murray,  Strat- 
ford, Ont.,  on  the  death  of  their  sister.  Miss  Mary 
Quirk,  sister  of  the  late  Sister  M.  Prisca,  I.B.V.M., 
Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto. 

Mrs.  Murphy,  on  the  death  of  her  husband, 
Mr.  W.  K.  Murphy,  K.C.,  and  to  his  mother,  Mrs. 
W.  K.  Murphy,  Sr.,  and  family. 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  John  M.  Fraser, 
Reverend  William  Fraser,  resident  chaplain  of 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto,  Sister 
St.  John  of  the  Good  Shepherd  Community,  To- 
ronto, Miss  May  Fraser,  and  Mr.  Alexander  Fraser 
and  Mr.  Charles  Fraser  of  Chicago,  on  the  death 
of  their  sister.  Sister  M.  Geraldine,  St.  Joseph's 
Convent,  Toronto;  and  to  Very  Reverend  Francis 
Carroll,  President  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary, 
Toronto,  and  Mr.  W.  Carroll,  Toronto,  nephews.. 

Mrs.  Morphy  (Lena  Hess,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Abbey),  on  the  death  of  her  husband,  Mr.  Hugh 
Boulton  Morphy,  K.C.,  Listowel,  and  to  Miss  Marie 
Morphy,  their  daughter,  and  Mr.  Cecil  R.  Morphy, 
son. 


Reverend  G.  Todd,  C.S.B.,  on  the  death  of  hLs 
father. 

Reverend  J.  E.  Ronan  and  Sister  Fergus,  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto,  an  the  death  of  their 

sister. 

Mrs.  Charles  J.  Regan  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  to  Mother  General  Regan  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  Toronto,  a  sister. 

Miss  Mary  Lococo,  class  of  '32,  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  on  the  death  of  her  grand- 
father, Mr.  Dattilo,  and  to  the  other  members  of 
the  family  and  relatives. 

Miss  Katharine  Fitzpatrick,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Hamilton,  and  her  brothers,  on  the  death 
of  their  brother,  Mr.  Francis  Joseph  Fitzpatrick. 

The  family  of  the  late  Mrs.  Joseph  Skelton 
(Mary  Tracey),  Guelph,  and  to  her  sister.  Miss 
Catherine  Tracey. 

Mrs.  George  Winton,  and  family,  Guelph,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband.  Miss  Margaret  Winton 
is  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  J.  Daggett  and  family,  on  the 
death  of  their  son,  Raymond  Daggett,  Loretto 
pupil  of  Joliet,  lillinois. 

Mrs.  Charles  Peter  Maguire,  her  daughters, 
Mrs.  Sweeney  (Helen),  and  Miss  Marion  Maguire, 
graduates  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chi- 
cago, and  her  sons,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Maguire. 

Mrs.  Booth  (Mary  McGrath),  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
Mich.,  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  Robert 
McGrath. 

Mr.  Charles  Schilling,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich., 
and  family,  on  the  death  of  his  wife.  Miss  Mar- 
garet Schilling  is  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy. 

Mr.  Leo  LaLonde,  and  family,  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
Mich.,  on  the  death  of  his  wife.  Misses  Agnes 
and  Clara  LaLonde  are  pupils  of  Loretto  Academy. 

Mr.  and  Mns.  John  Nolan,  W.  Jasper  St.,  Joliet, 
on  the  death  of  Raymond  Nolan,  a  former  pupil  of 
St.   Patrick's  School. 

Mrs.  George  Philip  Smith  (Alice  Murray),  on 
the  death  of  her  husband:  to  his  mother,  Mrs.  C. 
J.  Smith;  to  Mrs.  John  W.  Fitzgibbon,  his  sister, 
graduate  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Joliet,  and  Mr. 
Tliomas  V.  Smith,  his  Urother.  The  late  Mr. 
Smith  and  his  brother  were  former  Loretto  pu- 
pils of  Joliet,  Hlinois. 

Miss  Hannah  Hayden,  graduate  of  St.  Mary's 
Academy,  Joliet;  Mrs.  James  Phelan  and  Miss 
Catherine  Hayden,  also  former  Loretto  pupils  of 
Joliet,  Illinois,  and  Mr.  Michael  Hayden,  on  the 
death  of  their  brother,  Reverend  John  Hayden. 

Mrs.  Bohling,  Chicago,  and  her  daughter.  Miss 
Julia  Bohling,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Wood- 
lawn,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Bohling. 

Mr.  Frank  Cooban,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of  his 
mother,  Mrs.  B.  S.  Cooban.  widow  of  the  late  B. 
S.  Cooban,  friend  and  benefactor  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Englewood,  who  died  sixteen  years  ago. 
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IVORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS, 
TORONTO. 

September  6th — Registration.  Many  changes! 
Re-adjustment!  We  miss  familiar  faces,  but  find 
joy  in   welcoming   the   new. 

September  7ith — School  begins  .  .  .  and  vaca- 
tion is  forgotten  in  the  student's  delight  in  brand 
new  books. 

September  8th — A  "Welcome  Club"  is  formed 
to  drive  away  all  symptoms  of  home-sickness  from 
our  new  companions.  It  proves  a  most  effective 
remedy. 

September  9th — A  baseball  game  between  the 
"old"  and  the  new  girls.     The  "old"  girls  win:  9  -  8. 

In  the  evening  we  enjoy  a  series  ot  clever  char- 
ades. Many  finished  actresses  are  discovered 
amongst  us. 

September  10th — A  delightful  picnic  in  the 
woods  near  Hogg's  Hollow.  After  this  day  we  are 
all  "old"  girls,  and  at  home,  and  everyone  is 
happy. 

September  11th — This  evening  our  first  Sodality 
meeting  is  held,  and  many  plan®  are  made  for  the 
new  year,  which  is  to  be  cue  of  Catholic  Action. 
September  12ith — This  morning  Mass  in  honour 
of  4he  Holy  Ghost  is  offered  for  the  success  of  the 
school    year. 

September  16  th — The  election  of  our  Sodality 
officers  takes  place  as  foillows:  Miss  Florence  Gold- 


smith,  Vice-President;    Miss   Alicia    Leddy,    Secre- 
tary;  and  Miss  Mary  Vining,  Treasurer. 

September  22nd — The  officers  of  the  Mission 
Cru'sade  Unit  elected  to-day  are:  Miss  Geraldine 
McCarthy,  President;  Miss  Margaret  McLean,  Vice- 
President;  Miss  Mary  Vining,  Secretary;  and  Miss 
Frances   Parnell,   Treasurer. 

September  24th — A  paper  chase  across  the  fields 
to  Hogg's  Hollow  is  our  feature  programmie  for  the 
afternoon.     The  "Hares"  win. 

September  29th- — ^Game  with  Branksome  Hall. 
Scores:  First  team:  B.  H.,  14;  L.A.,  20.  Second 
team:   B.H.,  21;   L.A.,  6. 

September  30th — Our  first  debate  of  the  year — 
on  the  subject  of  censorship  of  the  "Movies."  It 
is  a  lively  success  and  promises  well  for  spirited 
debates  in  the  future.     The  affirmative  side  wins. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,   SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MICHIGAN. 

September  6th — The  opening  of  a  new  school 
year.  Mass  in  honour  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was 
celebrated  in  St.  Mary's  Church  at  eight  o'clock. 
Nino  o'clock  saw  the  entire  student  body  assembled 
in  the  chapel  to  consecrate  the  year  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  The  Act  of  Consecration  was  read  and  a 
hymn  sung. 


Thos.  N.  Phelan,   K.C.,   LL.B.;   Edward  A. 
Richardson,    Edson    L.    Haines. 

Telephone — Adel.    8031,    8032. 

PHELAN,  RICHARDSON  and 
HAINES 

BARRISTERS,    SOLICITORS,    NOTARIES 
PUBLIC 

FEDERAL   BUILDING,   RICHMOND   and 
SHEPPARD  STREETS,  TORONTO. 


Kingsdale  8801. 


X-Ray. 


DR.  W.  J.  WOODS 

DENTIST 


12  BLOOR  ST.  E., 
TORONTO. 


H.  G.  McINTOSH 

DISPENSING    SPECIAUST 

Physicians'    an«l    Surgeons'    Building, 
86  Bloor  St.  W.    KI.  5706  -  MI.  0246 

Prompt  Motor  Delivery 

Anywhere   in   Toronto. 


Best  Wishes  from 
a  Group  of  Friends 


THE  RIPPON  ART 

Fine  Art  Dealers   and  Picture  Framers. 
Artists'  Supplies. 

Winsor    and    Newton's    —   Reeves    and    Sons. 

Oils,  Watercolors,   etc. 

Greeting   Cards   for    all    occasions. 

490  BLOOR   STREET   W.      MEL.   4961. 
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Avenue  Road  Hill, 


1  3 1   Farnham  Avenue,  Toronto. 


PRIVATE   DAY   SCHOOL  FOR   BOYS    UNDER 
DRECTION    OF    CHRISTIAN    BROTHERS. 

REV.  BROTHER  ALFRED,  F.S.C.,  LL.D.,  Primipal. 

COURSES  : 

HIGH  SCHOOL  DEPARTMENT:    Classes  leading  Into   Toronto   University.      Special 
attention  to  Latin  and  Greek  for  Students  intending  to  study  for  the  Priesthood. 
COMMERCIAL  DEPARTMENT:    Complete   Course   embracing  study  of   French   and 
Spanish  Languages. 

PREPARATORY  DEPARTMENT:  For  Third  and  Fourth  Book  Grade  Pupils,  featur- 
ing in  a  special  manner  Conversational  IVench  and  Vocal  Culture. 
EXCELLENT  CLASSES  in  Physical  Training,  Cadet  Work,  etc. 

A  school  ideally  located  for  quiet  and  study  in  the  midst  of  Nature's  best; 
thirteen  and  one  half  acres  of  trees,  lawns  and  gardens;  magnificent  campus,  large 
airy,  sunlit  classrooms;  most  healthful  conditions  for  school  life. 

Send  for  Booklet,  or,  better,  come  and  see  "Oaklands." 

For  information  regarding  admission,  fees,  courses,  etc.,  address:  Rev.  Brother 
Alfred,  Principal,  131  Farnham  Avenue;  or  call  Kingsdale  2151  between  9.00  a.m. 
and  5.00  p.m. 


September  9th — No  gymnasium  to-day!  A  so- 
cial gathering  was  held  on  the  grounds  under  the 
expert  management  of  Miss  Lorraine  Finlan.  The 
First  Form  were  ushered  up  before  the  Seniors, 
and  after  a  careful  inspection  we  decided  to  keep 
them. 

September  12th — The  Feast  of  the  Institute, 
the  Parish,  and  the  City  —  a  Feast  of  Feasts, 
our  own  dear  Blessed  Mother's  Name  Day.  We 
shall  long  cherish  its  memory.  The  celebration 
was  made  complete  for  us  by  a  holiday. 

September  15th — A  momiorable  day!  Fourteen 
dignified  Seniors  held  a  wiener-troast  at  Sherman 
Park,  and  once  more  "a  good  time  was  had  by  all." 

September  16'th — Gymnasium  classes  were 
formed.  Under  the  instruction  of  Miss  Kent,  Di- 
rector, we  are  looking  forward  to  an  interesting 
year  in  athletics  and  gymnastics. 

September  19th — Senior  dlass  elections,  with 
the  following  results:  President,  Miss:  Bessie  Mon- 
tero;  Vice-President,  Miss  Leota  Arbic;  Treasurer, 
Miss  Eleanor  Oremus  ;  Secretary,  Miss  Margaret 
McEvoy. 

Margaret  McEvoy. 


liORETTO  ACADEMY,  NL;\GARA  FALLS,  ONT, 

September  13th — Ambitious  and  sun-burned,  we 
return  after  a  delightful  holiday  to  begin  what 
we  hope  to  be  another  success.ful  school  year. 
Heartaches,  not  a  few,  over  the  loss  of  our  former 
Mistress  of  Schools  —  consolation  in  the  thought 
of  meeting  her  on  the  occasion  of  our  Inter-Loretto 


basketball  games.  The  departure  of  several  other 
teachers  for  new  fields  of  labour  also  causes  our 
regret,  but  there  are,  as  in  the  past,  compensations, 
and  a  hearty  welcome  is  being  given  to  our  new 
Mistress  of  Schools  and  our  new  teachers. 

September  15th — School  opening.  Mass  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  First  of  the  series  of  religious  in- 
structions by  Reverend  Father  Columba  enjoyed 
by  all. 

September  17th — Brock's  Monument  —  our  an- 
nual picnic.  Disitant  rumblings  of  thunder  and 
a  shower  failed  to  dampen  our  spirits.  The  initi- 
ates gave  an  inimitable  performance  on  the 
Heights. 

September  18th — An  inspiring  sermon  by  Rever- 
end Father  Leo,  O.Carm.  Two  pleasant  birthday 
celebrations  —  for  Miss  Lucille  Hettrick  and  Miss 
Dorothy  Twist. 

September  21st — School  elections  —  Miss  Kay 
Hunt,  School  Leader,  presiding.  President  of  St. 
Cecilia's  Music  Club,  Miss  Helen  Cairns;  President 
of  Loretto  Athletic  Asssociation,  Miss  Gayle  Han- 
cock; Vice-President,  Miss  Margaret  Mayes;  Secre- 
tary, Miss  Marjorie  Allen;  Treasurer,  Miss  Mary 
Blanche. 

September  24th — Our  first  riding-lesson  of  the 
term.  Sixteen  enter  the  lists  — ■  all  highly  enthu- 
siastic.     Only   two    falls   recorded! 

September  25th — Charming  bridge  party  in  the 
club  room  given  for  the  new-comers  by  the  "M.  T. 
W."  Basketball  and  swimming  popular  as  ever. 
Field   day  just  ahead! 
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RESULTS  OP   TORONTO  CONSERVATORY   AND 

L.ORETTO  ACADEMY  MUSIC  EXA»nNATIONS 

FOR  1932. 

Associate  Piano  Examination,  Teachers'  Course 
(A.T.C.M.) — Honours:  Miss  Margaret  Rose  Hend- 
ley;  Pass:  Miss  Catherine  Kilawee;  Intermediate 
Grade,  Honours:  Miss  Isabel  Mitchell;  Interme- 
diate School  Grade,  Honours:  Misses  Kathleen 
Hunt,  Alice  Eads,  Norma  Tobey,  May  Caffrey,  and 
Rosemary  Bale;  Pass:  Miss  Kathleen  Mayes;  Junior 
School,  First  Class  Honours:  Miss  Lucy  Kuntz; 
Honours:  Misses  Betty  Collins  and  Geraldine 
Morris;  Pass:  Misses  Lucia  Sciarrino,  Catherine 
Gorman;  Primiary  School  Honours:  Miss  Helen 
Jane  Sensenbrenner;  Pass:  Misses  Margaret  Gil- 
bert and  Peggy  Milligan;  Elementary  Grade,  First 
Class  Honours,  Miss  Constance  Renaud;  Honours, 
Misses  Helen  Dart,  and  Eleanor  Anne  Forrestal; 
Pass,  Miss  Betty  Turner;  Introductory  Grade,  First 
Class  Honours:  Misses  Alice  Twist  and  Jean  Twist; 
Honours:  Miss  Eileen  Meek.  Written  examina- 
tion in  the  teaching  of  piano.  Honours:  Misses  Mar- 
garet Rose  Hendley  and  Catherine  Kilawee;  Pri- 
mary Theory,  Honours:  Miss  Rosemary  Bale; 
Pass:  Misses  May  Caffrey  and  Helen  Cairns;  Ele- 
mentary Theory,  First  Class  Honours:  Misses  Rita 
Schwalm,  Margaret  Mayes,  and  Lucy  Kuntz. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  HAMILTON,  ONTARIO. 

September    6th — The    opening    day    of    school! 
The  renewal   of  pleasant  com;panionships,   the  an- 


ticipation of  a  year  filled  with  work,  play  and  happy 
associations!  We  again  salute  our  Alma  Mater 
and  heartily  pledge  ourselves  to  a  year  of  re- 
doubled  activity   on  her   behalf. 

September  7th — To-day  marked  the  re-opening 
of  our  Crusade  Unit.  The  Unit  celebrates  its  tenth 
anniversary  this  year,  and  it  is  the  resolution  of 
all  to  make  this  a  really  worth-while  year  by  in- 
creased zeal  for  the  m,issions.  The  following  offi- 
cers were  elected:  Miss  Jean  Whittaker,  President; 
Miss  Margaret  Lunn,  Vice-President;  Miss  Grace 
Dion,  Secretary;  Miss  Helen  Goodrow,  Treasurer; 
Misses  Marguerite  White,  Josephine  Reynolds,  Pat- 
ricia Hanrahan,  Jean  Whittaker  and  Frances  Whit- 
taker, Captains. 

September  1 4  th — The  first  meeting  of  'the  Junior 
and  Senior  Literary  and  Athletic  Societies.  This 
year,  on  account  of  the  increased  attendance  in 
the  High  School,  membership  in  the  Senior  Liter- 
ary was  'limited  to  the  two  Senior  forms.  The 
"Rainbow"  Editorial  Staff  was  elected  as  follows: 
Miss  Norma  Santos,  Editor;  Miss  Jean  Whittaker, 
Business  Manager;  Miss  Eleanor  Randall  and  Miss 
Mary  Craven,  Associate  Editors,  representing  the 
Senior  and  the  Junior  Units  respectively. 

September  21st — Sodality  meeting  under  the 
direction  of  our  Honorary  President  and  Superior, 
Mother  M.  Immaculate  Heart.  Miss  Mary  Hennessy 
was  elected  President;  Miss  Helen  Burns  Secretary. 
September  25th — The  beautiful  grounds  of  Lor- 
etto  Academy  were  en  fete  yesterday  for  the  re- 
ception of  the  annual  Holy  Name  Parade.  Over 
two  thousand  Catholic  men  marched  in  proud 
manifestation    of    their    faith    and    their    devotion 


If  you  want  to  retain 

GOOD  HEALTH 
GOOD  LOOKS 

Drink  Plenty  of  Pure,  Rich  Milk  — 

At  least  one  glass  at  every  meal. 

Pure  Milk  is  Nature's  most  nearly 

perfect  food. 


Company,  Limited. 

KIngsdale  6151 


Fruit  and  Vegetables 

Supplying   Hospitals,   Hotels,   Cafeterias 
and  Boarding  Schools  Our  Specialty. 

For  SERA  ICE  and  SATISFACTION 
Telephone 
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H.  J.  ASH, 

■   1)0   (^olborne   Street. 
ADel.    1345  -  6. 


The  Club  Coffee  Company 

Specialists  in 

COFFEES  and  TEAS 

We  are  direct  importers  of  Coffee  and 
Tea  and  can  give  you  excellent  value. 
Samples  sent  on  request.  Kindly  state  what 
price  you  are  paying,  and  we  feel  sure  we  can 
quote  less  for  same  quality,  or  better  quality 
at  same  price. 

240    CHURCH    STREET,    TORONTO. 
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The  bread  tor 

children  —  they 

love  its  rich, 

creamy  flavor 


BREDINS  ^Honey-KtusfWHU^ 


to  the  Holy  Name  of  Jewus.  The  School  Cadets 
led  the  parade,  which  assemhled  at  St.  Mary's  Pro- 
Cathedral,  and  wound  its  way  through  the  city  to 
the  Convent  gates.  The  .spacious  lawns,  now  in 
their  autumn  glory,  formed  a  fit  setting  for  such  a 
gathering.  Following  the  singing  of  "Come  Holy 
Ghost,"  Reverend  V.  A.  Dermody,  M.A.,  delivered 
a  most  Inspiring  sermon,  illustrating,  by  reference 
to  the  Scriptures,  the  sacredness  and  divine  power 
of  the  Holy  Name.  Then  the  Litany  of  the  Holy 
Name  was  recited  in  reparation  for  the  abuses 
committed  against  it,  and  was  followed  by  solemn 
Benediction  at  the  lovely  altar  erected  in  the 
grounds.  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Gehl,  Vicar- 
General  of  the  Diocese,  officiated,  assisted  by  Rev- 
erend Dii.  J.  F.  Ryan  and  Reverend  B.  Harrigan. 
Mr.  A.  J.  Nelligan's  band  was  in  attendance. 

September  28th — Second  meeting  of  the  Senior 
Literary.  The  work  of  the  year  was  briefly  out- 
lined and  the  Executive  elected.  President,  Miss 
Marie  Berry;  Vice-President,  Miss  Jane  William- 
son; Secretary,  Miss  Helen  Goodrow;  Treasurer, 
Miss  Margaret  Nelligan. 

Norma   D.    Santos. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  STRATFORD,  ONTARIO. 

September  1st — We  welcome  new  teachers  and 
new"  pupils. 

Septenjber  12th — The  Catholic  Women's  League 
distributes  Sunday  School  prizes  to  pupils  of  St. 
Joseph's  School. 

September  13th — Election  of  officers  for  the 
various  school  activities.  The  officers  for  the  Little 
Flower  Literary  and  Mission  Club  are — President, 


Miss  Eunice  LeSouder;  Vice-President,  Miss  Mary 
Cioney;  and  Secretary-Treasurer,  Miss  Irene  Le- 
Souder. 

September  16th — The  first  of  cur  religious  in- 
s:tructions  given  by  our  friend  and  chaplain,  Rever- 
end Father  Chisholm.  The  course  promises  to  be  as 
interesiting  as  it  is  instructive. 

September  18th — Meeting  of  the  Sodality. 
Election  of  officers. 

September  21st — Half-holiday  to  attend  Strat- 
ford Fall  Fair. 

September  23rd — Basketball!  Miss  Helen  Cio- 
ney is  our  coach. 


LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,  ENGLEWOOD, 
CHICAGO. 

School  days!  September  9th,  and  everyone 
within  Loretto's  halls  is  happy  to  be  back  again. 
We  greet  old  friends,  meet  new  ones,  and  talk 
over  the  summer  months. 

But  the  new  girls  have  had  a  "head-S'tart"  on 
us!  On  September  8th  they  were  welcomed  to 
Loretto  by  the  officers  of  the  Sodality.  An  enteo-- 
tainment  was  given  and  refreshments  were  served. 
"O  to  be  in  First  Year,  now  that  September's  here!" 

September  12th — We  were  given  an  afternoon's 
holiday  in  honour  of  the  feast  of  the  Holy  Name  of 
Mary. 

September  13th — Mass  in  honour  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  for  the  success  of  the  coming  school  year 
was  offered  by  our  pastor.  Right  Reverend  Monsig- 
nor  Ryan,  in  St.  Bernard's  Church.  The  entire 
school  attended  in  a  body. 

September  14  th — We  had  our  first  inatructlon, 
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and  were  introduced  to  our  new  Chaplain,  Rever- 
end Father  Lynch. 

September  20  th — Our  first  Soda'lity  meeting  of 
the  year  was  held  to-day  in  the  assembly.  We 
elected  our  officers  for  the  coming  year  as  follows: 
Miss  June  Lyons,  Prefect;  Miss  Annarose  Schofield, 
Chairman  of  the  Eucharistic  Section;  Miss  Dorothy 
Roche,  Chairman  of  the  Social  Section;  Miss  Leo- 
nardine  Charlson,  Chairman  of  the  Mission  Section; 
Miss  Bernice  Cunningham,  Chairman  of  the  Publi- 
city Section. 

Everyone  —  except  the  First  Form,  of  course — 
is   anxiously    awaiting    initiation    week. 

Margaret  Mary  Loftus,  Third  Year. 


October  3rd — Feast  of  the  "Little  Flower." 
Spiritual  offerings  for  the  China  Missions.  A  little 
Shrine  was  erected  in  the  school  corridor  in  honour 
of  the  Patroness  of  Missions. 

Jeanne   McLaughlin. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH,  ONTARIO. 

September  1st — Re-opening  of  school!  Every- 
body is  glad  to  be  back,  and  ready  for  work  again. 

September  8th — We  assisted  at  Mass  for  the 
opening  of  school  in  the  chapel  at  nine  o'clock,  of 
which  Reverend  Fati.er  Leilis.  President  of  the 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith.  Avas  the 
celebrant. 

September  12th — In  honour  of  Our  Lady's  Name 
Day,  the  Rosary  was  recited  in  the  Assembly  Hall. 
The  Crusaders  enrolled  for  the  new  school  year 
and    renewed    their   pledge. 

September  14  th — Reverend  Father  Simpson 
gave  us  our  first  religious  instruction  of  the  school 
year  at   nine  o'clock  this  morning. 

September  29th — Election  of  the  Conveners  of 
the  various  committees  in  the  school. 


Wegln^^se 


You  are 
buying  only 
once  .  .  .  then 

BUY 

the 

BEST 


Your  electric  refrigerator  should  be  a  life- 
time investment.  It  will  be  if  you  choose 
a  Westinghouse  .  .  .  because  Westinghouse 
is  built  for  lifetime,  trouble-free  operation 
and  satisfaction.  That  is  why  it  costs 
you  less  and  saves  you  more  per  year! 
If  you  would  buy  once  and  for  all,  buy  the 
best. 

MILLS  &  HADWIN  LIMITED 

3147  YONGE  ST.,  TORONTO     -:^^^^^^ 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  AV  OODLAWN,  CHICAGO. 

Sept.  7th — The  historic  school-bell  tolls  its  dis- 
tant chimes  and  from  hither  and  yon  come  Lor- 
etto's  children.  The  school-halls  once  more  are 
alive  with  laughing,  chattering  groups,  comparing 
summer  experiences  and  anticipating  the  year  in 
diverse  ways.  The  fourth-year  girls,  all  aware  of 
their  senior  dignity,  are  taking  full  possessison  of 
that  cherished  asset,  the  "Olub  Room."  Many 
new  faces  are  seen  amooig  us,  a^  an  unusually  large 
First  Form  Class  has  enrolled.  May  they  day  by 
day  grow,  as  we  have  done,  to  love  Loretto  and 
her  traditions. 

Sept.  8th — Short  classes  to  adjust  our  pro- 
gramme and  then  a  half-holiday.      (Applause). 

Then  .  .  .  school  once  more  in  earnest.  Con- 
versation consists  mainly  of  phrases  like,  "What 
are  you  taking?"  "I  wish  I  could  fit  typing  in 
my  programme,"  etc.  New  books,  new  subjects, 
and  new  energy. 

Sept.  16th — Senior  Class  Elections:  Miss 
Florence  Hayes,  President;  Miss  Julia  Heatherly, 
Vice-President;  Miss  Mary  Quigley,  Secretary;  and 
Miss  Mary  White,  Treasurer.      Good  luck! 

Sept.  21st — Initiation  begins.  The  dear  First 
Year,  in  their  black  hose,  green  hair-bows,  "four 
inches  wide,"  and  with  their  "Mamma"  dolls  come 
gaily  to  school,  looking  forward  to  some  great  fun. 
For  of  course  they  enjoy  it. 

Sept.  28th — Sodality  elections:  Miss  Kathlyn 
Murphy,  President;  Miss  Mary  Hogan.  Vice-Presi- 
dent; Miss  Helen  Powell,  Secretary;  Miss  Jackie 
Burke,  Treasurer;  Misses  Vivian  McMahon,  Mary 
White,  Elise  Felix,  Florence  Hayes  and  Agnes 
Grogan,  Counsellors. 

Sept  30th — Feast  of  St.  Jerome.  To-day  we 
celebrated  our  Superior's  feast  day.  The  student 
body  assembled  and  presented  Mother  Jerome  with 
a  spiritual  bouquet  and  an  antependium  for  the 
altar,  both  of  which  pleased  Mother  very  much. 
She  graciously  said  that  our  gift  was  just  what  she 
wanted  and  that  nothing  could  have  pleased  her 
more.  In  the  afternooin  the  Seniors  entertained 
the  First  Year.  The  guests  could  best  tell  what 
kind  of  a  time  they  had.  We  think  that  they  en- 
joyed themselves. 


CARUSO  BROS. 

129        DANFORTH        AVENUE. 
Wholesale      and      Retail 

FRUIT  and  VEGETABLES 

Special  attention   to  Institutes. 

Plione   Gerrard   5885. 
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JOHN  J.  FEE 

Wliolesa-le 
BUTTER  a^nd 


64  FRONT  STREET  EAST 
Toronto,  Ontario 

Telephones  —  EL.  8357  —  EL.  8358 


Excitement  reigns  supreme!  Mount  Carmel, 
who  held  the  championsliip  for  football  in  the  Ca- 
tholic Schools  last  year,  plays  St.  Leo's,  the  only 
team  that  they  fear  may  contest  their  title  this 
year,  on  October  9th,  at  the  Stadium.  And  here's 
the  thrill:  It's  to  be  a  benefit  game  for  Loretto. 
Are  we  selling  tickets?  Watch  the  next  issue  of 
the  "Rainbow"  for  particulars  about  this  great 
game. 

Honour  Roll,  June,   1932. 

Class  of  '33:  Missses  Agnes  Grogan,  Julia 
Heatherly,  Vivian  McMahon,  Kathlyn  Murphy,  and 
Mary  White. 

Class  of  '34:  Misses  Elise  Felix,  Marion  Fish- 
er, Catherine  Hennessey,  Mary  Hogan,  Nancy 
Lowe,  Jeanne  McAuley,  Margaret  O'Connor,  Mary 
Thomas,  and  Mary  E'laine  Taylor. 

Class  of  '35:  Misses  Teresa  Evans,  Mary  Ger- 
rity,  Pauline  Gyslinck,  Frances  Haggerty,  Jean 
Macy,  Aileen  O'Donnell,   Marcella  Ritter. 

Agnes  Grogan. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLL.EGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVE.,  TORONTO. 

Sept.  6th — School  re-opens  amid  happy  chat- 
ter and  many  greetings. 

Sept.  12th — We  are  given  a  half-holiday  in 
honor  of  the  feast  of  the  Holy  Name  of  Mary. 

Sept.  14th — As  a  result  of  the  Athletic  Society 
elections  we  have  as  our  executive  Miss  Catherine 
Macklin,  President;  Miss  Mary  McCarthy,  Vice- 
president;  Miss  Marjorie  Pault,  Secretary;  Miss 
Eileen  Bradley,  Treasurer. 

Sept.  21st — Class  elections,  and  the  "Will  of 
the  People"  follows:  Form  Five:  President,  Miss 
Patricia  Flood;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Ca- 
therine Ballard;  Athletic  Representative,  Miss 
Barbara  Lyons. 


Form  Four:  President,  Miss  Margaret  Hea- 
vener;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Rita  Byrnes; 
Athletic  Representative,  Miss  Ruth  Fremes. 

Form  Three-A:  President,  Miss  Teresa  Byrne; 
Vice-president,  Miss  Teresa  Blackburn;  Crutade 
Representative,  Miss  Margaret  Healy;  Athletic  Re- 
presentative, Miss  Margaret  Hilborn. 

Form  Three-B:  President,  Miss  Marie  Palunir 
bo;  Vice-President.  Miss  Mary  Murphy;  Crusade 
Representative,  Miss  Eileen  Stephenson;  Athletic 
Representative,  Miss  Geraldine  Sullivan. 

Form  Two-A:  President,  Miss  Catherine  Cah- 
ley;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Mary  Culnan; 
Athletic   Representative,    Miss   Mary   Anderson. 

Form  Two-B:  President,  Miss  Margaret  Hic- 
key;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Victoria  Pyman; 
Athletic   Representative,  Miss   Betty  Witham. 

Form  One-A:  President,  Miss  Kathlyn  Barry; 
Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Mary  Bidwell;  Athle- 
tic Representative,  Miss  Helen  Carlin. 

Form  One-B:  President.  Miss  Mary  Barbeau; 
Crusade  Representative,  Mis.s  Madeline  Irish;  Ath- 
letic Representative,  Miss  Bernice  Hagen. 

Form  One-C:  President,  Miss  Helen  McLaugh- 
lin; Crusade  Representative.  Miss  Ellen  O'Leary; 
Athletic   Representative,  Miss   Annabel   Macklin. 

Oct.  7th— To-day  is  marked  by  our  Crusade 
Elections  and  first  mieeting.  Reverend  Mother 
General  and  Reverend  Mother  Superior  honour  us 
with  their  presence,  and  Reverend  Mother  General 
launches  our  unit  on  the  new  term  with  her  zeal- 
ous and   encouraging   words. 

Our  new  President  is  Miss  Catherine  Ballard, 
our  Vice-President,  Miss  Patricia  Flood,  our  Secre- 
tary, Miss  Madeline  Conderon,  and  Treasurer,  Miss 
Noreen  Cummins.  Miss  Evelyn  McGeough  is 
elected  Captain  of  the  Senior  Unit,  and  Miss  Pearl 
Logan,  Captain  of  the  Junior  Unit. 

Mary  McConvey. 
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THE  RAINBOW. 

It  may  be  of  interest  to  new-comens  to 
know  how  our  school's  pride  and  joy,  "The 
Rainbow,"  got  its  name.  It  originated  in  one 
of  the  most  popular  and  beautiful  places  in 
the  Avorld,  Niagara  Falls,  where  the  pupils  at- 
tending our  famous  school  there  have  a  marvel- 
ous view  of  the  rainbow  that  spans  the  catar- 
act. 

A  rainbow  is  a  symbol  of  hope  and  of  pro- 
mise. Our  "Rainbow"  has  shone  brightly  over 
our  schools,  from  the  day  its  name  was  chosen 
to  symbolize  the  high  hopes  and  aspirations 
of  the  pupils.  Loretto  girls  must  have  work- 
ed very  hard  in  the  past  to  keep  our  "Rain- 
bow" shining;  and  you  may  be  sure  that  we 
are  going  to  work  hard  too  to  keep  it  shining 
brightly  now  and  in  the  future. 

So,  come,  girls  of  the  First  Forms,  and  let 
us  prepare  for  our  turn  as  leaders,  and  bring 
the^  "Rainbow"  in  our  time  to  the  brightest 
light  of  its  day. 

Florence  Farrell,  Form  IB., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


AUTUMN. 

When  Dame  Autumn  comes  a-tripping, 
Deeply  tinted  leaves  go  skipping 
O'er  the  hills  and  woodland  park, 
In  a  glad,  mad,  merry  lark. 

Gertrude  Murphy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.  Loretto  Academy. 


God^s  Light 


From  the  cooling  Nile  came  a  breeze  to  rest, 
On  the  dustij  veil  o'er  evening's  breast; 
And  a  little  star  of  saintly  light 
^Vas  sent  by  God  to  guide  that  night 
Through  desert  sands,  so  parched,  so  white, 
A  Caravan! 

From  the  slanting  hill  of  the  e<istern  land 
In  a  silent  joy  moved  the  trio  band. 
Till  the  guiding  star  threw  silver  light 
O'er  a  stable  hut,  on  a  valley  site, 
That  sheltered  Christ  Our  King,  Our  Light, 
In  Bethlehem! 

Betty  Mier, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


VICE-REGAL  VISIT  TO  LORETTO  ABBEY,  OCTOBER  24TH,  1932. 


Archbishop  McNeil  of  Toronto       The  (ioveriior-(ieneral  of  Canada       The  Countess   of    Bessboi"ough 


LORETTO 


RAINBOW 


Earth's  noblest  thing — a  woman  perfected. 
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TOROxNTO,  JANUARY,  1933. 
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^titiresisf  of  Welcome 


To  their  Excellencies  the  Gooernor -General  of  Canada  and  the  Countess  of  Bessborough. 

Loretto  Abbey,  October  24ih,  1932. 


BY    MISS    MARGARET   UNGER,    3T3, 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto. 


^lay   it    please    Your   Excellency : 

Ever  since  Canada  came  beneath 
Enffland's  sway.  Canadianis  have  welcomed  to 
their  shores  distinguished  representatives  of 
En<>land's  ruling:  sovereigns.  In  this  lo-ng  line 
of  successive  administrators  we  see  in  retro- 
spect outstanding  figures,  prominent  fir«t  in 
their  own  country,  then  leaders  here  in  our 
far-.stretching  Dominion.  We  have  been  hon- 
ored with  members  of  the  Royal  Family,  Avith 
illustrious  statesmen,  Avith  great  patriots  who 
served  their  country  in  peace  and  war — all  of 
whom  added  to  our  ('anadian  contemporary 
history  their  individual  quota  of  prestige. 

As  we  reflect  upon  the  impressions  made 
by  each  successive  Governor-General,  we  are 
coniscious  that  a  new  note  has  been  sounded 
at  the  present  stage  of  the  succession :  that 
the  arrival  in  our  midst  of  the  Earl  and  Count- 
ess of  Bessborough  brings  two  personalities  of 
unusually   diversified   attractiveness. 

In  your  Excellency,  the  Governor-General, 
we  trace  the  interesting  significance  of  an  an- 
cestry that  for  two  hundred  years  has  hon- 
oured the  Irish  peerage,  and  the  practical  ex- 


l)erience  of  "the  role  of  common  men"  in  in- 
dustrial affairs;  freedom  in  selecting  a  career, 
and  deliberate  choice  of  an  inflexible  profes- 
sion ;  the  grave  temperament  assimilating  it- 
self to  the  British  Parliament  and  the  Inner 
Temple,  and  equally  adapting  itself  to  tlu; 
amenities  of  life.  Such  rarely  combined  char- 
acteristics are  very  promising  auguries  in  the 
career  now  opening  before  your  Excellency, 
replete  with  interests  vast  and  various,  but  all 
converging  within  the  wide  range  of  yout 
eai)abilities. 

The  knowledge  of  these  outstanding  char- 
.iclciistics  reached  us  before  your  Excellency's 
arrival  in  Canada;  but  since  your  arrival,  »ve 
are  happy  to  say,  a  deeper  and  more  personal 
element  had  entered  into  our  appreciation  of 
our  Governor-General.  "A  man  of  vision"  you 
have  been  called,  and  we  rejoice  in  the  realiza- 
tion that  3'our  visions  extend  beyond  your  own 
wide  range,  and  illumine  ours  with  their  mystic 
halo.  Never  have  we  heard  the  hopes  of  Can- 
ada more  honourably  expressed  than  in  the 
felicitous  utterances  of  your  Excellency  when 
addressing  the  academic  audiences  of  our  Caiia- 
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dian  Universities.  You  have  impressed  upon 
the  youth  of  Canada  that  we  enjoy  an  illus- 
trious heritage  from  previous  generations,  Avho 
left  us  a  country  rich  in  possibilities;  but  you 
have  still  more  urgently  impressed  upon  us 
the  inspiring  thought  that  the  Canada  of  to- 
morrow must  be  ours ! 

The  incentive  supplied  by  your  Excellency 
to  appreciate  the  value  of  education  cannot 
fail  to  be  recognized  throughout  Canada,  and 
in  aissuring  you  of  our  appreciation  of  your 
high  ideals,  may  we  hope  that  Loretto  Abbey 
may  be  included  in  your  visions  for  the  spread 
of  education  over  our  j^rosperous  Dominion? 

Our  historic  and  our  academic  reflections 
threaten  to  override  other  interests;  let  us 
turn  our  thoughts,  then,  for  a  moment  to  the 
social  life,  enhanced  by  the  distinction  of  the 
Vice-llegal  element;  and  here,  too,  a  new  note 
is  sounded  that  blends  harmoniously  in  Cana- 


dian circles.  Her  Excellency  the  Cou-ntess  of 
Bessborough  will  find  her  French  lineage  no 
foreign  attribute  in  Canada,  and  the  bi-lingual 
provinces  will  have  occasion  to  claim  a  special 
share  in  the  triple  enjoyment  of  the  adminis- 
tration of  England's  representatives  in  the  per- 
son of  an  Irish  Earl  accompanied  by  his  beau- 
tiful F'rench  Countess.  "Noblesse  Oblige!*" 
And  so  we  find  your  Excellencies  fulfilling  in 
every  detail  the  all-embracing  words  of  your 
family  motto  :  "Pro  rege,  pro  lege,  pro  grege." 
In  the  chorus  of  welcome  reiterated 
throughout  our  extensive  Dominion,  the  reli- 
gious and  the  students  of  Loretto  Abbey,  and 
of  Loretto  Abbey  College  within  the  Univer- 
sity of  Toronto,  unite  enthusiastically  and  of- 
fer their  sincerest  Avishes  to  your  Excellencies, 
that  your  already  achieved  distinction  may  be 
augmented  by  a  brilliant  administration  in  this 
fair  Canada  of  ours ! 


VLo  tfje  Countesis!  of  pesisborougl) 

O  gentle  lady,  first  in  this  fair  land. 
Eager  we  haste  to  clasp  the  friendly  hand 
Of  queenly  womanhood,  pride  of  our  race; 
Won  by  your  tranquil  beauty,  charm  and  grace. 
We  take  you  to  our  hearts,  with  you  to  share 
The  joys  of  a  Dominion  young  and  fair. 

Fertile  the  seeds  of  loyalty  you  sowed; 
Warm  is  your  smile,  so  graciously  bestowed 
On  subjects  and  on  child  in  love  caressed; 
Aide  of  your  noble  spouse  in  duty  blest. 
Patriot,  mother,   titled  friend  and  true, 
A  nation  proud,  we  guard  and  cherish  you. 


Dorothea  Cain,  3T3. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  in  the  University  of  Toronto. 
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When  the  building  at  1447  East 
65th  Street,  Chicago,  erected  in 
1905,  became  inadequate  for  the 
needs  of  the  school,  and  an  addi- 
tion was  necessary,  the  nuns  of  the 
Community  at  Loretto  Convent, 
Woodlawn,  were  advised  to  get 
their  women  friends — both  alum- 
nae and  others — to  form  a  body  to 
aid  them.  Invitations  were  accord- 
ingly sent  out,  to  women  who  had 
been  students  at  the  Academy,  to 
women  who  had  daughters  at  the 
Academy,  to  women  whose  daughters  would  some 
day  be  students  at  the  Academy,  to  women  who 
had  no  daughters  —  but  one  and  all  women  who 
had  at  heart  the  interests  of  Catholic  education. 
Those  invited  respoinded  whole-heartedly,  and  the 
Convent  parlors  were  filled.  On  that  first  evening, 
unprepared  as  we  weire,  and  as  inexperienced,  the 
Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary  was  formed,  and  a 
few  officers  were  elected. 

A  drive,  not  to  extend  over  three  months,  and 
for  ten  thousand  dollars,  was  launched.  Had  it 
not  been  for  the  untiring  efforts  of  the  Chairman 
of  the  Ways  and  Means  Committee  of  that  drive, 
it  would  not  have  been  the  success  that  we  mo- 
destly claim  for  it — our  first  achievement.  The 
plan  of  that  drive  was  to  get  one  hundred  women 
to  pledge  one  hundred  dollars  each.  Miany  women 
far  exceeded  their  quota;  others,  of  course,  brought 
in  lees. 

Some  of  those  responding  to  that  first  call 
supposed  that  with  the  drive  their  work  would 
end.  Not  so!  We  felt  that  to  let  the  work  end 
there  would  be  like  dropping  a  baby  on  the  door- 
step of  an  untenanted  house.  And  the  Loretto 
Woodlawn  Auxiliary,  so  hastily  organized,  was 
made  into  a  living  body  of  women  willing  and 
anxious  to  do  their  best,  be  it  ever  so  little,  for 
the  group  of  women  who  had  sent  out  that  first 
call,  a  group  of  women  who  were  giving  their  en- 
tire efforts,  their  entire  lives  to  a  work  that  far 
exceeded  anything  our  group  of  lay-women  could 
do. 

All  that  was  back  in  1927.  Since  that  time  stu- 
dents have  entered  the  Academy  as  freshmen  and 
gone  forth  at  the  end  of  four  years'  work,  diploma 


in  hand,  and  in  their  hearts  a  better  knowledge  of      December  10th,  1932. 


the  worthwhile  things  of  life,  pre- 
pared to  face  its  problems  as  they 
never  could  have  been  without  the 
instruction  and  supervision  of,  and 
association  with,  our  dear  Ladies  of 
Loretto.  Each  member  of  Loretto 
Woodlawn  Auxiliary  feels  a  certain 
responsibility  and  a  certain  sense  of 
ownership — a  positive  pride  in  these 
students  of  our  Academy;  if  she  is 
not  an  actual  mother  of  a  .«tudent 
she  feels  that  she  is  a  foster-moth- 
er, and  that  her  duty  must  not  cease 
while  there  are  students  at  the  Academy. 

For  those  who  wish  to  know  something  about  the 
efforts  of  this  organization,  and  the  results  of 
those  eiforts,  we  may  say  that  after  five  years 
our  work  has  settled  down  to  a  few  annual  affairs 
that  have  become  more  or  less  traditional.  There 
is  the  annual  card  party  which  bears  little  sem- 
blance to  a  public  card  party;  one  attending  it 
would  think  herself  a  guest  at  a  private  gathering 
in  some  palatial  home.  There  is  the  annual  din- 
ner, always  a  delightful  affair.  There  is  the  an- 
nual shower  at  Easter  time.  This  shower  we  par- 
ticularly enjoy,  for  at  it  we  can  almost  forget  that 
we  are  mature  women,  and  feel  again  the  pleasure 
of  little  children  bringing  an  apple  to  teacher. 
And  this  attitude  on  our  part  speaks  for  our  en- 
thusiasm. 

The  annual  card  parties  netted  in  1928,  $.371- 
53;  in  1929,  $1,700,000;  in  1930,  $1,919.88;  19bl, 
$794.05;  1931-2,  $1,333.55.  Our  first  annual  din- 
ner netted  about  $300.00;  the  second  $504.00;  the 
third  $490.51;  and  the  fourth,  $250.00. 

This  year  Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary  made  a 
daring  attempt  for  so  small  an  organization.  We 
sponsored  a  football  game.  This  was  a  new  field 
for  us.  Nevertheless  an  able  chairman  was  found 
and  the  game,  played  amid  a  downpour  of  rain, 
netted  $1,422.00;  notwithstanding  the  oft-referred- 
to  depression! 

These  sums  are  not  large,  neither  is  the  total 
gigantic,  but  for  a  body  of  women  inexperienced  in 
business,  with  home  duties  that  must  come  first,  it 
is,  perhaps,  something  of  an  accomplishment  to 
have  made  that  amount  during  these  five  years  of 
"inflated  prosperity"  and  "deep  depression."  There 
is  for  us,  of  course,  a  sense  of  satisfaction  in  the 
result  in  dollars  and  cents  of  our  combined  efforts, 
but  the  Auxiliary  wishes  to  say  that  the  real  motive 
is  that  its  work  is  wrought  with  deep  love  for  the 
Comimunity  it  Is  privileged  to  serve. 

Dean  Knowlton  Traynor. 
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St.  Patrick's  Rector ij, 

141  McCaiil  St., 
Toronto,  Canada. 

To  the  Loretto  Alumnae  and  Pnpils: 

Were  St.  AJphonsus,  in  the  flesh,  granted  the  pri- 
vilege of  addressing  such  a  splendid  hodg  of  young 
ladies-- with  a  sprinkling  of  those  who  have  grown  grace- 
fullg  gray—what  words  wouJd  fall  from  his  lipsf 

Perhaps  these  : 

.  . .  ."Of  all  the  salutary  influences  in  the  world  there 
is  none  more  powerful  than  wholesome  Catholic  w'oman- 
hood:' 

So  may  our  loving  Saviour  ever  hless  yau  and  may 
Our  Lady  Mary,  His  Mother,  have  you  always  in  her 
watchful  and  tender  keeping. 

fie  G.  MURRAY,  C.SS.R., 

Rishop  of  Victoria. 
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^f)t  Pi=Centenarj>  of  tJje  l^etremptoriist  0t\jtx 


The  celebration  of  the  bi-centenary  of  the 
founding  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Most  Holy 
Redeemer,  a^nd  its  centenary  in  America,  Avas 
one  of  intense  joy  for  both  the  Fathers  them- 
selves and  for  their  friends.  The  Triduiim,  or 
three  days'  prayer,  celebrating  the  event,  was 
held  on  November  13th,  14th  and  15th,  at  St. 
Patrick's  Church,  Toronto.  On  this  occasion  a 
great  tribute  was  paid  to  the  memory  of  the 
Pounder  of  the  Order,  the  illustrious  Doctor 
of  the  Church,  St.  Alphonsus  de  Liguori.  Sol- 
emn High  Mass  was  celebrated  on  edch  of  the 
three  days,  on  the  first  of  which  His  Excellency, 
Right  Revere-nd  John  T.  Kidd,  D.D.,  Bishop  of 
London,  pontificated.  The  ])reacher  was  His 
Excellency,  Right  Reverend  Gerald  C.  Murray, 
D.D.,  C.SS.R.,  Bishop  of  Victoria,  who  had  come 
all  the  way  across  the  continent  to  be  with  his 
brethren  of  the  Order.  In  this  sermon  he  de- 
scribed the  Mission  of  the  Son  of  God,  and  the 
purpose  of  the  Incarnation,  and  pointed  out 
that  the  mission  given  to  St.  Alphonsus  by  the 
Vicar  of  Christ  was  to  be  an  "other  Christ" 
and  bring  the  truths  of  Faith  and  Salvation  to 
men,  especially  to  the  most  abandoned.  In  the 
evening  he  preached  again,  this  time  on  devo- 
tion to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  "St.  Alphonsus," 
he  said,  "loved  the  Blessed  Virgin  as  a  child 
loves  its  mother."  The  lesson  he  drew  was  that 
we  should  imitate  St.  Alphonsus,  to  be  as  child- 
ren in  purity  and  humility,  the  special  virtues 
resulting  from  a  tender  and  sustained  devotion 
to  the  Queen  of  Angels.  Happily  coinciding 
with  the  bi-centennial  celebration  was  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation 
to  a  group  of  children  and  adults.  On  Novem- 
ber 15th  His  Excellency,  Most  Reverend  Neil 
McNeil,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  sang  the 
Solem-n  High  Mass  of  the  close  of  the  Triduum. 

We  may  say  that  this  celebration  was  the 
occasion  of  special  joy  to  us,  because  of  the 
many  blessings  that  have  come  to  us  through 
the  ministrations  of  the  holy  and  zealous  priests 
of  the  Order  during  the  more  than  fifty  years 
in  which,  as  our  Archbishop  once  so  ai)tly  re- 
marked, "St.  Patrick's  has  been  a  spiritual 
power-house  in  Toronto."  The  Redemptorist 
Fathers  have  often  given  our  Retreats,  which 
have  always  been  of  deep  spiritual  value.  We 
hope  that  even  in  this  difficult  age  in  which 
the  present   generation   is   growing  u)),  these 


Retreats  will  continue  to  be  as  influential 
for  all  that  is  good  in  our  lives  as  they  have 
been  in  the  past.  Being  "Loretto  girls,"  the 
characteristic  devotion  of  the  Redemptorist 
Order  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  Our  Divine 
Saviour,  ai>peals  to  us;  because  the  very  Insti- 
tvite  of  which  we  are  the  pupils — and  not  mere 
pupils,  but  children — bears  her  lovely  -name. 
Being  ' '  Loretto' '  girls  means  trying  to  model 
our; lives  on  the  life  of  the  most  perfect  of 
women.  During  the  lifetime  of  St.  Alphonsus, 
one  of  his  maxims  was:  "The  true  servant  of 
]Mary  will  never  be  lost,"  for  true  devotion  to 
Mary  is  but  the  flowering  of  ardent  devotion 
to  her  Divine  Son. 

Perhaps  at  this  juncture  it  might  -not  be 
inopportune  to  say  a  few  words  about  Saint 
Alphonsus  himself.  He  was  born  of  noble  ])ar- 
ents,  near  Naples,  in  1696.  His  spiritual  train- 
ing was  intrusted  to  the  Fathers  of  the  Ora- 
tory, and  from  his  boyhood  he  was  known  as 
one  of  the  most  pious  and  diligent  students.  At 
the  age  of'  sixteen  he  was  made  a  doctor  of 
law^  During  his  practice  of  law  he  anee  lost 
an  important  case,  and  this  made  him  determine 
henceforth  to  labour  only  for  the  glory  of  God. 
At  the  age  of  sixty-six  he  became  Bishop  of 
St.  Agatha,  and,  with  the  zeal  of  a  saint,  he 
undertook  to  reform  his  diocese.  He  composed 
a  vast  number  of  books  filled  with  such  unc- 
tion, science  and  learning,  that  he  has  been 
declared  a  Doctor  of  the  Church.  He  died  in 
1787  at  the  advanced  age  of  ninety-one.  His 
works  were  translated  into  many  languages 
and  Avere  widely  distributed.  He  was  especi- 
ally the  cham])ion  of  the  suprem.e  and  infallible 
authority  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ.  After  his 
death,  both  through  his  Avritings  and  his  Order. 
St.  Al])honsus  continued  to  teach,  and  to  teach 
eve-n  more  widely  than  during  his  lifetime,  the 
truths  of  Our  Holy  Faith. 

And  so,  dear  Reverend  Fathers  of  the  Re- 
demptorist Order,  in  the  name  of  the  Institute 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  we  offer  you  the 
most  hearty  good  wishes  and  congratulations 
on  the  bi-centenary  of  the  founding  of  the  Con- 
gregation of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer. 

Hilda  Leahy,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toro^nto. 
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W\}txt  "^i)t  Hittk  Jflotoer"  Wai  Porn 

BY  REVEREND  GERALD  DOYLE. 


T  T  WAS  on  the  twenty-seeo'nd  of  last  Sep-  goiii^  at  once  to  tlie  chapel  adjoining  the  room 

tember  that  I  first  met  Madame  Grant,  the  in  which  the  Little  Flower  was  born,  1  eelebrat- 

little  lady  with  rosy  cheeks  and  bright  eyes  ed  Mass;  the  altar  had  bee^n  prei^ared  for  me 

which   are    kindly   Avise,    who    lives  at  42  Rne  by  the  Sisters  who  have  charge  of  the  chapel. 


St.  Blaise,  Alencon, 
France,  where  was 
born  St.  Therese  of 
the  Child  Jesus  and 
of  the  Holy  Face.  It 
was  in  May,  1912, 
that  she  came  with 
her  husband',  Mr.  Al- 
exander Grant,  a 
former  minister  of 
t  h  e  United  Free 
Church  of  Scotland, 
who  was  first  attract- 
ed t  0  w  a  r  d  s  the 
Church  by  reading 
the  Life  of  the  Little 
Flower,  to  live  in  the 
Maiso3i  de  Ste.  The- 
rese d  e  FE'nfant- 
Jesus;  and  it  is  here 
that  she  continues  to 
reside  since  the  death 
of  her  husband  in 
1917. 

"But  you  are  not 
PVench!"  Avas  her 
greeting  to  me,  as,  opening  the  door,  she  led 
me  into  a  comfortable  little  sitting-room  Avhich, 
as  you  will  learn  later,  Avas  the  "family"  din- 
ing-room of  the  Martins  in  the  time  of  the 
Little  FloAver, 

I  had  left  Lisieux  by  the  morning  train,  and 
after  a   two-hour  ride   reached   Alencon.   and 


LA  PETITE  THERESE 
a  trois  aiis  et  demi. 

Printed   by    permission   of   the  Carmel    of   Lisieux, 
granted  for  the  "Rainbow"  only. 


After  making  m  y 
thanksgivi-ng,  I  visit- 
ed the  little  chapel, 
Avhich  is  in  perfect 
taste. 

Over  the  altar  is  a 
statuary  grouj)  show- 
ing the  Little  Flower 
receiving  roses  from 
the  Child  Jesus  and 
dropping  them  on 
the  Avorld.  In  front 
of  the  altar  is  a  re- 
lief Avork  de])icting 
allegorically  the  in- 
terior life  of  the 
Saint,  at  the  Crib  at 
Bethlehem ;  and  on 
the  Avails  are  frescoes 
of  incidents  of  the 
Saint's  life  in  Ale-n- 
eon :  her  Angel  Guar- 
dian beside  the  little 
cradle  ;  her  Baptism ; 
praying  on  her  moth- 
er's lap ;  escaping 
from  the  house  in  the  rain  in  order  to  go  to 
church;  in  the  garden  Avith  her  sister,  Celine, 
counting  her  sacrifices ;  and  a  fresco  of  little 
Therese  kneeling  beside  her  father  and  sisters 
at  the  anointing  of  her  dying  mother.  The  room 
in  Avhich  the  Little  FloAver  Avas  born  can  be 
seen  through  a  grating  on  the  Epistle  side. 
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It  was  raiiiinjj:  as  I  made  nvy  way  out  of 
the  chapel  and  went  down  the  stej)s  to  the 
street,  but  the  weatlier  was  forgotten  in  the 
cheery  welcome  1  received  from  JNIadame  Grant 
as  she  led  me  into  the  little  sitting-room.  We 
had  begun  to  talk  about  St.  Therese  and  Lisi- 
eux  when  it  was  agreed  that  it  would  be  better 
for  me  to  visit  the  places  of  interest  in  Alen- 
con  first,  and  then  return  in  the  afternoon  for 
a  cup  of  tea  and  to  visit  the  house  itself;  so 
following  her  careful  directions,  I  walked  dow-n 
Kue  St.  Blaise.  The  rain  had  very  obligingly 
stopped, 

Alencon  is  a  busy  little  city  of  perhaps 
eleven  thousand  inhabitants,  and  although  the 
Church  of  Notre  Dame  is  in  the  business  sec- 
tion, as  one  enters  this  massive  edifice  the  out- 
side world  is  forgotten.  The  weight  of  centu- 
ries seems  to  be  concentrated  in  its  dim  interior, 
but  after  a  little  while  this  feeling  passes  and 
is  replaced  by  the  feeling  that  God  is  very  near. 
The  baptistry  where  the  Little  Flower  was 
baptized  on  the  fourth  of  January,  1873,  is  on 
the  left  side  of  the  church,  and  here  also  is  a 
large  window   erected  in  her  honour. 

After  a  belated  but  substantial  breakfast 
at  a  little  restaurant,  I  made  my  way  along 
the  Rue  du  Pont-Neuf,  keeping  my  eyes  to  the 
left,  until  finally,  at  No.  23,  I  fou-nd  the  jewel- 
lery-shop which  had  once  been  owned  by  Mr. 
Martin,  the  father  of  The  Little  Flower.  The 
present  proprietor  of  the  shop  is  one  Monsieur 
Henri  Martin,  no  relation,  however,  to  the 
family  of  the  Saint — who  has  occupied  the  pre- 
mises since  1907.  When  the  Martin  family 
moved  to  Rue  St.  Blaise  in  1871  the  shop  was 
taken  over  by  the  nephew  of  jMr.  Martin, 
Adolphe  Leriche,  and  following  his  death  the 
business  was  carried  on  by  his  wife  under  the 
name:  "Maison  Leriche." 

It  is  a  substantial-looking  establishment, 
but  by  no  means  e'laborate,  giving  the  impres- 


sion that  here  one  would  be  given  satisfaction 
and  not  over-charged.  I  entered  by  the  door 
which  was  between  two  large  .show-windows 
which  displayed  watches,  silverware,  a  radio, 
and  various  other  articles,  and  purchased  a 
few  medals.  Strange  to  say,  no  medal  of  The 
Little  Flower  was  in  stock  at  the  time,  which 
speaks  eloquently  of  the  fact  that  no  effort  is 
being  made  to  capitalize  upon  the  association 
of  the  store  with  the  family  of  The  Little 
Flower.  In  fact,  if  ]\Iadame  Grant  had  not 
given  me  very  careful  directions  as  to  its  loca- 
tio-n  I  should  never  have  found  it. 

Inside,  the  store  was  wider  than  it  was  deep, 
and  the  furnishings  looked  as  though  they 
might  have  been  in  use  in  the  time  of  ^Ir.  Mar- 
tin. Immediately  back  of  the  store  was  a 
room  which  was  probably  the  dining-room,  and 
it  was  easy  to  imagine  Mr.  Martin  having  to 
leave  the  table  from  time  to  time  during  his 
meals  to  see  to  the  needs  of  customers.  I  was 
permitted  to  enter  this  room  and  also  look 
out  into  the  garden,  which  is  below  the  level 
of  the  street,  and  see  where  the  family  must 
have  had  their  little  gatherings  on  summer 
evenings;  for  it  was  in  this  house  that  I  was 
tdld  that  the  four  living  sisters  of  St.  Therese 
were  born. 

Continuing  along  Rue  du  Pont-Neuf,  it  was 
not  difficult  to  find  the  Church  of  St.  Pierre-de- 
Mo-ntsort,  wiiich  had  been  the  parish  church 
of  the  Martin  family  until  they  had  moved  to 
Rue  St.  Blaise,  in  the  parish  of  Notre  Dame. 
Entering  the  church,  whose  interior  ai)i)ealed 
to  me  very  much,  I  found  the  baptismal  font, 
where  the  sisters  of  The  Little  Flower  had  been 
baptized,  and  walking  up  the  church  I  came 
to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  chapel  behind  the 
high  altar.  It  was  undoubtedly  in  this  little 
chapel  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Martin  and  Marie 
and  Pauline  very  often  attended  Mass  and  re- 
ceived Holy   Communion.     Around   the  walls 
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are  some  interesting  modern  mosaics  represent- 
ing the  saintly  Cure  of  Ars,  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  Our  Lady  of  the  Holy  Rosary,  and 
other  scenes,  which  probably  appealed  to  the 
former  pastor  who  planned  the  decorations.  It 
was  this  former  pastor  who  baptized  St.  The- 
rese ;  he  was  a  curate  at  the  Church  of  Notre 
Dame  at  the  time. 

Near  the  church  of  St.  Pierre  is  "The  Pavi- 
lion." a  propertA^  ow^ned  by  Mr.  Martin,  which 
The  Little  Flower  often  visited  with  her  father, 
and  which  is  now  under  the  care  of  two  Oblate 
Sisters  of  St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus,  who 
exjVlain  the  points  of  interest  to  jiilgrims.  In 
the  center  is  an  interesting  statue  which  some 
of  her  clients  have  privately  named:  "Saint 
Therese,  Doctor  of  Spiritual  Childhood."  Of 
interest  also  in  the  pavilioai  proper  is  the  room 
on  the  ground  floor  containing  the  fishing-tackle 
cf  Mr.  Martin  and  some  furniture  used  by  him 
and  the  Saint  on  their  visits.  Next  to  the  pavi- 
lion is  the  granite  slab  that  covered  the  first 
tomb  of  Mrs.  Martin  before  her  body  was  re- 
moved to  Lisieux  in  1897;  -near  the  statue  of 
The  Little  Flower  is  a  walnut-tree  planted  by 
Mr.  Martin,  and  at  the  end  of  the  garden  is 
the  shrine  of  the  "Virgin  of  the  Smile,"  erected 
in  the  same  place  where  Mr.  Martin  had  the 
miraculous  statue  before  his  marriage.  Finally, 
but  by  no  means  last  in  the  way  of  interest, 
is  the  large  cage  cOntaini-ng  two  turtle-doves, 
progeny  of  the  historic  pair  offered  at  the  Mass 
of  the  Canonization  of  The  Little  Flower.  The 
Pavilion  i.s  really  delightful. 

Hoping  to  see  the  Baptismal  Register  with 
the  entry  of  The  Little  Flower's  baptism,  1  re- 
turned to  Notre  Danne,  but  I  was  unable  to  find 
the  sacristan,  so  I  hurried  back  to  the  Maison 
Natale  to  be  greeted  by  Madame  Grant,  who, 
knowing  that  I  had  been  delayed,  was  e-ujoy- 
ing  her  indis})ensable  cup  of  tea. 

Soon  we  were  talking  about  Lisieux,  and 
she  was  interested  in  the  pilgrinuige  from  Metz 


on  the  Feast  of  the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary.  In  this  pilgrimage  was  a  large 
number  of  sick,  many  of  them  on  stretchers, 
which  were  placed  in  the  sa-nctuary  of  the  Car- 
mel  chapel  or  before  the  tomb  of  the  Saint. 
The  devotion  of  these  suffering  men,  women 
and  children  was  an  object  lesson  in  faith,  and 
while  I  did  not  hear  of  any  cures,  they  received 
something  more  important  than  relief  from 
bodily  suffering,  the  grace  to  offer  up  thei)* 
suff'eri-ngs  for  the  love  of  God.  I  am  sure  that 
some  even  rejoiced  that  they  were  permitted 
to  suffer  for  love  of  God,  which  is  perhaps 
one  of  the  greatest  "roses"  Tlie  Little  Flower 
gives  to  her  clients. 

While  speaking  about  her  husband  I  asked 
Mrs.  Grant  was  she  also  a  "convert"  of  The 
Little  Flower. 

"No,"  she  replied,  "it  was  through  a  Re- 
dem})torist  Father  some  time   previously." 

When  speaking  of  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  she  told  me  a  little  more  about  lier 
husband : 

"He  had  a  devotion  to  The  Little  Flower, 
but  I  could  not  get  him  to  pray  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  so  finally  I  said  to  The  Little  Flower: 
'I  have  done  everything  I  can,  so  you  will  have 
to  teach  him  yourself.'  So  it  was  either  that 
•night  or  the  following  night  that  he  felt  she 
spoke  to  him,  and  asked  him  how  he  could 
say  that  he  had  devotion  to  her  if  he  refused 
to  have  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin;  for 
shortly  afterwards  he  said  to  me:  'Well!  I 
have  prayed  your  Virgin,'  just  like  a  num 
would  say  it,  you  know,  grudgingly,  hating 
to  admit  that  he  had  to  give  in." 

Just  then  she  started  up:  "But  your  train 
will  be  leaving  soon  and  .you  have  not  see!;  the 
house." 

"This  room  was  the  family  dining-room, 
where  they  had  their  nuvils  when  they  wer(; 
alone.      And    this    little    cupboard,"    she    said, 
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opening  a  door,  "was  the  cupboard  where  Ce- 
line 'blessed'  the  bread."  Leading:  the  way, 
IMadanie  Grant  oj)ened  a  door  and  we  entered 
another  room. 

''This  was  the  kitchen,"  she  explained,  "but 
the  Sisters  wlio  have  charge  of  the  chapel  need- 
ed, it  for  a  sacristy,  so  1  had  to  give  it  up.  The 
Ueverend  Mother  paints  very  .nicely,"  she  ad- 
ded, and  pointing  to  a  small  [)icture  on  the 
vestment  case,  she  said:  "She  painted  that  pic- 
ture of  the  Sacred  Heart.' ' 

Passing  through  the  sitting-room,  we  came 
to  the  front  room,  which  was  of  medium  size, 
with  two  large  windows  facing  the  street. 

"This  was  where  the  family  would  have 
meals  on  special  occasions,  such  as  the  dinner 
on  the  eve-ning  of  Leonie's  First  Communion, 
and  it  was  near  this  window  that  ]Mrs.  ^Martin 
used  to  sit  while  making  the  lace  for  which 
Alencon  is  famous." 

Going  into  the  hall,  which  is  not  very  large, 
Madame  Grant  pointed"  to  the  place  where  the 
coffin  of  Mrs.  Martin  had  been  placed,  and 
remarked:  "You  remember  in  the  Autobiogra- 
phy that  Little  Therese  said:  'Once  I  found 
myself  alone  in  front  of  the  coffin,  which  had 
been  placed  u])right  in  the  passage,  and  for  a 
long  time  I  stood  there  lost  in  contemplation. 
I  had  never  seen  one  before,  but  I  knew  quite 
well  what  it  meant.  I  was  so  small  that  I  had 
to  lift  up  my  head  to  see  its  Avhole  length,  and 
it  seemied  a  huge  and  melancholy  thing.'  " 

Mounlting  the  staircase,  which  is  now  some- 
what shaky,  especially  the  railing,  Madame 
Grant  recalled  one  of  the  incidents  relating 
to  the  stairs,  stating  that  Mrs.  Martin  must 
have  been  sitting  in  the  front  room  at  the 
time.  To  quote  from  a  letter  of  Mrs.  Martin: 
"She  will  not  even  go  upstairs  by  her-self  with- 
out calling  at  every  step:  'Mamma,  Mamma!' 
and  if  I  forget  to  answ^er  'Yes,  darling!'  she 
waits  where  she  is  and  will  not  move." 


Coming  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  before 
opening  the  door  to  the  left,  Madame  Grant 
said  that  the  house  was  very  damp  and  cold, 
especially  in  the  winter.  Opening  the  door, 
she  explained  that  the  room  had  been  built 
on  to  the  house,  and  that  the  twin  beds  in  the 
room  had  belonged  to  a  friend  of  the  family 
in  whose  home  The  Little  Flower  used  to  love 
to  visit,  because:  "It  was  like  Heaven,  it  was 
so  warm."  Following  the  death  of  the  friend, 
the  furniture  of  the  room  was  acquired,  al- 
though it  is  not  known  in  which  bed  The  Little 
P^lower  slept,  as  the  beds  have  been  mixed;  but 
perhaps  she  slept  in  both  at  different  tinies. 

E-ntering  the  next  room,  Madame  Grant  ex- 
plained that  it  was  the  room  of  Marie  and 
Pauline:  "And  it  was  in  this  room  that  Marie 
used  to  give  Celine  her  lessons  while  little 
Therese  would  lie  at  the  door  and  watch  them." 

Tn  the  next  room,  larger  than  the  others, 
Madame  Grant  said:  "I  think  this  must  have 
been  the  room  of  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  Martin,"  and 
turning  to  a  bed  in  an  alcove,  she  explained 
that  it  was  in  this  bed  that  her  husband  had 
died.  Over  the  bed  was  a  ])icture  of  The  Little 
Flower  which  Mr.  Grant  had  before  he  became 
a  Catholic. 

Next  we  visited  the  room  of  roomis,  where 
St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus  was  born,  and 
where,  I  understand,  Mrs.  Martin  died.  In  it 
is  the  bed  which  formerly  belonged  to  the 
room  and  which  has  been  brought  back  from 
Lisieux.  There  also  is  to  be  found  the  "high 
chair"  of  The  Little  Flower,  while  in  a  glass 
case  were  a  few  articles  of  clothing,  baby  gar- 
ments, of  the  little  Therese.  Recalling  the 
death  of  her  mother,  the  saint  has  said:  "The 
touching  ceremony  of  Extreme  Unction  made 
a  deep  impression  on  me.  I  can  see  the  spot 
where  I  knelt  and  heard  poor  Father's  sobs." 
Through  a  grating,  replacing  one  of  the  walls 
of  the  room,  can  be  seen  the  chapel. 
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During  the  tour  of  the  various  rooms,  especi- 
ally the  room  in  which  the  Saint  was  born, 
little  Therese  seemed  very  near.  For  me  the 
whole  day  was  a  day  of  pilgrimage,  a  spiritual 
adve-nture,  rather  than  a  mere  "outing."  To 
realize  that  she  lived  in  very  much  the  same 
world  as  the  rest  of  us,  had  the  same  joys  and 
sorrows,  brought  her  closer  to  me,  and  she 
seemed  to  be  literally  fulfilling  her  promise 
of  not  only  "looking  down,"  but  also  of  "com- 
ing down." 

Downstairs  once  more,  the  discovery  that 
I  had  only  twelve  minutes  in  which  to  catch 
my  train,  put  a  stop  to  my  reverie,  so  after 
quickly  writing  a  few  postcards,  which  Madame 


Grant  promised  to  mail  for  me,  1  hurried  to  the 
statio-n  with  a  cheerj-  "Au  revoir"  ringing  in 
my  ears. 

Fortunately  the  train  was  half-a-minute  late 
in  starting,  so  that  I  was  able  to  get  on  just 
before  it  pulled  out  of  the  station.  Two  hours 
later  I  was  back  in  Lisieux,  having  made  the 
same  journey,  from  Alencon  to  Lisieux,  that 
St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus  had  made  just 
fifty-five  years  before,  at  the  age  of  four  years. 
Turning  into  the  Rue  de  Livarot  I  took  a 
quick  glance  at  the  Carmel  convent  m  which 
The  Little  Flower  lived  and  died,  and  then  I 
entered  the  Maison  des  Chapel ains,  which  for 
almost  three  months  had  been  "home"  for  me. 


O  MYSTERY  DIVINE, 

In   distant   Bethlehem   of  old 

Was  born  on  Christmas   day, 
A  Child  Divine,  to  save  the  world 

In  God's'  own  chosen  way. 

About  His  head  there  shone  a  light, 

On  earth,  not  seen  before, 
An  amber  glow  which  must  have  come 

From   Heaven's   opened   door. 

The  Wise  Men  stood  in  sudden  fear, 

Enraptured    by   the   sight — 
A  tender  Mother,  Babe  in  arms, 

In  robes  of  flowing  white. 

They  brought   rich   treasures   to    the   Child, 

Rare  spices  and  fine  gold 
And  laid  them  at  His  tender  feet. 

To    show    their    love    untold. 

Let  those  who  know  this  story  well 

Teach  straying  ones  Christ's  creed. 
And  lead  them  to  the  feet  of  God 
There  to  be  blessed,  indeed. 

Margiuorite  Bedlford,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 


BENEDICTION 

Strains  of  music  filled  the  air; 

Faces  looking  sweet  and  fair. 

Gazed   upon   that  wondrous  sight. 

That  filled  our  hearts  with  new-born  light. 

Bells  and  incense  filled  the  air; 
And  our  hearts  bowed  down  in  prayer, 
As  our  God  was  raised  in  blessing; 
Filling  us  with  peace  caressing 

Then  our  praise  we  raised  to  Him, 
In  words  and  in  a  sacred  hymn; 
O  what  a  happiness  refreshing, 
Comes  at  the  close  of  such  a  bless'ing! 
Mary  White, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


MORTAL. 

By  ANNE   SUTHERLAND. 

I  am  so  poor  a  thing  at  best, 

A  nameless  poor  identity. 
That  none  would  stay  his  skyward  quest 

To  feed  a  flagging  zest  by  me 

And   yet — and   yet — I    am    a    shell 

Of  exquisite  fragility. 
And  all  the  passion  of  His  love 

Hath  been  and  left  its  song  in  me. 

And  yet  I  am  a  crystal  jar 

Spun  out  of  dew  and  clarity. 
The   attar   of   His  tenderness 

Hath  been  and  left  its  scent  in  me. 

And   y€t   I  am   a  star,  a  star, 

Hung  high  and  trembling  in  the  free, 
A  holy   Lampliighter  hath  been. 

Hath  been  and  left  His  flame  in  me. 


RETREAT. 

What  days  of  silence. 

And   of  thought; 
What  days  of  prayer 

Retreat    has    brought; 

What   peace  of   mdnd, 

And   light  of  heart; 
What    rest   with    Him, 

These   days  apart; 

What   days  of  bliss. 

And  joy  were  blended; 
These  days  we'll  miss; 

Retreat  has  ended! 

Mary   White, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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3n  iW[emoriam===itorraine  ^I)Elan 

DIED  NOVEMBER  23rd,  1932. 
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LORRAINE  PHELAN. 

"7n  paradistim  deducant  te  anyeir 
.  .  ."Ctim  Sanctis  Tuis  in  aeternum 


"And  she  has  seen  His  glory. 
And   heard  HiJi   words.  'Well  done!' 
The  task  forever  over, 
The  battle  fought  and  icon." 

WITH  deep  resignation  to  the  Holy  Will  of 
God,  and  with  the  peace  and  joy  it  brings, 
Lorraine  Phelan,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
H.  Warde  Phelan,  passed  to  her  eternal  reward  on 
November  23rd,  193  2.  She  had  never  had  to  fight 
life's  battle  in  the  usual  acceptance  of  the  term: 
she  had  known  but  the  springtime  of  life,  within 
the  shelter  of  an  ideal  home,  surrounded  by  the 
love  of  father  and  mother,  and  brothers  and  sis- 
ters, and  in  the  enjoyment  of  every  advantage  a 
girl's  heart  could  desire.  For  her,  life  he-ld  a  rosy 
future,  and  she  stood  on  the  threshold  of  the  years 
full  of  promise,  opening  before  her.  For  her,  the 
only  battle  of  life  was  leaving  it  at  such  a  point; 


and  who  could  have  believed  it  possible  that  such 
a  sacrifice  would  be  asked  of  her?  But  God's 
foreseeing  eyes  looked'  deep  into  the  future,  and  He 
caught  her  to  Himself  before  pain  or  sorrow  could 
darken  her  joyous  days.  He  took  her  before  contact 
with  this  world  could  mar  the  transparent  loveliness 
of  her  pure  soul  and  innocent  heart.  But  yesterday  at 
the  Abbey  her  lovable  ways  and  sunny  disposition 
smoothed  for  us  the  necessary  give  and  take,  and 
the  little  hardships  of  school  routine.  She  brought 
sunshine  with  her  wherever  she  went.  Now  she  is 
gone  from  the  larger  circle  of  friends,  where  she 
played  such  a  beloved  part.  Yet  while  we  miss  her 
we  can  rejoice  in  the  thought  of  her  happiness, 
and  in  the  knowledge  that  she  fought  her  battle 
bravely,  and  won — that  she  died  and  went  to  God 
as  she  had  lived,  confident  and  trusting. 

Marguerite  Harris,  Form  V. 
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^  Centurp  of  ^voQvt^i 


The  glories  of  Chicago's  second  interna- 
tional exposition  will  be  revealed  when  she 
presents  to  the  world  this  summer  a  bird's-eye 
view,  as  it  were,  of  a  century  of  progress.  The 
occasion  for  this  marvelous  exhibition  is  the 
centennial  of  Chicago.  In  1833  she  was  a  few 
log  huts  clustered  around  a  small  log  fort, 
while  to-day  she  is  a  world-bnown  metropolis, 
the  fourth  largest  city  in  the  world.  On  June 
Kirst  she  will  open  to  the  world  an  exposition, 
glorious  and  glamorous.  In  it  will  appear  mil- 
lions of  dollars  worth  of  exhibits,  housed  in 
huge  beautiful  buildings  of  modernistic  archi- 
tectural beauty.  The  great  exposition  is  situ- 
ated on  land  every  foot  of  which  was  once 
f atlioms  under  the  surface  of  Lal^e  Michigan ; 
but  great  e-ngineers  have  reclaimed  for  Chica- 
go hundreds  of  acres  of  land  in  order  to  make 
a  beautiful  site  for  the  coming  world's  fair. 

The  buildings  that  comprise  the  fair  are 
unique  in  their  architectural  constructural  de- 
sign, being  of  steel  and  glass  with  modernistic 
adornments.  At  the  gateway  of  the  fair- 
grounds are  more  than  twenty  millions  of  dol- 
lars worth  of  perma-nent  buildings,  such  as  the 
Adler  Planetarium,  the  Chicago  Art  Institute, 
the  Field  Museum,  the  Shedd  Acpiarium,  and 
Soldiers'  Field.  The  last  is  a  majestic  stadium 
in  which  one  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
people  may  gather.  As  you  enter  the  grounds 
you  come  upon  the  stately,  spacious  Hall  of 
Science  which  is  the  centerpiece  of  the  exposi- 
tion. Soon  you  come  to  a  picturesque  bridge 
which  will  lead  you  across  a  lagoon  to  the 
Electrical  Group,  consisti-ng  of  the  Radio,  Com- 
munications, and  Electrical  Buildings,  which 
will  display  many  fascinating  things.  Then 
there  is  the  necessary  Administration  Build- 
ing, the  official  abode  of  the  administrators. 


Also  there  will  be  a  replica  of  historic  old 
Fort  Dearborn,  and  a  windowiess  Travel  and 
Transport  Building,  which  is  an  exposition  in 
itself.  Then  there  w'ill  be  a  group  of  log 
buildings  depicting  scenes  in  the  upward  strug- 
gle of  our  great  emancipator,  Abraham  Lin- 
coln. Another  building  to  claim  attentio'U  is 
the  oriental,  glittering  Golden  Pavilion  of 
Jehol.  It  is  the  finest  example  of  a  Chinese 
Lama  Temple,  being  brought  over  from  China 
in  twe-uty-eight  thousand  pieces,  and  is  ingeni- 
ously put  together  without  a  single  nail.  Two 
other  important  buildings  are  the  General  Ex- 
hibits Building  with  its  many  pavilions,  and 
the  huge  Agricultural  Buildings,  which  togeth- 
er with  many  others,  will  be  artistically  and 
])rofusely  illuminated.  There  will  be  a  beau- 
tiful Federal  Building,  massive  and  imposing, 
containing  many  expensive  exhibits.  This 
building  has  three  towers  which  represent 
the  three  branches  of  American  Government. 
This  building  is  in  connection  with  the  magni- 
ficent  Hall  of  States  which  will  house  the  ex- 
hibits of  the  various  States  and  Territories. 

In  the  way  of  entertainment  both  young 
and  old  will  have  a  wide  choice.  There  Avill 
be  a  huge  Auditorium  of  Music,  a  Sky  Ride 
which  shoots  rocket  cars  from  tower  to  tower, 
and  for  the  children,  a  playground  with  every 
type  of  amusement  that  they  will  enjoy. 

A  visit  to  Chicago's  ''Ce-ntury  of  Progress" 
will  amply  repay  one  for  any  time,  distance, 
or  effort  that  the  coming  may  have  asked. 
The  great  city  expectantly  looks  forward  to 
entertaining  vast  throngs  of  people  during  the 
next  year  at  what  someone  has  aptly  called 
her  "birthday  party." 

"William  Bryar,  Grade  Eight, 

St.  Bride's  School,  Chicago. 
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^agfeatcljetoan  Summer  ^ctjool  for  i^eligious  Snstruction 

BY   MOTHER   M.   LOYOLA,   LB.V.M. 


From  abovi>  the  blue  skies  of  Saskatchewan, 
during  the  last  three  weeks  of  July,  the  Eter- 
nal Father  must  have  gazed  with  special  ten- 
derness on  His  Catholic  children  in  the  south- 
ern part  of  the  Province.  For,  in  some  forty 
centres,  had  been  gathered  four  thousand  child- 
ren of  the  Archdiocese  of  Regina  for  the  pur- 
pose of  receiving  instruction  in  the  doctrines 
of  our  Holy  Faith. 

The  plan  was  originated  by  His  Excellency, 
Most  Reverend  James  Charles  McGuigan,  D.D., 
Archbishop  of  Regina,  and  was  strongly  sup- 
ported by  the  Very  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  J. 
Janssen  and  Reverend  Dr.  Hughes,  Rector  of 
Holy  Rosary  Cathedral,  as  Avell  as  by  all  the 
parish  priests.  To  us  who  have  grown  up  with- 
in a  stone's  throw  of  a  Catholic  school  and 
Catholic  Church,  questions  such  as  these  might 
easily  arise:  "Was  there  such  urgent  need  for 
catechetical  instruction  that  it  must  be  given 
in  the  heat  of  the  sumimer  months  V  ' '  Might  we 
not  better  conserve  the  energy  of  the  religious 
teachers  and  seminarians  for  the  ten  months 
of  the  scholastic  year?"  An  answer  to  both 
these  questions  will  be  found  as  the  story  of 
Loretto's  activity — small  though  it  was — in  this 
great  undertaking,  is  told. 

In  Sedley,  there  were  about  sixty  children 
registered.  The  girls  were  boarded  gratui- 
tously in  the  Convent,  by  the  nuns;  the  boys, 
in  the  school  nearby,  through  the  courtesy  of 
the  Sedley  School  Board.  These  were  cared  for 
by  the  Seminarians  and  the  members  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League.  Great  credit  is  due 
to  these  ladies  for  their  generous  co-operation 
in  seeing  to  the  food  supplies  for  all  the  child- 


ren. The  greatest  praise  also  is  due  to  the 
Reverend  H.  Theunnissen,  parish  priest  of  Sed- 
ley, whose  great-hearted  kindness  and  untiring 
zeal  will  never  be  forgotten. 

The  daily  programme  for  boys  and  girls  was 
similar.  They  rose  at  seven — at  least  they 
were  called  then — though,  by  the  amount  of 
laughter  usually  audible  in  the  dormitory  re- 
gions for  an  hour  or  more  before  that  time, 
they  were  ready  for  the  day's  work  much  soon- 
er. They  attended  the  eight  o'clock  Mass  i-n 
the  Church,  when  most  of  them — after  the 
first  few  days — received  Holy  Communion 
daily — a  spiritual  treat  of  which  they  had  never 
before  had  an  opportunity.  Breakfast  was 
served  immediately  after  reaching  home.  Then 
the  i)rocess  of  proper  bed-making  came.  Dust- 
ing, mopping,  and  general  tidying  followed, 
until  the  school-bell  rang  at  half-past  nine. 

The  school  day  was  divided  into  four  sec- 
tions: Catechism,  the  Liturgy  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  prayers  and  hymns,  handicraft.  In 
the  two  higher  classes,  after  the  Catechism 
lesson  was  taught,  the  children  made  notes 
with  diagrams,  much  in  the  same  way  as  for 
any  other  school  subject.  During  the  Liturgy 
hour,  the  seasons  of  the  Ecclesiastical  year 
Avere  explained,  then  the  princi})al  parts  of  the 
Mass,  the  colours  of  vestments,  etc.  Some  of 
the  children  who  had  never  been  at  Masw  on 
any  week-day  before,  Avere  amazed  to  see  the 
priest  in  black  vestments,  and  came  anxiously 
to  inquire  the  reason.  In  order  to  teach  the 
])rayers,  the  i)rincipal  ones  were  listed  across 
the  blackboard  in  each  room,  and  the  pupils' 
names  in  a  vertical  column  along  the  side.    As 
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each  prayer  was  ] earned  and  recited,  a  star 
Avas  placed  after  the  child's  name,  in  the  pro- 
per column.  Few  Avould  believe  how  eagerly 
even  the  sixteen-year-olds  tried  to  gain  that 
wondrous  reward.  In  the  handicraft  periods, 
the  boys  made  a  miniature  altar,  with  all  its 
necessary  equipment ;  not  even  the  canonicals 
and  charts  were  omitted.  The  girls  miade  the 
a;ltar  cloth,  the  antependium  and  the  tabernacle 
veil,  and  also  finger  towels  for  mission  churches. 

After  school  hours,  the  children  played  for 
an  hour.  Then  they  prepared  their  lessons 
for  the  next  day.  This  consisted  of  copying 
notes  or  pasting  prayers  a-nd  holy  pictures  into 
books  of  their  own  making. 

Tea  was  at  six,  after  which  night 
prayers  Avere  said  before  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, and  the  Stations  of  the  Cross  were  gener- 
ally made. 

Another  hour's  play  brought  the  day  to  an 
end,  and  with  that  came  the  dormitory  "ses- 
sion." The  first  few  nights  were  indescribably 
funnj',  and  yet  pathetic,  too.  "Sister,  how  do 
I  take  this  off?"  would  come  from  some  tiny 
tot  behind  the  Avhite  curtains  of  its  alcove, 
away  from  her  mother  for  the  first  time ;  or, 
"Sister,  what  is  that  for?"  when  the  holy 
water  font  was  presented. 

But  the  most  striking  part  of  the  whole  three 
weeks  Avas  the  eager  desire  of  these  children 
to  learn  all  that  could  be  learned — and  there 
was  much,  pitifully  miuch.  Children  of  seven 
Avho  could  not  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross ; 
children  of  nine  Avho  did  not  know  any  prayer 
but  the  Our  Father ;  girls  and  boys  of  fourteen 
and  over  who  either  had  never  made  their  First 
Communion,  or  Avho  had  to  count  back  several 
years  to  their  last  Confession. 

At  the  closing  of  the  vacation  school, 
prizes  Avere  aAvarded  for  Catechism  notes,  and 
a  Field  Day  Avas  held  and  prizes  Avere  aAvarded 


for  prayer-books,  for  scAving,  for  carpentry,  for 
bed-making,  for  order  and  neatness,  for  rac- 
ing, for  jumping,  for  every  possible  or  imagin- 
able achievement.  Nearly  everyone  received  a 
prize.  Besides  this,  beads  and  scapular-medals 
Avere  distributed,  so  that  every  child  departed 
blissfully  happy. 

Did  the  immediate  results  make  the  labour 
seem  Avorth  Avhile  ?  One  Avould  only  haA'e  to  see 
the  joyous  faces  of  those  children  as  they 
listened  to  some  Bible  story,  as  they  learned 
some  ncAv  prayer,  as  they  came  out  of  the  Con- 
fessional, or  back  from  the  altar  rail,  to  be 
convinced  that  the  Avork  Avas  soul-satisfying 
beyond  expression.  MoreoA^er,  from  one  sec- 
tion, tAventy  miles  distant,  Avhich  had  sent  ten 
children  to  the  school,  there  came,  the  Sunday 
after  the  school  had  closed,  a  truck  Avith 
tAventy-four  Catholics,  most  of  Avhom  received 
Holy  Communion.  Three  families  at  least,  Avho 
had  practically  drifted  from  the  Church,  are 
now  regular  attendants  at  the  Sunday  Mass. 
Most  of  the  children  are  corresponding  Avith 
our  Sedley  children,  and  Catholic  literature  is 
being  sent  into  their  homes  by  generous 
friends. 

A  most  fitting  climax  to  this  Summer  School 
Avas  the  administration  of  the  Sacrametnt  of 
Confirmation  by  His  Excellency,  Archbishop 
McGuigan,  on  the  Sunday  after  the  Summer 
School  had  closed.  This  apostolic  prelate  not 
only  aroused  the  eager  interest  of  the  children 
by  his  apt  questioning  and  cheerful  demeanor, 
but  explained  the  Sacrament  so  clearly  that 
•no  one  in  the  church  could  ever  forget  the 
meaning  of  the  ceremonies  connected  Avith  this 
great   Sacrament. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  God's  blessing  Avill 
rest  upon  this  magnificent  enterprise,  as  Avell 
as  on  those  Avho  inaugurated  it  and  furthered 
its  advance. 
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RECTORY,  SCHOOL,  AND  LORETTO  CONVENT,  RE«INA,  SASK. 


iloretto'g  Hategt  Jligsionarp  Jfielb  m  tf)e  Canabian  Wt&t 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  J.  Janssen,  Vicar-General  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Regina,  Sask.,  has  now 
opened  a  convent  for  the  Nuns  in  his  parish  in  Regina.  It  was  Monsignor  Janssen  who,  twelve  years 
ago,  first  brought  the  Nuns  to  the  Wes,t,  where,  under  his  leadership,  the  small  beginning  made  in 
Sedley  rapidly  developed  into  a  flourishing  centre  whose  school  has  already  won  an  enviable  reputa- 
tion in  the  province.  As  we  go  to  press,  we  rejoice  in  the  latest  honour  that  has  been  conferred  upon 
our  friend  and  benefactor.  A  cablegram  has  just  been  received  from  Vatican  City  that  Monsignor 
Janssen  has  been  created  a  Domestic  Prelate  to  Hisi  Holiness. 
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As  the  Christmas  issue  goes  to  press,  Ave 
have  just  concluded  our  Annual  Retreat,  and 
the  thought  has  bee-n  brought  home  to  ns  that 
in  a  short  time  our  days  as  students  of  Loretto 
will  be  over.  For  many  of  us  it  is  the  last 
year,  but,  whether  Senior  or  Freshman,  the 
time  is  short.  We  might  say  that  at  present 
all  our  interests  centre  about  Loretto,  and 
those  interests  are  many  and  varied.  We  are, 
it  is  true,  but  a  small  part  of  a  great  Univer- 
sity, yet  in  every  activity  we  share  in  its  many 
benefits.  Whether  in  the  realm  of  learning  or 
in  the  field  of  sport,  Loretto  is  represented  and 
supported  by  the  students.  Passing  from  the 
wider  interests  in  the  University  itself,  here  in 
our  own  College  we  have  pursuits  which  are 
nearer  and  dearer.  The  Sodality,  as  our  reli- 
gious organization,  aims  to  instil  into  every 
Sodalist  a  firm  a-nd  practical  piety,  and  an- 
nually shows  a  tangible  result  in  its  efforts  to 
make  Christmas  happier  for  many  needy  fami- 
lies. The  Literary,  Athletic  and  Dramatic  So- 
cieties each  have  widened  their  activities  year 
by  year,  and  added  to  a  rapidly  growing  re- 
putation. On  the  purely  social  side  are  our 
banquets,  dinners  and  teas,  all  of  Avhich  cul- 
minate in  the  one  outsta-nding  event  —  the 
Loretto  At  Home.  And  behind  all,  unifying 
and  combining  all,  are  Loretto  traditions. 

The  question  that  arises,  then,  is  what  place 
will  our  College  take  when  we  have  changed 
our  present  parts  on  the  stage  of  life?  Will 
it  conti-nue  to  be  that  important  factor  in  our 
lives  that  it  is  to-day?  The  interest  then  will 
not  be  all-absorbing,  but  it  should  not  for  that 
reason  be  put  aside  as  something  connected 
only  with  our  College  years.  Loretto,  in  the 
future,  should  have  a  firmer  and  deeper  hold 


on  each  one  of  us  than  it  has  to-day.  Whatever 
prominence  comes  to  Loretto,  it  is  through  the 
students,  and  the  Avay  in  which  they  respond 
to  their  training.  Our  years  at  College  have 
left  a  special  stamp  on  each  and  every  one  of 
us.  and  Ave  Avho  are  an  integral  part  of  Loretto 
now,  hope  and  trust  to  remain  so  in  the  future. 
Moreover,  gratitude  toAvards  our  College  for 
the  innumerable  benefits  Ave  have  received  de- 
mands this  return. 

The  outAvard  aspects  of  our  societies  and  or- 
ganizations are  of  secondary  importance ;  the 
real  significance  is  the  underlying  element. 
Debates,  lectures,  dramas,  and  the  diversions 
cf  social  gatherings  —  all  are  part  of  a  com- 
plete Avhole,  and  the  objective  is  that  all  may 
achieve  that  Avell-rounded  culture  that  is  the 
necessary  complement,  for  true  success  in  life, 
of  the  academic  attainment  that  a  University 
education  gives.  M.  E.  U.  3T3. 


HERITAGE. 


Beyond  -the   stars  of   aspect   clear, 
A  message  fraught  with  golden  cheer, 
Lies  gently.     A  rosebud  sweet- 
It  rests  upon  His  very  feet. 
A  mission  noble,  glorious,  true; 
It  is  for  all — for  me,  for  you: 
"Behold  the   city   of  your   dreams; 
Behold   the   Light  Who   ever   seems 
To  guide  you  to  His  side.     'Tis  true: 
Of  all  the  earth  He  loveth  you 
His  birth  was  giv'n  to  you,  to  be 
The  gate  to  immortal/ity." 

Lillian    McNamara,   oT3, 
Fourth  Year  Arts,    Loretto  Abbey  College. 


TO  THE  CELESTIAL  CHILD. 

Dear  little  One,  Thy  Face  divine 

Illumines  all   the  bitter  night, 
Where,  low  amidst  the  sheep  and  kine, 

Thy  birth  has  made  the  bleak  world  bright. 

O   Prince  of  mercy  and   of  peace. 

Strike  out  the  blinding  woes  of  men, 
And  let  our  tumult  haply  cease. 
Beneath   the  Star  of  BethJehem. 

Lois  Eswin,  Second  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


THE     RAINBOW 


147 


Horetto  ^hhtp  College  ^tubentsi  ^Representing;  tfje  BBnibersiitp  of  ^Toronto 

in  3(nter=Collesiate  Bebatesi 


MISS    DOROTHEA    CAIN. 


MISS  CAROLINE  HAMEL. 


MISS    ANNE  QUINLAN. 


Once  again  Loretto  College  has  shown  Its  high 
standards  of  debating  by  having  three  representa- 
tives on  the  University  Intercollegiate  Debating 
team  of  four;  they  are,  Miss  Dorothea  Cain,  Miss 
Caroline  Hamel,  and  Miss  Anne  Quinlan. 

The  subject  to  be  debated  is  an  interesting  one: 
"Resolved,  that  this  house  approves  of  some  sort 
of  government  censorship  of  the  movies."  Miss 
Cain  and  Miss  Hamel  will  uphold  the  negative 
against  McGill  at  Montreal,  while  Miss  Quinlan 
upholds  the  motion  against  Queen's  at  Toronto. 
The  fact  that  Loretto  students  have  been  chosen 


to  represent  the  University  six  timesi  in  eight  years 
justifies  the  importance  that  has  been  attached  to 
debating  in  our  College  activities. 

The  Literary  Society  sponsors  inter-year  debates 
and  helps  stimulate  interest  by  presenting  a  shield 
to  the  year  winning  the  series.  Besides  these,  we 
take  part  in  inter-faculty  debates,  all  of  which 
give  the  students  an  opportunity  of  expressing 
themselves  and  of  gaining  more  self-confidence. 

Hoping  that  the  old  traditionsi  will  be  carried  on, 
we  close  with  congratulations  to  this  year's  repre- 
sentatives. Kathleen  Kirkland,3T3. 


College  iSotes; 


November  1st — The  Blessed  Virgin's  Sodality 
held  its  first  meeting.  Miss  Margaret  Unger,  Pre- 
sident of  the  Sodality,  presided  over  the  business 
meeting,  during  which  plans  for  the  Sodality's 
activities  were  outlined.  Reverend  H.  Callaghan, 
of  St.  Anthony's  Church,  spoke  on  the  subject  of 
Catholic  Action.  He  stressed  the  importance  of 
co-operation  between  clergy  and  laity  in  solving 
present-day  religious  and  social  problems. 

November  10th — The  Athletic  Society  Executive 
were  hostesses  in  a  hilarious  evening  of  fun. 
Some  fine  skits  were  put  on  for  the  benefit  of  a 
highly-appreciative  audience,  with  a  supper  party 
to  wind  up  the  event. 

November  4  th — During  the  Tea  Hour,  Reverend 
Doctor  Phelan,  of  St.  Michael's  College,  gave  an 
interesting   lecture   on   Eric   Gill. 


November  11th — Miss  Mary  Mallon,  a  graduate 
whose  career  redounds  to  the  honour  of  the  Col- 
lege, recently  returned  from  Europe,  told  us  of  her 
experiences  in  Dramatics  at  Bath.  Afterwards  the 
Literary   Society   Executive    entertained   at   tea. 

November  15  th — First  Inter-Year  Debate! 
Freshies  and  Juniors  discussed  the  question:  "Re- 
solved, that  the  study  of  languages  is  of  more  profit 
than  the  study  of  science."  The  motion  was  up- 
held by  3T4,  Miss  Patricia  Callen  and  Miss  Marion 
Flynn  leading  the  argument  for  the  government. 
Miss  Pauline  Schnurr  and  Miss  Pauline  Simon, 
S'peaking  for  3T5,  were  the  brave  Freshies,  of  the 
opposition.  The  aflftrmative  won;  but  it  was  a 
close  contest. 

November  22nd — The  Literary  Society  enter- 
tained at  tea  in  the  Common  Room,  when 
Mr.  Chapman,  of  the  Mediaeval  Institute,  spoke  on 
Jacques  Maritain. 


'\  ENITE  ADOREJVIUS  DOMINUM!" 


Scene  from  the  pretty  little  Christmas  Play, 
the  pupils  of  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  on  Dec. 
Mary  Whaling;  St.  Joseph,  Miss  Agnes  Murray; 
ney;  Marta,  Miss  Margaret  Waddell;  Rachel,  Miss 
Miriam,  Miss  Julia  McLeod;  Guardian  Angel,  Miss 
ling,  Frances  McKeough,  Agnes  Petri,  Teresa  Nigro, 
ner,  Eunice  Le  Souder,  Dolores  Ducharme,  Helen 
garet  Pocock,  Rita  Bannon,  Olive  Simpson,  Edna 
Margaret  Culliton,  Catherine  McNamara.  Shepherd 
mara,  Helen  Atchison,  Catherine  Cloney.    Violinist, 


"No  Room  In  the  Inn,"  delightfully  portrayed  by 
20th,    193  2.      The    cast    included:       Mary,   Miss 

Sara,  Miss  Mary  Cloney;  Miseal,  Miss  Agnes  Gaff- 
Mary  Cayley;  Esther,  Miss  Eileen  Bannon; 
Mary  McKeough;  Little  Angels,  Misses  Doris  Wha- 

and  Jeanne  Ducharme;  Angels:  Misses  Muriel  Ben- 

McNamara,  Irene  Le  Souder,  Leona  Gaynor,  Mar- 
Hutchinson,    Mary   Harkins,   Marguerite  Frawley, 

Si:  Misses  Olive  Brown,  Rita  Murray,  Mary  McNa- 
Miss  Edna  Hutchinson. 


November  27th — Under  the  auspices  of  the 
Sodality,  Reverend  Doctor  Nagel  gave  an  impres- 
sive lecture  on  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  as 
exemplified  by  the  "Miraculous  Medal." 

November  30th — Loretto  Abbey  College  held  its 
annual  Commencement  Exercises.  Very  Reverend 
H.  S.  Bellisle,  C.S.B.,  Superior  of  St.  Michael's 
College,  presented  the  prizes,  medals  and  scholar- 
ships. A  Parliamentary  Open  House  Debate  fol- 
lowed. Miss  Anne  McGarry,  the  Speaker,  proposed 
the  motion  before  the  House:  "Resolved,  that 
modern  twentieth  century  civilization  is  a  failure," 
and  introduced  the  speakers  of  the  evening.  Miss 
Gertrude  Cain  and  Miss  Mary  McLaughlin,  of  3T3, 
supported  the  motion,  while  Miss  Marie  Writt  and 
Miss  Mary  Purkis,  also  of  3T3,  upheld  the  nega- 
tive. The  Clerk  of  the  House  was  Miss  Anne 
Quinlan,  and  Miss  Margaret  Unger  represented  the 
Press.  The  Judges  were  Reverend  A.  T.  Lellis, 
Reverend  John  McGarrity,  C.S.P.,  and  Mr.  John 
Mahon.  The  House  voted  in  favour  of  the  negative, 
but  the  decision  of  the  Judges  rested  with  the  af- 
firmative. 


December  3rd — The  College  was  honoured  to 
have  Mr.  Etienne  Gilson,  formerly  of  the  Sorbonne, 
Director  of  the  Mediaeval  Institute,  as  guest  of 
honour.  Many  graduates  and  friends  of  Loretto 
were  among  the  enthusiastic  audience  which  listen- 
ed to  his  splendid  French  lecture  on  "Paul  Clau- 
del." 

December  8th — The  Faculty  were  hostesses  at 
a  formal  dinner  in  honour  of  the  Feast  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  Guests  of  honour  at  the 
dinner  were  Reverend  Basil  Doyle,  C.S.P.,  and 
Reverend  Father  McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  who  spoke  on 
Saint  Bernard  of  Clairvaux. 

December  9th — Reverend  Father  Augustine,  of 
the  Passionist  Order,  from  New  York,  preached  our 
annual  three-day  Retreat;  an  energizing  spiritual 
experience. 

December  14th — As  the  "Rainbow"  goes  to 
press  we  are  immersed  in  plans  for  our  annual 
Christmas-tree  and  party  for  our  dear  little  guests, 
some  forty-five  underprivileged  children;  and  are 
plunged  in  the  depths  of  Term  Exams! 

M.  McL.,  3T3. 
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THE   FIRST   CHRISTMAS   GIFT. 

This  is  the  story  of  a  wonderful  gift  pre- 
sented to  a  blind  Jewish  Boy  on  the  eve  of 
the  first  Christmas. 

David  was  the  only  son  of  a  wealthy  Jew- 
ish inn-keeper.     At  the  age  of  four  he  fell  ill 
of  a  severe  attack  of  fever,  and  when  it  had 
gone  it  took  his  eyesight  with  it.     From  that 
day  his  mother,  and  later  he  himself,  had  never 
ceased   to   pray    and   hope    that    his    precious 
sight  might   be   restored   to  him.      The   years 
went  by,  and  all  that  David  knew  of  the  world 
about  him  was  Avhat  he  learned  through  the 
eyes  of  his  mother  and  father.    Within  the  boy, 
however,  there   burned   an  unquenchable   fire 
of  faith  and  a  never-wavering  certainty  that 
some  day  he  would  again  see  with  his  own  eyes 
the  beauty  of  the  world  around  him.    For  ce-n- 
turies  now  the  coming  of  a  great  King  to  lead 
the  Jews  from  domination  of  other  races  had 
been  talked  about.     Some  jeered  at  this  be- 
lief; others,  like  David,  steadfastly  maintained 
their  faith.    And  so  it  was  that  David  and  his 
mother  were  seated  at  an  upstairs  window  in 
a  room  in  their  quarter  of  the  inn,  watching 
the  people  coming  up  to  seek  its  shelter  on  a 
certain   night   centuries   ago.      Great    crowds 
were  on  the  road  to  Bethlehem  to  fulfil  the 
order  of  Caesar  that  each  person  should  be 
taxed  in  his  own  city.    In  a  short  time  the  inn 
was  filled;  but  while  David's  father  was  turn- 
ing travellers  away,  a  venerable-looking  man 
came  up,  leading  a  donkey  on  which  rode  a 
lovely  you-ng  girl  of  such  sweet  expression  that 
many  stopped  to  gaze  upon  her,  and  then  went 
on  their  way  uplifted  and  refreshed.    The  man 
appealed  to  the  inn-keeper  for  room  anywhere. 
The  latter  shook  his  head,  saying  he  had  no 
accommodation.     While    this    was    going    on, 
David's  mother  had  been  looking  o.n  with  in- 
terest and  explaining  every'thing  to  him,  but 


when  she  saw  that  her  husband  was  going  to 
turn  these  people  also  away,  she  could  bear  it 
no  longer.  She  was  haunted  by  the  tired  and 
wan  yet  inexpressibly  sweet  expression  of  the 
woman's  face.  She  rushed  to  her  husband  and 
begged  him  to  try  to  find  space  for  them.  She 
pleaded  that  it  was  cold  and  that  they  had  come 
a  long  way,  and  when  he  again  refused,  she 
urged  him  to  offer  them  his  stable  out  in  the 
fields,  for  at  least  it  would  be  warm  there. 
The  inn-keeper,  who  could  refuse  his  wife  no- 
thing, assented,  and  personally  escorted  the 
strangers  to  the  humble  quarters  in  the  stable. 
His  wife  returned  to  David,  whom  she  knew 
would  be  anxious  to  hear  everything.  She 
found  him  still  at  the  window,  and,  strangely, 
he  seemed  to  have  changed  in  her  absence. 
There  was  an  air  of  expectancy  about  him,  and 
indeed  the  night  seemed  unexpectedly  to  have 
become  filled  with  expectancy.  The  stars 
gleamed  coldly  like  silver  etchings  on  a  smooth 
background,  and  cast  a  pale  platinum  light 
over  the  surrounding  country.  The  air  was 
crisp  and  clear,  and  stray  travellers  hugged 
their  cloaks  closely  around  them  as  they  sought 
shelter ;  cattle  and  sheep  lowed  in  the  distance. 
But  of  these  beauties  and  activities  the  boy 
was  not  aware.  At  his  mother's  step  he  turned 
a  pale  but  eager  face. 

"Mother,  I  feel  that  something  wonderful 
a.nd  strange  is.  going  to  happen  to-night." 

Even  as  he  spoke,  a  beam  of  light,  of  won- 
drous brightness  streamed  into  the  room;  the 
boy  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then  turned  in- 
stinctively towards  the  window.  Shining  in 
the  East  was  a  star  of  such  brilliance  that  it 
fairly  dazzled  the  eye.  The  boy  stared  hard; 
then  he  turned  to  his  mother. 

"Is  there  a  great  and  wonderful  star  shining 
up  there,  or  is  it  only  a  vision  I  imagine  that  I 
see?"  he  said. 
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When  his  mother  heard  his  words,  she  gave 
a  little  gasp. 

"There  is  a  glorious  star  up  there,  such  a 
one  as  I  have  never  seen  before.  0,  my  son, 
can  you  really  see  it?" 

With  his  next  words  there  could  be  no 
doubt. 

"Mother,  I  see  your  face,  0,  mother,  how 
beautiful  you  are  !"  And  then  .  .  .  "  0  mother, 
how  good  God  is!  He  has  answered  our  pray- 
ers ! " 

And  at  the  same  time,  in  the  stable  out  in  the 
fields  towards  which  David  looked,  a  Little 
Babe  smiled  and  brought  joy  to  the  hearts  of 
His  lovely  Mother  and  His  devoted  foster- 
father.  He  was  the  Son  of  God,  His  Father's 
gift  to  men.  And  over  the  desert,  far  away, 
three  wise  men  on  camels  came  riding  to  offer 
their  gifts  and  to  worship  the  new-born  King. 
Gertrude  Tackaberry,  3T4. 


THEY  WHO  TRUST. 


Jimmy  Gray  pressed  his  little  nose  against 
the  show  window  of  the  largest  departmental 
store  in  Oaksville.  He  looked  at  the  toys,  the 
Christmas-tree,  the  wax  figures  of  a  little  girl 
and  boy  sitting  before  the  fire-place,  supposedly 
playing  with  their  new  toys.  They  looked  so 
warm  and  happy. 

"Who  wouldn't  be  happy  with  so  many 
toys?"  muttered  Jimmy  to  himself,  "0  boy! 
Just  look  at  that  electric  train!" 

Suddenly  some  other  little  children  wedged 
their  way  before  the  window,  crowding  Jimmy 
away.  The  pressing  crowd  pushed  him  here 
and  there,  some  people,  u-nwittingly,  hitting 
him  on  the  head  or  in  the  face  with  their  pro- 
jecting parcels.  He  did  not  care.  It  was  all 
in  a  lifetime.  There  would  not  be  much  Christ- 
mas for  him  this  year.  "Still,  I  must  not  com- 
plain," he  whispered,  "we  shall  have  enough 
to  eat.  Mother  says:  'God  will  never  forget 
us  if  we  trust  Him.'  Poor  mother!  She  wasn't 
well  to-day.  She  hasn't  been  for  weeks  past. 
It  is  always  so  cold  in  our  little  room,"    He 


gathered  his  ragged  coat  about  him  Avith  his 
little  numb  hands.  Shivers  ran  up  and  down 
his  spine.  The  joyous  crowds  of  Christmas 
shoppers  were  rather  a  hum-drum  noise  to  him 
now.     0,  he  was  so  cold  and  so  hungry ! 

A  loud,  short  toot  of  a  horn,  and  a  grinding 
of  brakes,  bring  Jimmy  quickly  to  his  senses 
But,  too  late !  Before  he  knows  it,  he  is  knock- 
ed down  by  an  automobile.    Jimmy  remembers 

•uo  more. 

***** 

"Oh,  Doctor!  Is  he  badly  hurt?"  asked  an 
excited  young  lady, 

"Do-n't  worry,  Miss  Hill;  he  isn't  seriously 
injured.  He'll  be  up  and  around  in  a  day. 
Just  a  bit  bruised  and  stunned.  He  will  be 
conscious  any  minute  now,"  spoke  the  elderly 
man. 

"Thank    God!"    murmured   the    girl. 

Jimmy  opened  his  blue  eyes  and  gazed  in 
wonderment  about  him.  Where  was  he? 
Funny  he  had  never  seen  that  man  and  that 
nice  lady  before.  He  made  an  attempt  to 
speak, 

"How  do  you  feel,  sonny?"  inquired  the 
doctor,     "No  bones  hurt  you — do  they?" 

"No,"  answered  Jimmy  in  a  weak  little 
voice. 

"Oh!  Oh!  What  has  happened?  Is  he 
hurt?"  The  mother  put  out  her  arms  and  took 
her  little  son, 

"He  will  be  fine  in  a  day  or  two,  Mrs.  Grey, 
Don't  worry,  A  car  hit  him  while  lie  was  cross- 
ing the  street.  Just  bruised  a  bit.  Nothing 
serious,"  said  the  doctor. 

Poor  Mrs.  Grey  could  -not  speak  for  a  mo- 
ment as  she  stood  there  still  hugging  her  pre- 
cious little  son. 

A  week  has  passed.  Before  the  fire  in  a 
cosy  living-room  sits  Jimmy  at  his  mother's 
feet. 

"Miss  Ilill  is  so  lovely  to  us,  isn't  she, 
mother?"  he  said,  looking  up  into  her  smiling 
face.  "I  like  it  here  much  better  than  the 
other  place.    It's  so  cheerful  and  warm." 

"Yes,  darling.    God  is  so  good  to  us." 

Lucy  Kuntz,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Out. 


THE      RAINBOW 


151 


M  it  a  laapfjael  ? 


Loretto  Abbey  has  become  the  custodian 
of  a  real  treasure  in  art.  In  the  lobby  parlour 
stands  a  huge  canvas,  in  the  centre  of  which 
Our  Blessed  Mother  is  most  beautifully  pic- 
tured. Is  it  or  is  it  not  a  Raphael!  As  one 
hears  the  story  of  the  picture  and  studies  the 
details  of  the  canvas, 
one  is  convinced  that 
this  painting  is  in- 
deed a  masterpiece, 
and  in  strong  proba- 
bility the  work  of 
the  great  sixteenth- 
century  artist. 

Our  Blessed  Moth- 
er is  pictured  with 
her  arms  outspread, 
holding  a  mantle  of 
C  h  ristianity,  under 
which  are  sheltered 
representatives  of 
both  Church  and 
State,  while  the  Hea- 
venly Father  blesses 
the  group  from 
above. 

The  face  of  Our 
Lady  is  of  wondrous 
beauty,  and  resem- 
bles that  of  the  east- 
ern maiden  of  the  type  Raphael  used  so  ofte-n 
in  his  other  Madonnas.  She  is  wearing  a  beau- 
tifully jewelled  crown,  which  you  do  not 
notice  until  you  are  studying  the  details  of  the 
painting.  The  Blessed  Mother's  robe  is  of 
delicate  shades  of  mauve  and  falls  in  soft  easy 
folds  about  her  feet.  The  mantle,  which  Our 
Lady  holds  outspread,  is  of  an  exquisite  shade 
of  blue,  a  colour  that  for  two  centuries  artists 
have  failed  to  reproduce.     This  is  one  of  the 


strongest   proofs   that   Raphael   is  the    artist. 
Under  Our  Blessed  Mother's  right  arm  are 
grouped  four  Doctors  of  the  Church:  the  as- 
cetic St.  Jerome,  St.  Ambrose,  Bishop  of  Milan 
during    the    fourth    century;    St.    Augustine, 
Bishop  of  Hippo;  and  St.  Gregory  (Pope  Gre- 
gory I.),  and  others, 
whose    profiles    may 
be  seen  very  faintly. 
The    face    of    the 
Pope  resembles  that 
of    the  Pope  in  the 
Sistine    Madonna    in 
the  Dresden  Gallery, 
and  may  have  been 
that  painted  by  Ra- 
phael of  Pope  Julius 
II.,  whose  portrait  is 
in  the  Uffizi  Gallery. 
On  the  left  of  Our 
Lady  the  State  is  re- 
presented   by     Con- 
stantine    the    Great, 
clothed  in  a  cloak  of 
scarlet  which  partly 
covers    his    armour ; 
the  scarlet,  like  the 
blue  of  the  mantle,  is 
peculiarly  Raphael's. 
Constantine  has  fea- 
tures resembling  the  Constantine  by  Raphael 
on  a  wall  of  the  Vatican  Galleries,  called  the 
"Battle  of  Constantine." 

In  this  picture  Constantine  lays  the  world 
and  his  sword  at  the  feet  of  the  Virgin  Mother, 
while  St.  Helena,  his  mother,  joins  in  his  hom- 
age. Near  Constantine  is  the  Emperor  Char- 
lemagne in  a  gorgeous  robe  of  work  of  the 
finest  detail. 

Throughout  the  whole   picture  the  hands 
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BEAUTIFUL  NIAGARA  IN  WINTER. 

View  from  the  verandah  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 


of  each  figure  are  characteristic ;  those  of  Co'ii- 
stantine  are  strong,  muscular  hands  which 
help  to  show  his  power.  The  foreshortening  of 
the  feet  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  is  marvellously 
skillful,  and  adds  much  to  the  perfection  of 
the  picture. 

Across  the  middle  of  the  canvas,  if  you  ex- 
amine it  closely,  you  will  notice  a  crease ;  this 
crease — or  more  than  crease,  this  crack — has 
been  caused  by  folding  the  picture  in  order 
to  make  it  smaller  and  in  this  way  easier  to 
pack,  for  it  is  thought  that  the  picture  may 
have  bee-n  sent  out  of  Europe  in  order  to  save 
it  during  the  French  Revolution. 

The  English  owners  thought  it  was  one  of 
those  paintings  brought  by  the  French  from 
Italy  at  the  time  of  Napoleon's  campaign  there, 
and  that  it  had  been  reduced  in  size  for  that 


purpose;  but  a  list  of  those  brought  by  them 
has  been  fomid  in  a  book  written  by  one  of 
Napoleon's  marshalls  and  this  picture  is  not 
included. 

Mr.  Neff,  the  present  owner  of  this  picture, 
who  has  chosen  the  Abbey  as  the  repository 
for  his  treasure,  hopes  that  some  day  some 
lover  of  art  Avill  see  this  picture  and  realize 
that  it  has  found  its  true  home,  and  that  it  will 
not  be  in  its  proper  place  until  it  is  over  the 
main  altar  in  the  new  chapel  at  Loretto  Abbey, 
Armour  Heights — a  chapel  that  we  hope  may 
be  in  the  not  too  far  distant  future,  the  rea- 
lization of  our  dream,  and  the  answer  to  our 
prayer. 

Kathleen  Jenkins. 

Loretto   Abbey,   Armour  Heights,    Toronto. 
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^fje  Jlusieum  at  Horetto  ^hhtv,  l^oronto 


IX   THE  MUSEUM. 

Left   to   right:      Misses   Mary   McCarthy,    Isabel    Haiinan,    Patricia    Ryan,    Kathleen   Jenkins,    and 

Agnes  Purtle. 


One  of  the  most  interesting  places  in  our 
interesting"  Abbey  is  the  museum.  If  you  walk 
down,  the  first-floor  hall  of  the  school-wing, 
you  may  open  what  appears  to  be  just  another 
class-room  door,  and,  behold — a  treasure-house 
is  before  you !  It  is  well  filled  with  specimen- 
cases,  valuable  old  pictures,  cabinets  full  of 
curios,  stuffed  birds  and  animals,  and  a  few 
rare  wall-hangings.  All  these  are  arranged 
attractively  and  with  excellent  taste.  Shells, 
minerals,  fish,  handicraft  of  the  Indians,  pot- 
tery, a-nd  implements  of  war,  beguile  the  visi- 
tor from  one  collection  to  another.  So  ab- 
sorbed do  you  become  that,  unconsciously, 
many  an  hour  is  whiled  away ;  nor  is  the  time 


lost.  Nearly  every  country  in  the  world  is 
rejiresented ;  hence  an  attentive  pilgrimage 
from  case  to  case  amounts  almost  to  an  ex- 
cursion into  the  realms  of  u-niversal  know- 
ledge. For  the  nonce  we  step  out  of  our  own 
sphere  and  the  Avhirl  of  present-day  activity, 
and  live  in  bygone  days,  and  in  enchanted 
lands  beyond  the  seas. 

Memories  of  the  early  India-ns :  hatchets, 
old  bronze  can-non-balls,  tomahawks,  knives, 
picks,  poignards,  arrow-cases,  skinning-knives, 
stones,  and  pieces  of  French  muskets,  remind 
us  of  the  bloody  conflicts  that  followed  the 
trail  of  the  white  man  as  he  wrested  the  land 
from   the   aborigines.     Then   we   are   enabled 
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vividly  to  picture  the  life  led  by  the  early 
missionaries.  There  is  a  mill-stone  made  by 
the  Jesuit  Fathers  and  carried  over,  in  the 
Fall  of  1649,  to  Christian  Island  in  the  Geor- 
gian Bay.    We  see  the  first  chalice  used  in  the 


X.lVl.™J,.t, 


"Lo,  I  have  seen  the  Holy  Grail, 
The  sight  that  made  strong  faces  pale." 

Drawing  by  Kathleen  Jenkins. 

Niagara  Peninsula;  a  copy  of  the  first  Christ- 
mas carol  ever  sung  in  Ontario;  and  a  piece 
of  stone  from  the  foundatio-ns  of  old  Fort  Ste. 
Marie.  One  of  the  many  cruel  tortures  the 
Jesuit  martyrs  endured  at  the  hands  of  the 
Indians  is  illustrated  b.y  a  rusty  iron  hatchet 
with  a  chain  through  it — one  of  a  collar  of  such 
hatchets  hung  red-hot  about  the  martyrs'  shoul- 
ders— lying  close  beside  a  little  bust  of  St. 
John  de  Brebeuf . 

Those  who  prize  objects  quaint,  and  hallow- 
ed by  associations,  will  linger  long  with  the 
souvenirs  of  pioneer-days  in  our  country. 
Among  these  are  lamps,  candlesticks,  beaded 
candle-shades,  old  silver  tea-pot  and  mug, 
carving  in  wood,  and  pieces  of  rare  old  china. 
A  spinning-wheel  and  butter-churn  appeal 
strongly  to  the  imagination.  Of  a  later  period 
are  some  wax  flowers  twined  around  a  wax 
cross  under  a  prim  glass  case,  a  Victorian 
chair,  and  two  harps. 

From  such  peaceful  domestic  musings  we 
are  carried  to  the  chaos  of  the  Great  War. 
Field-guns,    a    German    helmet,    and    Gorman 


bayonets,  stand  out  in  silent,  solemn,  awful 
memorial  of  the  most  appalling  turmoil  and 
strife  the  world  has  ever  witnessed.  Close  to 
these,  in  consoling  contrast,  is  a  darling  little 
wood-and-plaster  head  of  a  statue  of  the  In- 
fant Jesus.  It  was  picked  up  on  the  battle-field 
of  Europe,  and  you  wonder  how  it  was  preserved 
through  the  upheavals  of  the  combat;  and  in 
what  wayside-shrine  or  peaceful  little  village 
church  it  once  stood. 

Of  special  interest  is  the  carefully  classi- 
fied collection  of  many  varieties  of  wood  grow- 
ing in  Canada  and  elsewhere,  sliowing  the 
graining  and  capacity  for  polisli.  One  of  the 
specimen-cases  is  devoted  solely  to  fish.  Fish 
that  are  multi-coloured,  extremely  delectable, 
useful,  fantastically  formed,  perhaps  terrifying 
— fill  its  spacious  spaces.  When  you  look  at 
two  lizards  in  the  case,  you  notice  that  one  has 
its  tail  curled  up,  while  the  other  lies  in  a  na- 
tural position.  There  is  an  interesting  story 
about  the  lizard  with  the  curled-up  tail.  A 
naturalist  said  that  it  had  committed  suicide 
rather  than  be  chloroformed.  Imagine  such  de- 
termination in  the  little  beast ! 

In  another  case  a  collection  of  vestments 
combine  both  excellent  needle-work  and  holy 
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"Old,  unhapjjy,  far-off  things 
And    battles   long   ago." 

Drawing  by  Mary  McCarthy. 

relics.  There  is  a  chasuble,  embroidered  by 
hand,  worn  by  three  successive  bishops  of  To- 
ronto :  Archbishop  Lynch,  Archbishop  O'Con- 
nor, and  Archbishop  Walsh.  An  artist  look- 
ing at  it  once  remarked 'thnt  tlie  one  who  work- 
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ed  it  must  have  bee-n  an  artist,  for  there  is  a 
child's  face  unconsciously  embroidered  into 
the  heart  of  one  of  the  roseis  that  form  the 
pattern.  It  is  the  work  of  the  late  Mother 
Angela  Don  Carlos.  There  is  a  juchetta  worn 
by  Pope  Leo  XIII.,  and  which  touched  the 
relics  of  the  St.  Ubaldus,  who  is  invoked  for 
the  cure  of  headaches.  Pope  Pius  X.  is  re- 
presented by  a  cape.  This  is  precious  indeed, 
for  we  all  look  forward  in  the  near  future  to 
the  canonization  of  this  Holy  Father,  who  is 
affectio-nately  called  the  "Children's  Pope" — 
whose  memory  will  be  forever  linked  with 
daily  Communion,  and  with  early  First  Com- 
munion for  children.  Agai-n,  a  bullet-ripped 
stole  with  some  stains  of  blood  upon  it,  is  a 
relic  of  the  priest  who  wore  it  while  doing  his 
duty  on  the  battle-field  of  France,  and  of  those 
to  whom  he  ministered,  who  gave  their  lives 
for  their  country.  Another  stole  was  extracted 
from  the  rui^ns  of  a  Belgian  cathedral,  by  a 
Canadian  soldier.  A  vestment  relic  from  the 
old  missions  of  California,  makes  us  wonder 
if  some  convent  schoolgirls  in  Spain  made  it 
and  sent  it  to  their  adopted  missionary. 

The  variety  of  the  collection  in  the  Museum 
is  at  once  a-n  evidence  of  the  generosity  of 
friends  and  a  proof  of  the  Academy's  tradi- 
tional interest  in  all  that  pertains  to  a  broad 
and  deep  culture.  Here  are  souvenirs  from 
the  Holy  Land,  and  the  Catacombs;  and  in 
contrast  with  these  memorials  of  the  Chris- 
tian faith  is  a  fierce-looking,  gaudy  cocoanut- 
head,  with  shells  for  eyes,  a-nd  teeth,  and  cre- 
ating a  decidedly  Mexican  atmosphere.  An- 
other case  holds  a  widespread  collection  of 
minerals — including  specimens  from  such  di- 
verse places  as  Killarney  and  Mexico;  else- 
where is  a  handsome  display  of  foreign  coins 
and  rare  old  bills;  nearby  are  specimens  of 
Indian  bark  tapestry.  Across  the  room  is  an 
Irish   bone  rosary,   dating  from  very   ancient 


times,  and  an  old  cross  from  Scotland,  Those 
to  whom  the  personal  has  special  value  will 
note  the  bell  belonging  to  the  late  Reverend 
Mother  Teresa  Dease,  the  Foundress  of  the 
Institute  in  America,  suitably  placed  beside 
the  trowel  used  to  lay  the  corner-sto-ne  of  the 


"Dear   Harp    of  My   Country." 
Drawing  by  Agnes  Purtle. 

new  Loretto  Abbey.  Of  similar  interest  are 
sleigh-bells  and  an  hour-glass  used  in  the  first 
days  of  the  Loretto  nuns  in  Toronto. 

Worthy  of  special  mention  is  a  group  of 
paintings  done  on  rice-paper,  from  Japan ;  a-nd 
a  curiously  designed  silk-embroiderj^  from 
China.  Another  work  from  the  hand  of  a 
Japanese  artist  is  an  exquisitely  carved  card- 
case  portraying  in  ivory  a  typical  Japanese 
scene  worked  out  in  the  most  minute  detail. 
An  ostrich-egg  from  South  Africa,  cork-work 
from  India,  an  Egyptian  panel,  Java  from 
Honolulu,  and  corals  from  the  remote  Pacific 
Isles,  accentuate  here  and  there  an  exotic  note. 
Pompeii  and  Vesuvius  add  a  classic  touch  to 
certain  cases;  and  variously  illustrated  all 
about  are  the  arts  and  crafts  of  ancient  and  of 
modern  peoples.  Rome  is  represented  by  a 
beautiful  mosaic  Jubilee  Cross  of  Leo  XIII., 
handsome  work  in  marble,  pictures,  frescoed 
plaster,  and  a  twelfth-ce-ntury    curio    of    the 
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Crucifixion.  From  the  far-North  there  comes 
a  bone  crucifix  and  an  Eskimo  button  carved 
from  walrus  tusks.  Carved  beads,  and  artifi- 
cially wrought  crosses  have  been  brought  from 
the  Holy  Land;  a'ud  from  the  "Isle  of  Saints" 
several  skillful  carvings  in  bog-oak.  There  is 
from  Paris  a  piece  of  embroidery  very  remark- 
able because  a  nun  who  had  lost  both  her 
hands  did  every  stitch  of  the  work  in  that 
condition.  There  is  even  a 
little  altar  with  all  the  re- 
quisites, made  by  a  school- 
boy taught  by  our  nuns  in 
Sedley,   Saskatchewan. 

Visitors  with  a  taste  for 
art  may  enjoy  themselves 
among  several  fine  pieces — 
old  oil-paintings  —  one  es- 
pecially of  the  Burial  of  Our 
Lord  — •  Venice   in   colourful 


mother-of-pearl,  a  delicately-painted  book,  and 
deft  illuminated  lettering.  Although  the  Mu- 
seum makes  no  pretension  of  being  aai  Art  Gal- 
lery (most  of  the  valuable  canvasses  are  hung 
elsewhere  in  the  Abbey)  its  few  pictures  add 
to  its  general  charm. 

Although  much  more  might  be  written  and 
still  leave  the  story  incomlplete,  yet  will  I 
close,  with  a  grateful  expression  of  the  thought 
of  the  many  hours  of  genuine 
pleasure  and  profit  that  I 
and  my  companions  have 
spent  in  examining  these 
stores  of  fascinating  trea- 
sures amid  their  perfect  set- 
ting— Loretto  Abbey ! 

Isabel  Hannan,  Form  IV., 


Drawing  by  Patricia  Ryan. 

"0  man  rouet  tourne,  tourne  en 
cJiantant," 


Loretto  Abbey, 
Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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THE  LEGION  OF  MARY. 

We  are  indebted  to  the  gifted  i)en  of  Miss 
Alice  Curtayne  for  making  more  widely 
known  the  work  of  an  organization,  The  Legion 
of  Mary,  Avhich  is  at  once  an  inspiratio-n  and  a 
challenge  to  those  Avho  wish  to  respond  to  the 
Holy  Father's  appeal  for  Catholic  Action  on 
the  part  of  the  laity. 

The  legion  of  Mary  was  begun  almost  by 
accident.  On  the  evening  of  Septemer  7,  1921, 
a  few  men  met  in  the  slums  of  Dublin  to  or- 
ganize a  group  who  would  pledge  themselves 
to  visit  the  poor  in  the  Union  Hospital.  It  was 
agreed  to  admit  women  to  membership.  Here 
we  have  the  humble  beginning  of  the  Legion 
of  Mary.  These  charitable  workers,  following 
up  hospital  cases,  were  shocked  by  the  world 
of  excessive  privations,  and  moral  deteriora- 
tion, which  they  discovered  among  the  poor 
and  destitute  of  the  city.  Seeing  the  need  of 
immediate  action,  the  Legion  of  Mary  grew 
and  developed  into  a  stro-ng  body  intent  on 
remedying  these  evils. 

The  acts  of  charity  accomplished  both  for 
the  physical  and  spiritual  welfare  of  the  poor 
by  these  zealous  workers  is  legion.  There  is 
no  form  of  Catholic  Action  on  the  part  of  the 
laity  which  it  does  not  cheerfully  undertake. 
Its  members  regularly  visit  hospitals,  hotels, 
lodging-houses,  jails  and  all  the  city  haunts  of 
the  wretched,  as  well  as  the  homles  of  the  poor. 
Thus,  the  year  before  last  they  were  respon- 
sible for  the  return  of  1,500  long-time  ab- 
sentees from  the  Sacraments.  Likewise  they 
atte-nd  to  the  dissemination  of  Catholic  Litera- 
ture, to  children's  attendance  at  Mass,  to  the 
encouragement  of  Sodality  membership  and  of 
daily  Mass,  and  to  rescue  work  in  all  its  forms. 
Study  groups  for  Apologetics  are  formed  with 
the  object  of  opening  the  way  to  conversions  to 
the  Church.     Already  there  are  five  of  these 


study  groups  in  Dublin,  one  of  which  is  for 
women.  The  Legion  also  undertakes  the  or- 
ganization of  Catholic  clubs,  forms  branches 
of  the  Boy  Scout  and  Girl  Guide  movements, 
aids  foreign  missions,  and  gives  assistance  in 
every  kind  of  parochial  work. 

However,  perhaps  the  most  remarkable 
achievem)ent  of  the  Legion  is  its  work  in  as- 
sisting destitute  me-n  and  women.  The  Morn- 
ing Star,  a  hostel  for  destitute  men,  accommo- 
dates 250.  A  fee  of  sixpence  per  night  is  ask- 
ed, but  if  the  applicant  does  not  possess  this 
amount  he  is  given  a  chance  of  earning  it  by 
chopping  wood  in  the  Legion  work-yard.  In 
this  ma-nner,  by  contributing  towards  his  own 
upkeep,  he  retains  his  self-respect  and  indepen- 
dence. For  the  small  sum  of  sixpence  he  is 
given  supper,  bath,  bed,  breakfast,  and,  if  ne- 
cessary, fresh  clothing  The  work  in  the  hostel 
is  done  by  seven  voluntary  workers.  These 
are  assisted  by  a  great  many  who  work  during 
the  day  a-nd  devote  their  evenings  to  helping 
in  the  hostel. 

The  Legion  has  founded  another  institute, 
the  Regina  Coeli,  capable  of  accommodating 
from  sixty  to  seventy  destitute  women.  It  is 
run  on  the  same  lines  as  the  Morning  Star  for 
men.  There  are  four  resident  wome-n,  legion- 
aries in  the  Regina  Coeli,  who  are  assisted  in 
the  evenings  by  a  number  of  part-time  work- 
ers. The  men  and  women  sharing  the  hospi- 
tality of  the  Morning  Star  and  the  Regina 
Coeli  leave  every  morning  to  seek  work,  and 
return  in  the  evenings. 

A  third  hostel,  the  Sancta  Maria,  is  devoted 
to  the  normal  upbuilding  of  women  and  girls 
who  have  taken  their  first  downward  steps. 
Out  of  the  400  cases  that  have  passed  through 
this  hostel,  the  Legion  claims  that  three-quar- 
ters have  been  reclaimed. 

No  financial  assistance  is  given  the  Legion 
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by  the  Church  or  State.  It  depends  chiefly 
on  voluntary  contributions,  and,  despite  the 
fact  that  no  appeal  has  been  made,  remains 
solvent. 

It  is  clear  that  the  Legion,  though  of  recent 
origin,  has  made  astounding  progress.  Within 
eleven  years  its  membership  has  increased  from 
less  than  a  dozen  members  to  forty  branches 
in  Dublin  and  a  membership  of  about  nine 
hundred  men  and  Avonien.  It  has  branches 
throughout  Ireland,  England,  Scotland,  China, 
and  the  Philippine  Islands. 

Misis  Curtayne  says  of  the  movement,  ''The 
mark  of  the  Providential  rests  plainly  upon  its 
spontaneity,  its  permanence,  and  its  pheno- 
menal growth."  But  is  not  this  mark  visible 
upon  any  work  attempted  in  His  Name?  And 
in  the  face  of  the  success  which  has  attended 
the  Legion  of  Mary,  who  will  fear  to  make 
eve-n  the  humblest  beginning,  and  in  the  world 
of  Pope  Pius  XL,  "lend  a  helping  hand  to  the 
Church  and  in  a  measure  complete  its  pastoral 
ministry  ?" 

Norma  Santos, 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 


BEING  YOUNG  TO-DAY. 

Being  young  to-day  is  to  many  young  people 
just  a  question  of  how  much  fun  they  can  get 
out  of  life,  without  paying  much  attention  to 
what  else  they  get  out  of  life,  and  still  less  to 
what  they  put  into  it,  for  themselves  and  oth- 
ers, and  for  the  future.  We,  the  girls  of  to-day, 
really  have  good  hearts,  but  we  are— just  a 
little  heedless.  And  we  are  influenced  by  the 
greater  heedlessness  all  around  us. 

Home,  unfortunately,  for  many  young  people 
to-day  is  a  coaling-station  Avhere  they  stop  off 
for  supplies;  a  sort  of  dry-dock  where  they  put 


in  for  repairs  between  voyages;  a  ])lace  where 
they  unwillingly  spend  their  time  Avhen  tliey 
have  no  other  place  to  go.  If  we  share  in  any 
measure  in  this  attitude,  do  we  then  deserve 
the  home  givedi  us  by  our  parents?  Our  i)ar- 
ents  have  toiled,  and  sometimes  slaved,  to  make 
our  homes  pleasant  and  attractive  places  for 
us;  and  the  sons  and  daughters  of  to-day  do 
so  little  in  their  turn  to  make  these  same  homes 
liapp3'  for  their  parents.  It  does  not  seem 
quite  fair,  does  it? 

Perhaps  half  of  the  younger  generation  of 
to-day  sit  at  the  dinner-table  Avith  one  eye  on 
the  wrist-watch,  O'Ue  ear  alert  for  the  telephone, 
and  their  attention  divided  between  their  food 
and  a  motor-horn  that  might  blow  at  the  curb. 
This  must  not  be  our  way. 

Who  is  more  interested  in  us  than  our  par- 
ents? Often  Avhen  we  come  home  from  a  i)arty 
there  is  Mother  waiting  for  us,  to  ask  us  did 
we  have  a  good  time  and  all  about  it.  How 
many  of  our  friends  on  whom  we  lavish  so 
much  of  our  time,  care  whether  we  enjoyed 
ourselves  or  not?  Mother  does.  She  really 
cares. 

Let  us  cultivate  companionship  with  our  par- 
ents. We  have  everything  to  gain  by  it.  .  We 
grow  like  those  with  whom  we  associate.  There 
is  food  here  for  thought. 

Just  think  how  happy  our  Mother  was  when 
she  held  us  as  a  babe  in  her  arms.  She  planned 
for  the  years  to  come  when  we  would  be  older. 
What  talks  we  would  have  !  How  we  would  go 
out  together,  pay  calls,  go  shopping,  to  the 
theatre,  take  an  interest  in  the  house — togeth- 
er! And  now  that  we  have  groAVtn  up,  has  her 
dream  materialized?  Perhaps  some  of  us  hate 
shopping — except  when  it  is  a  matter  of  buy- 
ing something  for  ourselves !  And  an  interest 
in  the  house — a  sympathy  in  occupations  and 
pleasures  ?    If  we  do  not  set  the  example,  what 
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"This  is  the  way  we  go  to  school 
On  a  cold  and  frosty  morning." 

This  is  the  way  day  pupils  go  to  and  from  school  at   Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  on  cold  and  frosty 
days  and  every  day,  in  our  faithful  Durant,  /that  takes  us  to  and   from  the  street-car  terminal. 


can  we  expect  of  our  younger  brothers  and 
sisters? 

We  have  so  often  heard  that  the  girls  of 
to-day  are  the  mothers  of  the  future — and,  as 
we  have  also  often  heard,  as  we  do,  so  shall  it 
be  done  to  us.  And,  as  we  have  perhaps  not  so 
often  heard,  only  by  what  we  are  ourselves  can 
we  hope  to  influence  others. 

Catherine  Bucher,  E.  de  M. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


TOBOGGANING. 

In  winter  there  comes  to  me  one  great  thrill, 
That   of   taking   a   toboggan   down   a   hill. 
Swiftly  past  the  old  gray  house  you  shoot, 
And  out  of  the  runway  like  a  sprouting  root; 
On  through    the   long,    narrow   streets'  you   speed, 
As  an  unbridled  horse  running  for  his  feed. 
But  a  curve  may   be  sudden   and   very  sharp. 
And  a  darkness  unlooked  for  may  end  your  lark. 
Yet,  in  winter  there  comes  to  me  one  great  thrill, 
That  of  taking  a  toboggan  down  a  hill. 

Edward  Costello,  Grade  VIII. 
St.  Bride's  School,  Chicago. 
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"A  CHRISTMAS  REUNION." 


"Look,  what  Santa  brought  me!"  exclaimed 
Rose,  her  large  blue  eyes  wide  with  surprise 
and  sparkling  with  excitement.  Her  golden 
curls  Avere  matted  all  over  her  head,  and  her 
little  nightgown  was  peeping  below  her  tiny 
kimona.  "Just  what  I  asked  him  for!  And, 
look !  It  has  real  hair,  arid  its  eyes  open  and 
shut,  and.  Oh  !  —  Oh !  —  it  talks !' ' 

"That's  nothing!  Look  at  this  sled  and 
skates  that  I've  got,"  shouted  John  from 
around  the  other  side  of  the  Christmas  tree. 
This  ruddy,  dark-haired  chap,  his  eyes  shin- 
ing, was  already  trying  on  his!  skates,  Avhen 
Alex  rushed  in  to  fi^nd  his  numerous  gifts, 
which  included  a  fine  pony  out  in  the  stable. 
At  this  time  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jocelyn  appeared 
in  the  doorway,  their  faces  smiling  with 
amusement  and  happiness,  and  wished  every- 
one a  "Merry  Christmas." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jocelyn  were  Americans  whose 
home  had  been  in  Kentucky,  but  owing  to  Mr. 
Jocelyn 's  poor  health  and  financial  difficulties, 
the  family  had  moved  to  a  large  farm  in  North- 
ern Ontario.  Mr.  Jocelyn  was  a  tall,  ha^nd'- 
some,  stalwart  man,  a  doctor,  who  through 
overwork  and  exposure  had  lost  his  health. 
Mrs.  Jocelyn  was  a  sweet,  loving,  motherly 
Avoman,  Avhose  kind  soul  shone  in  her  eyes, 
and  Avhose  SAveet  disposition  made  for  her  in- 
numerable friends.  Their  large  stone  house 
Avas  situated  a  short  distance  from  a  crooked, 
rough  road,  and  behind  the  house  Avere  the 
barns,  horse-stables  and  wood-shed.  In  front 
of  the  house,  the  pump  stood  Avith  a  long  icicle 
hanging  from  its  spout,  and  in  a  large  bay  Avin- 
doAv  a  "Christmas  Wreath"  Avas  hanging,  Avhich 
seemed  to  carry  to  everyone  a  message  of 
"Good  cheer,  and  peace  on  earth  to  men  of 
good  Avill."  Rose  Avas  the  baby,  and  only  girl. 
She  Avas  five  years  old,  a  lovable  child,  Avhose 
SAveet  ma^nner  made  her  the  idol  of  the  family 
circle.  John  AA^as  eight  years  of  age,  a  healthy, 
lively  boy.  His  great  ambition  Avas  to  become 
a  laAvyer.  Alex  Avas  a  tall  fair  boy  of  twelve, 
Avith  broad  forehead,  large,  deep-set  eyes,  a 
thin,  determined  chin  Avhich  revealed  a  firm 
will.  Alex,  delicate  as  a  child,  Avas  groAA'ing 
up  a  strong,  intelligent  boy,  AAdiose  one  ambi- 
tion Avas  to  be  a  doctor  like  his  father. 

This  beautiful  Christmas  Day,  Ave  ha\'e  seen 
the  joy  and  laughter  of  the  Christmas  spirit  in 
the  family.  This  Christmas,  the  mother  and 
father  had  Avorked  incessantly,  and  had  made 


many  sacrifices  to  nmke  the  feast  a  happy  one 
for  their  children. 

TAventy  years  have  passed  SAviftly  and 
brought  many  changes  to  this  happy  farm 
house.  The  circle  Avas  broken  as  one  by  one 
the  children  Avent  forth  into  the  Avorld.  Alex 
Avas  one  of  the  leading  doctors  in  a  distant  city, 
and  had  married  a  feAv  years  after  beginning 
his  ])ractice.  John  Avas  a  successful  laAA^yer, 
Avho  had  married  early  in  life ;  and  Rose,  more 
beautiful  than  ever,  Avas  happily  married  to  a 
prosperous  bank  president  in  a  Southern  city. 
While  the  children  won  success,  the  old  folks, 
Avho  had  Avorked  and  sacrificed  everything  for 
their  children's  sakes,  are  noAv  in  the  face  of 
star\'ation.  They  have  kept  their  loved  ones 
in  ignorance  of  this  fact,  because  they  con- 
stantly expected  thajt  their  children  Avould 
come  and  see  for  themseh^es.  But  for  the  past 
six  years  they  had  failed  to  return,  and  tjiis 
year,  if  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jocelyn  Avere  unable  to 
pay  their  interest  in  January,  their  mortgage 
Avould  be  foreclosed. 

Alex,  Avho  had  been  unusually  busy  doing 
research  Avork,  suddenly  resolved  to  spend  this 
Christmas  Avith  his  parents,  because,  from  a 
letter  Avhich  he  had  received  from  his  mother, 
he  feared  that  circumstances  Avere  not  as  they 
should  be.  So  a  feAV  days  before  Christmas  Ave 
see  Alex  Avalking  up  the  old  crooked  snoAvy 
path  that  led  to  his  old  home.  In  the  moon- 
light, the  dear  old  house  loomed  before  him. 
The  smoke  from  the  kitchen  fire  lifted  itself 
in  a  high  spiral  coil  in  the  crisp  night  air. 
Lights  tAvinkled  from  the  clear,  small-paned 
AvindoAvs,  and  seemed  to  beckon  like  friendly 
hands,  and  the  same  "Christmas  Wreath"  found 
its  old  place  in  the  AvindoAv*.  Alex  stopped  and 
sniffed  the   smoke-laden  air  appreciatively. 

"Dad's  burning  maple  from  back  of  the 
Avood-shed !"  he  mused.  He  ran  up  the  path 
like  a  young  boy.  He  looked  around.  Hoav 
familiar  it  all  looked !  The  same  huge  pine 
trees,  the  same  old  pump  Avith  its  Avatering- 
trough  thickly  coated  Avith  ice.  Alex  made 
his  Ava,y  to  the  barn,  slipped  through  semi-dark- 
ness to  a  stall  at  the  further  end  of  the  stable, 
and  laid  his  hand  on  a  horse's  head. 

"Hello,  Pal!  Still  here?"  he  said,  and  slid 
his  hand  lovingly  over  the  sleek  sides.  The 
horse  immediately  recognized  him,  and  snug- 
gled his  soft  nose  inside  of  his  coat.  On  the 
Avay  to  the  house  Alex  paused,  and  filled  his 
arms  Avith  Avood. 
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"Doing;  my  chores!"  he  said  with  a  twinkle 
in  his  eyes.  Reaching  the  back  door,  he  open- 
ed it,  and  after  looking  at  all  the  familiar  sur- 
roundings, he  reached  the  room  where  years 
before  Santa  had  left  his  toys.  There  two  pairs 
of  eyes  gazed  fascinated.  His  Dad  dropped 
his  paper  and  half-raised  himself  in  his  chair. 

"Alex ?"    he    hesitated,    faltering   and 

questioningly.  But  his  little  grey-haired  mo- 
ther, with  a  joyful  cry,  flew  into  his  big  arms 
and  buried  her  face  in  his  coat. 

"My  boy,  Alex !  My  boy,  come  home  again  ! 
You  look  just  like  you  used  to — only  bigger !" 

"Six  years  is  a  pretty  long  time,  Alex," 
his  Dad  said.  "You  didn't  Avrite  much,  either, 
and  we  have  been  lo-nesome  all  these  years,  and 
especially  at  holiday  time!" 

"Haven't  Rose  or  John  been  here  since 
then  ?"  asked  Alex,  surprised. 

"Oh,  no!"  said  Mother,  and  then  added 
quickly:  "John  always  had  some  big  deals  to 
attend  to,  and  Rose  has  her  social  duties." 

"Oh,  yes I  see yes,  I  understand," 

said  Alex  thoughtfully,  and  a  trifle  bitterly. 
"Never  mind,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  this 
year." 

As  he  was  going  to  his  old  bed  under  the 
eaves  he  realized  how  new  interests  and  ac- 


quaintances had  crowded  out  miemories  of  the 
old  home.  So  next  morning  he  hurried  to  the 
station  and  sent  two  telegrams. 

"We  will  have  another  Christmas  like  the 
ones  years  ago,"  he  reflected  on  his  way  home. 

Christmas  Eve  brought  Rose  and  John. 
While  the  three  children  were  out  in  their  old 
sleigh  on  Christmas  morning,  they  talked  about 
their  dear  parents,  and  each  contributed  his 
])ortion  to  their  Christmas  gift.  Willing  hands 
made  quick  work  of  decorating,  and  soon  the 
house  was  hung  with  fragrant  greens  and 
clusters  of  red  berries.  Father  and  Mother  sat 
and  watched  the  busy  fingers  of  their  loving 
children   transforming  the   house, 

"Dinner!     Dinner!" 

Mother  and  Dad  presided  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  such  a  dinner  and  good  old  talks! 
Then  Alex  gave  them  the  envelope,  which 
said:  "With  love  for  Mother  and  Dad  from 
the  Children."  It  contained  a  cheque  for  ten 
thousand  dollars.  Between  those  dear  old  folks 
AVere  exchanged  swift  glances  and  over  their 
faces  flashed  surprise,  relief,  joy.  "Let  us 
thank  the  Christ-Child  for  the  happiest  Christ- 
mas Ave  have  ever  had,"  the  Mother  said  gently. 

Eleanor  Randall,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 


PETIT  JESUS. 

Dans   une  creche  a  Bethlehem 

Est  ne  I'Enfant,  Le  Roi  des  Rois, 
Mais  pourquoi  la?  je  me  demande. 
A  cause  de  Son  amouor  pour  mol. 

Petit  Enfant,  Vous  m'enseignez 

La   lecon   de   I'humilite, 
Vous  me  donnez  Vous-  meme,  si  doux, 
Maintenant  que  puis-je  donner  a  Vous? 
Mon  coeur,  mon  coeur,  petit  Jesus. 

Vivian  McMahon,  '33. 
Loretto    Academy,   Woodlawn,   Chicago. 


THE  BANDIT  STARLING. 

(The   high   priests  of   Agriculture    decreed    in    the 

summer  of  19  3  2  that  the  imimigrant  Starling  bird 

must  be  deported  or  exterminated  for  his  assault 

on   the  crops.) 

The   husbandmen    sent    the   edict    forth: 

The  Starling  robber  must  die! 
He   pecks  the   seed,   he   pilfers  the  wheat, 

And  cuts  the  blade  of  the  rye. 
But    the    Starling    Avhistled    his    gayest    note, 

And  off  to  the  Avoods  did  hie. 

Now,  while  the  war  was  being  grimly  waged, 

On  a  day  of  gusty  rain. 
There  came  a   tap,   tap,   tapping 

At  my  window-pane. 
A  bedraggled   wee  Starling  was  clinging  on 

To  the  ledge  with  might  and  main. 


We   succoured    him    with    tenderness, 

This  small,  freebooter  bird; 
We  bound  his  wounds,  he  ate  our  food. 

And  never  uttered  word. 
But,  oh!  he  looked  quite  cognisant 

Of  all  that  had  occurred. 

But  soon  the  fate  was  hotly  debated 

Of  thi'9  marauder  dread: 
Should   we  set  this   outlaw  free  again 

With  a  price  upon  his  head? 
The  bandit   Starling  gravely  nodded 

To  every  word  we  said. 

Then  he  made  his  dash  for  freedom. 

As  he  poised  his  wings  to   fly 
Just  beyond  the  open  window, 

Methought  he  winked   his  eye, 
Then  circled  up  into  the  blue 
And  vanished  in  the  sky. 

Mary  Hennessy,  Form  V.. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 


UNE  PROMENADE. 

Un  jour  au    mois   de   d6cembre 
Je  me  promenais  dans  la  rue. 

La   neige,   tombait   —  jolle,    blanche, 
La  glace  s'6panouissait  partout. 

II   faissait  beau   temps   pour  decembre 

La  saison  etait  une  des  plus  gaies, 
Je  m'amusais,  alors,  je  pensais 

Ces  pens^es  belles  et  —  j'ai  tomb6! 

Kathlyn  Murphy,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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LORETTO   aiRLS   WIN   DISTINCTION   BY 

DRAMATIC  RECITALS,  AND  A 

SCHOLARSHIP. 


Miss  Helen  Marie  Murphy  and  Miss  June  Mary 
Hoffman  of  the  Seniop  Class  of  Loretto  High  School, 
Chicago,  recently  appeared  in  dramatic  recitals, 
both  girls  giving  cuttings  from  popular  plays.  The 
first  recital,  that  of  Miss  Helen  Marie  Murphy,  took 
place  on  Oct.  28th  at  the  Little  Theatre  of  the 
Chicago  Musical  College.  Miss  Hoffman's  recital 
occurred  on  Nov.  6th  at  studios  in  the  Fine  Arts 
Building.  Both  girls  acted  the  parts  of  all  the 
characters  in  the  plays  chosen,  and  displayed  un- 
usual talent  and  versatility  in  the  rendition  of  the 
difficult  roles. 

We  learned  recently  that  Miss  Eileen  McKugo, 
a  graduate  of  the  class  of  '3  2,  of  Loretto  High 
School,  Englewood,  Chicago,  who  was  awarded  a 
scholarship  to  Saint  Xavier  College,  received  the 
highest  standing  in  the  Freshmen  English  en- 
trance examination. 


MISS   JUNE  MARY   HOFFMANN. 

YULE-TIDE. 

Oh,   light  the  yule-log  once  again. 
And  let  it  blaze  with  cheer. 
To   lend  the  Christmas  spirit 

To  the  best  day  of  the  year. 

Bring  out   your  old-itime   customs, 
And  your  old-time  friendships,  too, 
And  let  joy  and  hospitality 
Abide   to-day   with   you. 

Ring  out  the  bells  of  Christmas, 
Let  them  ring  into  your  heart. 
And  peal  out  a  merry  greeting 
To  the  friends  who  roam  apart. 


MISS   HELEN    MARIE   :\IURPHY 


MISS    EILEEN    McKUGO. 


Forget  your  fcuds  and   quarrels 
And    decide    to   live  for   love, 
And  the  angels  will  feel  happy 
When  they  hear  you  from  above . 

Then  a  merry,   merry  Christmas 

To  you  who  read  this  rhyme. 
And  to  you,  much  joy,  that's  sweeter 

When  it's   touched  with   time. 
And  may  the  year  that's  coming 

Bring    your    wishes — every    one- 
Giving  to  each  day  fulfillment 

Before  the  set  of  sun. 

Ida   Mae   Flood,   Third    Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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CHARLES  CARROLL  OF  CARROLLTON. 


llero-M-orship  is  a  laudable  instinct  of  the 
human  heart,  if  actuated  by  right  principles 
and  noble  aims.  Recently  the  hearts  of  the 
nation  have  been  quickened  with  a  renewal  of 
old-time  patriotism,  loyalty,  and  trust,  by  two 
dominating  personalities,  who  have  long  since 
played  their  part,  but  who,  by  pageantry  and 
play  have  been  made  to  re-live  in  the  com- 
memorative year  of  1932.  This  year,  sacred  in 
historical  retrospect,  marks  the  bi-ce>ntenary 
of  AVashington,  and  the  centenary  of  the  death 
of  his  dearest  friend,  Charles  Carroll  of  Carroll- 
ton. 

The  life  of  Charles  Carroll  is  filled  with  ro- 
mance. He  lived  in  a  period  of  religious  and 
political  turmoil,  but  we  find  his  matchless 
purity  a  leaven  to  his  associates  in  every  sphere 
of  endeavor,  whether  we  study  him  as  a  ven- 
erable j)olitical  patriarch,  as  a  Revolutionary 
leader,  as  an  accomplished  cultured  gentleman, 
or  as  a  stoic  in  his  calm  Catholicity. 

Because  he  was  a  Catholic,  he  suffered  the 
lot  of  a  disfranchised  citizen,  subject  to  poli- 
tical and  social  persecution.  However,  he  dis- 
regarded such  dire  prospects  and  threw  him- 
self into  the  midst  of  the  most  stirring  con- 
troversy of  his  age.  This  has  been  called  the 
"battle  of  the  inkwells,"  and  was  a  series  of 
heated  dialogues,  published  in  the  Maryland 
"Gazette"  under  the  pen-names  of  "First  Citi- 
zen"' and  "Second  Citizen."  Charles  Carroll, 
under  the  first  title  defended  colonial  interests ; 
and  Daniel  Dulany,  under  the  second  title,  up- 
held the  rights  and  powers  of  autocratic  gov- 
ernment. The  adroitness  and  keen  sense  of 
humor  with  which  Carroll  defended  his  fear- 
less views,  outwitted  the  forces  hurled  against 
him,   and  he   emerged   victoriously   from    the 


struggle,  acclaimed  by  the  people  of  Maryland 
as  truly  their  "first  citizen." 

From   this   time   forward,    Charles   Carroll 
became  a  prominent  factor  in  Anglo-colonial 
relations,  political  and  economic.    Understand- 
ing the  principles  involved  in  the  dogged  strug- 
gle between  England  and  America,  he  realized 
that  a  country,  such  as  his,  could  never  remain 
subject  to  another.     From  the  first  he  advo- 
cated complete  independence,  and  this  before 
independeruce  was  even  thought  of  or  desired. 
His  utterance  when  the  Stamp  Act  was  passed, 
rose  almost  to  the  heights  of  prophecy  as  he 
visioned  the  industrial  America  of  the  future. 
During  the  Revolution,  he  guided  the  poli- 
cies of  the  nation,  while  he  served  the  country 
in  various  capacities.     When   diplomacy   was 
needed,  because  of  impolitic  insinuations  made 
by  amateur  American   statesmen   at  the   first 
Continental  Congress,  against  the  Quebec  Act, 
it  was  Charles  Carroll,  and  his  brother.  Father 
John  Carroll,  who  were  officially  asked  to  go  as 
emissaries  to  restore  American  prestige  in  Can- 
ada.    On  his  return  from  Canada  he  induced 
his  own  colony,  Maryland,  to  follow  the  exam- 
ple of  Virginia  and  declare  itself  for  internal 
sovereignty.     Imbued  with  th€  spirit  of  inde- 
pendence, his  people  soon  elected  him  to  the 
National  Congress,  a  step  whieh  added  to  the 
dismay  of  the  opponents  of  American  rights. 
The  supremely  dramatic  moment  was  reached 
when  he  affixed  his  signature  to  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence.     In  doing  so,  he  risked 
more  in  point  of  fortune  than  any  of  his  co- 
signers,  for  two   million  was  then  a   colossal 
sum.     Chauncy  Depew   has  wittily  remarked 
that  Charles  Carroll  added  "of  Carrollton"  to 
his  signature  so  that  the  executioner  could  find 
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him  if  the  cause  of  liberty  failed.  But,  Charles 
Carroll  was  more  than  a  political  enthusiast ; 
he  was  a  practical  man  of  affairs  and  took  ac- 
tive measures  to  attain  success.  Re-organiza- 
tion of  the  army,  the  fight  for  stabilization  of 
the  currency,  and  the  curbing  of  the  "Conway 
Cabal''  were  crises  in  Avhich  he  siiatched  the 
colonists  from  the  jaws  of  defeat.  Above  all, 
by  his  friendly  overtures  to  France,  he  secured 
a  French  alliance,  without  which  the  Colonial 
forces  should  never  have  been  able  to  climb 
the  heights  from  Valley  Forge  to  the  Summit 
of  Victory. 

The  compelling  force  of  his  character  which 
engendered  success  and  gained  for  him  the  title, 
"Pater  Patriae,"  was  due  to  a  basic  philosophy 
of  life  and  to  right  use  of  a  liberal  education 
enriched  by  the  refLnements  of  foreign  travel. 
He  had  a  hobby  for  the  best  French  and  Eng- 
lish literature  and  a  sincere  love  for  the  classics, 
which  made  his  mature  years,  and  old  age  mel- 
low with  rainbow  tints.  He  shared  the  charm 
of  his  companionship  with  men  Avho  ranked 
with  himself  in  nobility  of  character,  but  he 
was  broadly  tolerant  to  those  less  worthy. 

With  this  suave  determination  that  gave  no 
offence,  but  adhered  strictly  to  principle,  he 
might  be  regarded  as  a  pio.neer  in  Catholic 
Action,  exemplifying  the  slogan,  "dare  to  be 
different."  When  he  put  his  name  to  the  De- 
claration of  Independence,  he  realized  that  this 
document  presaged  the  dawn  of  religious  as 
well  as  political  emancipation,  and  to  him  re- 
ligion Avas  paramount.  This  convietio.n  is 
shown  in  a  Avarning  given  in  a  letter  to  his 
daughter,  "Piety  is  the  only  solid  foundation 
for  happiness  even  in  this  life."  This  is  the 
keynote  to  the  perfect  symmetry  of  his  life. 
He  was  a  master  artist  in  the  art  of  living. 
Subordination  of  the  purposes  of  life  to  religion 
Avas  like  a  succession  of  musical  chords,  each 
one  in  right  sequence.    Was  it  this  perfect  mo- 


dulation that  prolonged  his  life  almost  to  the 
century  mark  and  has  made  his  name  echo  and 
re-echo  in  history  as  one  of  the  most  illustrious 
of  our  Catholic  forefathers? 

Helen  Marie  Murphy,  '33, 
Loretto  High  School,  EnglcAvood,  Chicago. 


BRIDGE— A  BOON  TO  HUMANITY. 

Even  in  times  of  distress  and  conflict  av(! 
need  «ome  form  of  amusement,  some  distrac- 
tion from  the  m'onotony  and  Avorry  of  the 
daily  routine  of  ordinary  life.  Hence  bridge 
lias  Avon  for  itself  a  very  distinctive  place  i-ii 
the  lighter  things  of  the  age. 

Bridge  not  only  serves  as  a  pleasure,  but, 
if  played  frequently,  sharpens  the  Avits  and 
makes  the  average  mind  Avork  overtime.  It 
has  made  some  men  famous— take  Culbertson 
for  instance;  his  name  is  renoAA'ned  the  Avorld 
over  for  his  fame  as  an  expert  bridge-player. 
Formerly  it  Avas  considered  a  woman's  game,  a 
cliance  for  the  little  bridge-club  to  gather  and 
gossip ;  but  noAV  men,  too,  are  heartily  interest- 
ed, and  it  is  a  problem  for  the  keenest  mathe- 
matical mind. 

I  have  said  that  formerly  it  Avas  considered 
a  chance  to  gossip  and  chat,  because  noAV 
bridge  ha*;  so  Avon  the  approval  and  interest 
of  everyone  that  it  is  considered  a-n  asset  to 
be  able  to  play  this  game  intelligently,  and, 
Avhen  Ave  might  be  gossiping  about  this  and 
that— "Did  you  knoAv  that  Mrs.  So-and-So?" 
and  so  on,  our  mind  can  be  occupied  in  a  much 
better  channel  of  recreation. 

Since  bridge  elevates  the  mind  from  loAver 
things  and  banishes  the  thought  of  troubles 
for  the  time  being  at  least,  Ave  are  right  in 
considering  it  a  boon  to  humanity. 

Eunice  Le  Souder, 
Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  Ont. 
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THE  GREATEST  OF  THE  ARTS. 

''The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself, 
And  is  not  moved  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds, 
Is  fit  for  treaso-ns,  strategems  and  spoils." 

The  quotatio-n  from  the  "Bard  of  Avon" 
bring-s  to  mind  the  eloquence  of  that  great 
branch  of  art — music;  the  speech  of  angels. 
It  is  the  inspiration  of  many,  the  source  of 
entertainment  for  millions  more,  and  one  of 
the  greatest  of  cultural  influences. 

While  in  the  East  I  had  the  privilege  of 
going  through  one  of  the  great  art  galleries 
of  the  nation.  It  is  called  the  "Silent  Gal- 
lery," because  one  may  not  speak  while  going 
through  it.  All  the  time,  from  inside  the  walls, 
so  to  speak,  issue  the  lovely  strains  of  soft 
melody.  It  affects  you  in  the  most  peculiar 
way.  Your  passage  through  that  gallery  be- 
comes memorable.  Why?  Ah,  yes,  the  paint- 
ings are  masterpieces  of  realistic  art ;  but  were 
it  not  for  that  music  one  might  pass  through 
those  halls,  gaze  from  one  picture  to  the  next, 
and  then  forget  them  forever.  But  not  so 
now ;  the  music  casts  a  spell  that  adds  to  one's 
Jippreeiation  of  the  paintings,  and  years  after- 
Avards  it  is  the  music  and  not  the  art  that  one 
recalls. 

When  we  think  of  the  great  multitudes  of 
persons  whose  livelihood  is  conditioned  upon 
musical  enterprises,  we  recognize  the  magni- 
tude of  music  in  a  social  sense.  Music  is  the 
expression  of  the  innermost  feelings  of  man  in 
a  melodious,  rhythmic  manner.  The  story  of 
music  is  the  record  of  a  series  of  attempts  on 
the  part  of  man  to  make  artistic  use  of  the 
material  that  the  ear  accepts  as  capable  of 
affording  pleasure. 

And,  again,  is  not  music  the  most  sublime 
of  the  arts?  When  you  are  tired  and  discour- 
aged, is  it  not  a  fine  piece  of  music  that  soothes 
your    tired   mind    and   lulls   you    to    pleasant 


dreams?     How   well  the   great  Tennyson   ex- 
presses himself : 

"Music  that  gentler  on  the  spirit  lies 
Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tired   eyes." 
The  great  art  truly  has  charm  and  ability  to 
raise   us   to   untold    heights    of   spiritual    and 
moral  supremacy. 

Agnes  Grogan. 

Loretto   Academy,   Woodlawn,   Chicago. 


A  PICTURE  AND  A  THOUGHT  FOR 
CHRISTMAS. 

The   lovely   old   picture    seems   living   and 
real.    Across  the  glittering  sheen  of  snow  ring 
rippling   peals    of   laughter   whose    melodious 
echo  jingles  in  the  ears  of  a  deer  standing  sil- 
houetted against  the  sparkling  carpet  of  virgin 
white,  and  casts  a  joyful  spell  over  him.    Cap- 
tivated by  the  charm  of  sight  and  sound  and 
atmosphere,  he  remains  entranced,  but  filled 
with  Avondrous  awe  at  the  approach  of  a  bright 
crimson  sleigh  crowded  with  hapjiy,  red-cheek- 
ed boys  and  girls,  a-nd  drawn  by  a  stately  bay 
horse  that  steps  high,  and  gracefully  tosses  his 
proud,  patrician  head  to    the    rhythm  of  the 
sweetly  tinkling  bells,  attached  to  his  exquisite 
reins.     Beneath  the  runners  of  this  picturesque 
sleigh,  the  spotless  snow  shines    with    silicon 
brightness.     High   above   it    in    the    heavens 
beams  the  shimmering  North  Star  which  at- 
tracts and  holds  the  eyes  of  the  singing  chil- 
dren as  they  fill  the  air  with  their  Christmas 
songs  of  peace  and  goodwill.  It  floods  their  very 
beings  with  the  sweet  thought  that  although 
it  was  long  ago  that  the  Christmas  Star  shone 
forth  in  all  its  splendour,  announcing  the  birth 
of  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  to  the  simple  shep- 
herds and  the  Three  Wise  Men  that  they  might 
come,  adore  a-nd  present  Him  gifts;  yet  God 
lovingly  permits  the  North  Star  to  guide  tra- 
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vellers  on  their  nocturnal  journey,  and  lets  a 
star  beam  in  our  hearts,  whose  golden  light  em- 
enates  from  Himself,  who  ever  dwells  within 
the  human  heart  that  is  free  from  grievous  sin. 
0,  may  we  catch  the  lofty  Christmas  spirit 
of  these  pure,  innocent  children  and  ever  deep- 
ly revere  this  star  as  a  sign  of  God's  presence 
in  our  hearts. 

Miriam  Wolf,  '34, 
Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


WAY  BACK  IN  1932. 


At  the  window  of  a  building,  high  in 
the  sky,  sat  a  woman,  now  old  and  gray. 
Though  her  hair  was  streaked  with  silver, 
still  roses  bloomed  in  her  cheeks  and  stars 
danced  in  her  eyes.  It  was  easy  to  see  that 
she  had  once  been  a  gay  and  happy  girl. 

As  she  gazed  thoughtfully  out  of  the  win- 
dow her  life  seemed  to  pass  before  her  mind, 
as  a  moving  picture.    How  times  had  changed ! 

''What  marvellous  things  fifty  years  can 
do!"  she  thought.  A  smile  flickered  across  her 
lips  a.s  she  remembered  back  in  the  days  when 
they  considered  the  1932  inventio^ns  so  new  and 
up-to-date;  and  now — how  awkward  and  old- 
fashioned  they  seemed. 

"Will  life  continue  in  this  unending 
change?"  she  asked  herself. 

She  looked  back  on  the  years  of  her  girl- 
hood, when  she  had  thrilled  at  fast  car  rides, 
and  trips  to  the  largest  Stratford  stores.  But 
•now,  few  automobiles  were  seen.  Instead  they 
were  replaced  by  aeroplanes,  which  were  al- 
most a  necessity.  From  the  window,,  Mrs. 
Paine  now  looked  at  the  skyscrapers  which 
were  common  in  the  city.  As  she  gazed  at 
the  buildings,  towering  above  her,  a  i)icturo 


of  that   city  so   long  ago,   passed   across   her 
mind. 

"Why  fifty  years  ago — I  can  hardly  be- 
lieve it — this  great  city  was  only  a  very  small, 
ordinary  town.  The  largest  store  I  knew  could 
not  eve-n  compare  in  size  with  the  smallest  shop 
here  now.  In  fact  the  business  district  only 
consisted  of  two  streets,  while  now,  even  if  I 
roamed  about  all  day,  I'd  never  make  a  com- 
plete circuit  of  the  city.  In  those  days,  Avhat 
seemed  to  us  a  large  crowd  of  people,  would 
scarcely  fill  one  of  the  enormous  stores  down 
there  amidst  all  that  bustling  crowd.  Certainly 
great  transformations  have  take-n   ])lace !" 

Looking  out  again,  she  saw  a  few  ears 
drive  into  the  large  doors,  and  people  pur- 
chase articles  without  leaving  their  automo- 
biles. 

As  the  lady  looked  up  from  all  this,  high 
up  she  saw  the  red  and  green  lights  in  the 
sky — and  scarcely  noticeable  were  tiny  specks, 
which  on  closer  observation  were  found  to  be 
traffic  policemen  :n  the  blue  canopy  over- 
head. To  their  right  and  left  in  accordance 
with  the  green  lights,  aeroplanes  swarmed  by. 

When  the  eyes  of  the  woman,  tired  of  look- 
ing up,  glanced  around  her  she  marvelled  at 
the  new  and  mx)dern  changes. 

The  latest  and  most  fashionable  inventions 
left  the  housewife  without  a  speck  of  work  to 
do.  For  instance,  dishes  were  washed  and 
dried,  floors  swept  and  washed,  and  furniture 
dusted,  by  the  mere  process  of  pressing  a  but- 
ton on  the  wall,  as  way  back  in  1932,  people 
had  turned  on  lights. 

When  dinner-time  came,  she  pulled  the  cord 
beside  her  and  there  appeared  three  small  tab- 
lets o-n  which  were  written:  Bi-ead,  meat,  des- 
sert. Even  this  brought  to  mind  the  thoughts 
of  fifty  years  ago — that  tiresome  process  of 
preparing  meals ! 
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Nig'ht  fell !  And  with  it  came  glaring  lights 
of  the  busy  city.  Broadway  nightlights  twin- 
kled oft'  and  on  gaily  as  the  crowds  thronged 
into  the  large  theatres.  Life  and  gaiety  were 
the  ruling  thoughts  of  the  people  as  they 
clamoured  to  get  into  the  enormous  building. 
Thoughts  of  the  one  small  theatre  in  the  city 
of  so  many  years  ago  came  back  to  the  lady, 
high  up  in  the  building,  and  she  laughed  as 
she  thought  how  absurd  it  would  then  have 
seemed  to  think  of  Stratford  ever  being  a  cen- 
tre like  this. 

"Oh  where  am  1?''  Mrs.  Paine  woke  up 
with  a  start. 

Breakfast  time !  She  pulled  the  cord  be- 
side her  and — 

"Mother,  :\[other,  what's  the  matter  f 
Mrs.  Paine 's^iifteen-year-old  daughter,  alarm- 
ed at  her  Mother's  cry,  ran  in. 

"Oh,  nothing  has  hapi)ened,  but  I've  just 
had  the  most  horrid  dream  imaginable.  Oh, 
I  want  to  get  iii)  aud  enjoy  Stratford  now-- 
as  it  is— in  1932 !" 

Such  is  the  effect  of  Stratford  fifty  years 
from  now ! 

Irene  Le  Souder, 
Loretto  Academv,  Stratford,  Out. 


ON  TRAVEL. 


Much  has  been  written  about  the  education- 
al value  of  travel,  its  widening  and  developing 
influence,  and  its  numerous  benefits.  But  I 
think  it  is  hardly  possible  to  realize  these 
values  fully,  unless  one  has  travelled.  It  is 
like  reading  a  description  of  a  masterpiece — 
appreciation  is  faint  until  the  full  vigor  of  life 
and  color  impresses  itself  on  our  ow-n  sight. 
So,  too,  when  we  shake  the  native  dust  from 
our  feet  and  depart,  with  a  slightly   cynical 


attitude,  for  new  worlds,  we  are  surprised  to 
find  that  other  climes  are  as  interesting  and  as 
pleasant  as  our  own. 

The  new  scenes,  experiences  and  habits  im- 
press themselves  upon  us  i-n  a  few  days  more 
vividly  than  years  of  quiet  living  at  home. 
For  instance,  when  we  visit  a  scene  of  historic 
interest,  seeing  with  our  own  eyes  what  is 
famous  in  song  and  story,  everything  we  have 
read  concerning  the  place  comes  to  mind  and 
is  confirmed  by  our  own  experiences.  Thus 
memory  is  given  a  living  shrine.  I  myself, 
when  I  stood  at  the  tomb  of  Poe,  found  myself 
reviewing  not  only  the  poet's  works  that  I 
had  enjoyed,  but  even  the  minute  details  of  his 
life.  I  seemed  to  see  Poe  himself  come  swing- 
ing down  the  street  of  the  sleepy  town,  dressed 
in  the  light  summer  clothes  favored  by  the 
Southern  gentlemen,  with  a  frown  of  sorrow 
and  perplexity  on  his  brow,  to  stop  at  the  little 
l)lot  where  his  wife  lies  buried.  Somehow  in 
this  thought,  and  the  realization  of  my  pre- 
vious mere  knowledge,  Poe  became  to  me  less 
a  romantic  figure  of  imagination,  and  more  a 
real  man. 

And  so  it  is  with  all  travel.  Our  prejudice 
is  lightened,  our  bias  dispersed,  our  feeling 
of  humanity  and  neighborliness  greatly  in- 
creased. When  we  return  home  we  uncon- 
sciously compare  our  lives  Avith  those  of  others, 
striving  to  equal  their  abilities  and  avoid 
their  failings.  There  is  no  one  who  does  not 
relish,  in  quiet  moments,  to  chew  the  cud  of 
memory,  delighting  himself  with  the  thought 
of  the  adventures,  hazards,  and  joys  of  past 
journeys. 

Lois  Eswin,  Senior  Year, 

Loretto  High  School, 
Englewood,  Ohicago, 
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THE  POETRY  OF  EMILY  DICKINSON. 

The  ce-ntenary  of  Emily  Dickinson  in  Decem- 
ber, 1930,  brought  forth  a  revival  of  interest  in 
this  sweet  singer  of  the  miracles  of  everyday 
Life,  Love  and  Death.  The  inclusion  of  some 
of  her  lyrics  in  the  brand-new  anthology  pre- 
scribed for  Honour  Matriculants  has  invested 
her  poems  with  an  additional  interest  for  such 
students. 

Emily  DickinsO'U  was  born  and  spent  her 
life  in  the  small  College  town  of  Amherst,  Mas- 
sachusetts. These  facts  comprise  all  that  is 
essential  to  know  of  her  outward  life.  For 
she  might  have  said  of  herself,  as  did  a  more 
famous  and  older  poet  of  her  period,  Elizabeth 
Barrett,  that  her  poetry  was  the  flowering  of 
herself.  Indeed,  the  preface  of  her  complete 
poems  says :  "In  these  poems  and  in  her  letters 
lives  all  of  Emily  Dickinson." 

While  Elizabeth  Barrett  from  her  sofa  was 
sending  out  her  exquisite  lyrics,  Emily  was 
playing  around  the  syringas  of  her  garden  with 
her  life-long  friend,  Helen  Fiske  (Helen  Jack- 
son Hunt)  of  "Ramona"  fame,  dreaming  her 
dreams  and  Aveaving  the  magic  fancies  that 
later  were  to  be  translated  into  verse.  In  this 
garden,  bordered  with  boxwood,  she  bega-n  her 
adventuring  with  Life,  of  which  each  poem  is 
a  record.  That  her  adventures  were  spiritual 
ones  goes  without  saying,  for  her  only  escape 
from  her  loved  seclusion  was  by  that  chariot 
she  describes  so  charmingly. 

"There  is  no  frigate  like  a  book 
To  take  us  lands  away. 
Nor  any  courser  like  a  page 
Of  prancing  poetry. 

This  traverse  may  the  poorest  take 

Without  oppress  of  toll; 
How  frugal  is  the  chariot 

That  bears  a  human  soul ! " 

In  her  nature  poems  she  shows  the  under- 
sta-hding  sympathy  of  the  gentle  St.  Francis 


himself,  and  is  as  tender  as  her  own  Mother 
Nature : 

"Impatient  of  no  child, 

The  feeblest,  or  the  waywardest." 

The  flowers  are  her  familiar  friends;  the 
birds  and  little  beasties  her  loved  companions. 
To  her  there  is  nothing  mean  or  trivial  in  God's 
creation,  and  Nature  shares  all  secrets  with 
this  shy  poet  of  hers : 

"The  bee  is  not  afraid  of  me, 

I  know  the  butterfly ; 
The  pretty  people  in  the  woods 

Receive  me  cordially." 

March,  she  greets  as  a  loved  friend : 

"I  looked  for  you  before. 

Put  down  your  hat — 

You  must  have  walked — 

How  out  of  breath  you  are ! 

Dear  March,  how  are  you? 

And  the  rest! 

Did  you  leave  Nature  well? 

Ah,  March,  come  right  ujistairs  with  me, 

I  have  so  much  to  tell!" 

She  defines  Nature  thus : 

"Nature  is  what  we  see. 

The  Hill,  the  Afternoon- 
Squirrel,  Eclipse,  the  Bumble-bee, 

Nay — Nature  is  Heaven! 

^     Nature  is  what  Ave  hear. 

The  Bobolink,  the   Sea- 
Thunder,  the  Cricket — 

Nay, — Nature  is  Harmony! 

Nature  is  what  we  know 

But  have  no  art  to  say. 
So  impotent  our  wisdom  is 

To  her  simplicity." 

But  a  haunting  note  of  sadness  often  breaks 
through  the  gayety  of  her  verse.  For  to  her 
death  was  always  lurking  just  around  the  cor- 
ner; but  she  did  not  fear  him  at  all,  for  Heaven 
was  the  House  just  around  the  corner,  too.  With 
her  hand  on  the  latch  of  its  door,  she  rememb- 
ers the  things  she  loved  on  earth. 
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"If  I  shouldn't  be  alive 
When  the  robin  came, 
Give  the  o-ne  in  red  cravat 
A  memorial  crumb. 

If  I  couldn't  thank  you, 
Being  just  asleep, 
You  will  know  I'm  trying 
With  my  granite  lip!" 

While  we  revel  in  the  magic  imagery,  deli- 
cate charm  and  simplicity  of  her  verse,  and  in 
the  quaint  surprises  that  lurk  everywhere,  and 
spring  upon  us  unaware,  yet  we  find  something 
elusive  in  her  lyrics;  something  of  the  shy  re- 
serve of  the  writer.  Emily  became  more  and 
more  of  a  recluse  as  time  went  on.  Elizabeth 
Barrett  left  her  sofa  and  penned  her  sonnets 
from  the  centre  of  a  happy  home.  Helen  Hunt 
Jackson  girded  the  world  and  was  Emily's  one 
link  with  the  outside  Avorld.  Emilj^  herself 
stayed  behind  her  syringas  and  lived  in  her 
world  of  imagination;  but  luckily  she  has 
shared  this  magic  world  with  us  all.  One  emin- 
ent divine  has  said  of  her,  and  we  may  echo 


his  words:  "Thank  God  for  Emily."  We  can 
thank  Ilim  for  the  beauty  and  joy  in  her  poems, 
for  her  seeing  eye  that  has  given  u.s  a  glimpse 
into  the  heart  of  things,  and,  most  of  all,  for 
her  faith,  that  saw  all  the  lovely  earth  but  as 
the  threshold  of  Heaven. 

Somieone  has  called  her  "A  Balboa  of  House 
and  Garden."  We  may  picture  her,  then, 
standing  tiptoe  on  her  "Peak  of  Darien"  to 
view  what  an  Eternity  lay  beyond  the  purple 
horizon  of  Time. 

She  herself  modestly  makes  her  offering  to 
posterity : 

"My  nosegays  are  for  captives; 

Dim,  lo-ng-expectant  eyes. 
Fingers  denied  the  plucking, 

Patient  till  Paradise. 

To  such,  if  they  should  whisper 
Of  mjorning  and  the  moor. 

They  bear  no  other  errand, 
And  I,  no  other  praj'er." 

Jane  Williamson,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 


A  TRIBUTE  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE   LATE  DOCTOR  W.  P.  FINLAN. 


It  is  with  feelings  of  deepest  sorrow  and 
heartfelt  regret  that  we  express  our  sympathy 
to  the  members  of  the  family  left  to  mourn 
the  death  of  a  loving  husband  and  father,  an 
exemplary  Catholic  and  loyal  citizen,  the  late 
Doctor  W.  P.  Finlan. 

How  regularly,  when  we  entered  the  portals 
of  our  church,  we  saw  this  dutiful  Christian 
there  before  us.  For  many  years  he  practised 
dentistry  in  this  city.  Constantly  he  forfeited 
his  own  comfort  and  convenience,  and  even 
necessary  rest,  to  bring  happiness  and  relief  to 
others,  especially  to  the  poorer  families  of  the 
vicinity.  Truly  he  has  been  the  good  Samari- 
tan to  Christ's  needy;  a  sincere  and  model  Ca- 
tholic, and  a  friend  to  everyo-ne,  but  an   ex- 


traordinary one  to  Loretto  and  her  children, 
sponsoring  their  cause,  giving  his  time  and 
influence  to  bring  all  their  endeavours  to  a 
successful  issue. 

Dr.  Finlan  is  survived  by  his  widow,  a  son, 
Paul;  and  three  daughters:  Mi.ss  Noel,  a  gra- 
duate,  and  Misses  Lorraine   and  Bernardine, 
present  pupils  of  Loretto  Academy.    But  he  is 
mourned   also   by   the   entire    comjnunity    of 
Sault  Ste.   Marie,   who   will   keenly   miss   the 
splendid  man  himself  and  the  ready  help  and 
unselfish  services  he  rendered  during  his  life 
here.    May  God  grant  him  eternal  rest! 
Mary  Watson,  '34, 
Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 
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A-NEAK  AND  A-FAR.  in  progress,  and  painted  upon  the  walls  are  the 
It  was  a  beautiful  night  in  the  early  part  of  election  posters  still  remaining. 
June  when  I  sailed  on  the  Saturnia,  the  largest  Our  next  place  of  interest  was  Rome,  a  most 
vessel  of  its  kind  in  the  world,  out  of  New  York  fascinating  city  with  its  many  ruins  of  histori- 
Harbour,  on  my  first  trip  abroad.  I  was  spell-  cal  interest  and  its  churches — the  most  im- 
bound  as  we  gracefully  glided  from  the  pier,  portant,  of  course,  being  St.  Peter's — and  be- 
out  into  the  mighty  ocean.  On  the  fifth  day  cause  it  is  the  home  of  Our  Holy  Father,  with 
out  we  sighted  the  beautiful  Azores,  to  be  fol-  whom  we  had  an  audience.  St.  Peter's  is,  I 
lowed  shortly  by  the  dim  outline  of  Spain  believe,  the  largest  church  in  the  world,  and 
against  the  horizon,  and  then  the  high  preci-  as  you  walk  towards  the  tomb  of  St.  Peter, 
pitous  Rock  of  Gibraltar  on  the  left,  and  the  which  is  under  the  central  dome,  the  beauty  of 
faint  coast-line  of  Africa.    It  was  a  most  thril-  the  place  grows  upon  you,  and  you  live  as  in  a 


ling  sight  against  the  deep  blue  of  the  Mediter 
ra-nean  Sea. 

Our  first  stopping-place 
was  Marseilles,  the  principal 
port  of  Southern  France. 
We  then  followed  the  west 
coast  of  Italy  until  we  reach- 
ed Naples,  of  which  the  scen- 
ery is  beyond  description, 
especially  the  bay,  with  Ve- 
suvius in  the  distance.   There 


vision.    There  is  not  a  chair — perhaps  a  wooden 

bench  or  two — and  the   marble  floor  is  free. 

The     walls     and     numerous 

domes  are  works  of  mosaic 

art. 

From  Rome  we  proceeded 
to  Florence,  which  is  noted 
for  its  art.  Tiie  cathedral 
and  the  bronze  doors  of  the 
baptistry  are  world  famous, 
as  are  also  the  stained  glass 


'vas  great  confusion  in  docking  and  in  landing  windows.  Then  followed  Venice,  the  "Queen 
over  two  thousand  passengers,  and  in  passing  of  the  Adriatic,"  a  most  unusual  city,  with  her 
through  the  customs — after  all  of  which  we  canals  and  gondolas.  Venice  is  a  city  of  desti- 
arrived  at  our  hotel.  tution;everywhere  ishe  exliibits  the  stam])  of  one 
The  next  day  was  spent  in  sight-seeing.  Na-  who  has  seen  better  days.  The  walls  that  rise 
pies  reminds  one  a  trifle  of  Quebec,  because  of  from  her  narrow  canals  are  often  the  walls 
its  very  high  portion  towering  over  the  sea,  and  of  palaces  that  have  been  degraded  into  ware- 
then  the  lower  town,  where  the  docks  and  many  houses  or  tenements.  St.  Mark's  Sqnare  and 
beautiful  churches  are  located.  Cathedral  are  of  special  interest. 

On  the  following  day  we   decided  to  see  Our  next  stay  was  at  Como,  situated  on  the 

Pompeii.    Most  of  us  know  the  fate  that  befell  beautiful  lake  of  the  same  name,  famous  For 

Pompeii  almost  two  thousand  years  ago,  and  to  its  magnificent  scenery.    Here  we  took  a  boat 

tread  these  streets  is  a  profoundly  moving  and  ride  and  a  mountain  trip  that  were  most  thril- 

melancholy  experience.     The  stones  along  the  ling.     Then  followed  Milan,  which  is  a  large 

way  are  here  and  there  deeply  marked  by  the  (U)mmercial  city,  noted  for  its  cathedral  and  its 

impression  made  by   chariot  wheels.      At  the  magnificent  spires,  each  toi)ped  by  a  statue, 
time  of  the  eruptio-n  a  municipal  election  was  After  a  short  ride  through  .ninety  tunnels 
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under  the  Alps,  we  reached  Lucerne,  one  ol' 
Switzerland's  beauty  spots.  From  there  we 
journeyed  to  Paris,  where  we  Avere  delighted 
with  her  churches — especially  the  ^Madeleine, 
built  by  Napoleon  on  the  lines  of  a  Greek  tem- 
ple— her  art  galleries,  museums,  opera  and 
Eilt'el  Tower.  We  spent  an  afternoon  at  Ver- 
sailles, the  great  achievement  of  Louis  XIV. 
It  is  situated  eleven  miles  from  Paris.  This 
old  kings'  palace  took  twenty  years  to  build, 
and  would  accommodate  ten  thousand  people. 

We  were  most  fortunate  in  having  pleasant 
weather  for  our  trip  across  the  English  Cha'n- 
nel,  and  for  a  Aveek  spent  in  sight-seeing  in 
London.  We  then  crossed  over  to  Dublin  and 
took  a  short  trip  across  Ireland,  where  the 
scenery  was  magnificent. 

We  then  saw  a  bit  of  Scotland,  Avhere  we 
visited  Edinburgh,  which  boasts  of  having  the 
only  street  in  the  world  that  has  one  side  for 
business  and  the  other  side  for  a  park.  We 
spent  a  few  days  in  Glasgow,  which  i-eminded 
me  a  great  deal  of  our  large  cities.  From  here 
we  sailed  for  home,  calling  at  Quebec  and  Mont- 
real. Our  sail  up  the  mighty  St.  Lawrence  was 
glorious,  and  coming  through  the  locks  most 
interesting. 

Of  all  my  wonderful  trip,  the  country  that 
is  outstanding  to  me  is  artistic  Italy.  Great 
sculjitures,  paintings  and  carvings  met  my  eye 
at  every  turn.  The  world  cannot  over-appre- 
ciate this  country  and  the  industrious  and  cul- 
tured race,  Avith  its  magnificent  background 
of  musicians,  artists  and  sculptors.  And  for 
the  Catholic,  of  course,  the  lights  of  St.  Peter's 
are  always  lights  of  home. 

Elizabeth  Boland,  Form  lA. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


HOW  ONE  FAMILY  SPENDS  CHRISTMAS 
AFTERNOON. 

It  was  just  one  Aveek  before  Christmas,  and 
everyo-ne  seemed  to  be  engrossed  in  the  thought 
— not  excepting  tAvo  girls  on  their  Avay  to 
school. 

"Christmas  morning  is  one  thrill  after  an- 
other," one  of  them  Avas  saying,  "and  the 
evening  is  the  best  of  all;  but  somehoAv  Christ- 
mas afternoon  ahvays  seems  so  dull  after  din- 
ner, there  never  seems  anything  special  to  do — 
and ^" 

"I  know  Avhat  you  mean.  I  think  many 
l)eople  feel  that  Avay.  But  tAA'o  years  ago  Ave 
discovered  Christmas  afternoon,"  ansAvered  the 
other. 

' ' HoAv  is  that ?  What  do  you  do ?' '  asked  the 
first  girl. 

"Tavo  years  ago,  my  eldest  sister  entered 
the  novitiate  at  the  Abbey.  We  missed  her 
dreadfully,  for  it  was  she  Avho  used  to  do  so 
many  nice  things  for  us.  It  is  not  every  day 
that  Ave  are  able  to  see  her,  and  so  we  look  for- 
Avard  to  every  'visiting  Sunday.'  But  the  best 
of  all  visiting  days  is  Christmas.  We  ahvays 
have  a  hard  time  trying  to  find  out  Avhat  gifts 
to  give  her.  She  tells  us  not  to  give  her  any- 
thing, but  we  do  just  the  same.  We  can  hardly 
Avait  for  Chri.stmas  afternoon,  AA'hen  Ave  go  to 
see  her.  After  Ave  have  been  ushered  into  the 
reception-room,  it  seems  hours  before  she  comes, 
but  in  reality  it  is  only  a  fcAV  minutes.  Finally 
she  comes— and  then  hoAV  fast  the  minutes  fly! 
Before  Ave  knoAV  it  our  time  is  up.  But  Ave  do 
not  leave  her  Avith  sad  or  lonely  feelings,  for 
we  can  carry  away  Avith  us  the  thought  of  the 
radiant  happiness  of  the  look  on  her  face.  That 
is  our  Christmas  afternoon  noAv.  We  have  really 
discovered  (^hi-istmas  afternoon!" 

Barbara  Lyons,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Ave.,  Toronto. 
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"SILENT  NIGHT,  HOLY  NIGHT." 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  man  Avho  has 
returned  to  his  old  home-town  to  sing  for  you 
this  evening  needs  no  introduction.  His  celeb- 
rity has  made  the  old  town  famous,  a-nd  his 
courtesy  in  returning  to  give  us  this  long-de- 
sired pleasure,  I  cannot  too  highly  praise.  La- 
dies arid  gentleme-n — Geoffrej'   Turner !" 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  prolonged  ap- 
plause as  Geoffrey  Turner  stepped  out  on  the 
stage,  and  the  piano  struck  the  ope-ning  bars 
of  his  first  selection.  Then  he  sang.  At  fir.st 
the  response  of  the  audience  was  great,  after- 
wards moderate,  and  towards  the  end  of  the 
first  half  of  the  programme,  very  weak.  Men 
yawned  openly;  children  who  had  come  in  won- 
der to  see  the  great  man,  shamelessly  inquired 
of  their  mothers  wasn't  it  tim«  to  go  home ; 
schoolgirls  giggled  over  se-nseless  twitter  of 
their  own;  small  boys  mischievously  shot  rub 
ber-bands  at  each  other,  and  delighted  to  hear 
the  resulting  yelps  of  pain  from  their  school- 
mates: the  situation  had  become  tense,  and  the 
distracted  manager  was  trying  in  vain  to  renew 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  audience  —  for  the  whole 
town  was  here.  Finally,  during  the  intermis- 
sion, he  forgot  all  conventions  and  besought 
Geoffrey  Turner: 

"For  heaven's  sake,  sing  something  they 
know,  something  about  Christmas,  a  hymn — 
anything — but  no  more  classics  !■" 

Turner  returned  to  the  stage  for  the  last 
half  of  the  programme.  He  sang  a  hymn  he 
had  not  sung  for  fifteen  years,  "Silent  Night, 
Holy  Night. "  Immediately  the  attitude  of  the 
audience  changed.  People  looked  interested, 
then  wondering,  as  they  heard  the  old  hymn. 
It  was  beautiful,  sad,  comforting,  soul-grip- 
ping. Many  eyes  grew  suspiciously  bright,  and 
Turner's  amo^ng  them.    He  thought  of  a  Christ- 


mas long  ago  when  he  had  first  sung  that  hymn 
in  public. 

It  had  been  at  Midnight  Mass.  He  had  sung 
alone  for  the  first  time.  He  remembered  how 
nervous  he  had  been,  but  that  had  passed,  and 
he  had  thought  only  of  the  old  hymn  and  of 
Him  in  Whose  praise  he  sang.  He  remembered 
how  he  had  promised  after  that  solo  that  his 
religio-n  would  always  be  first  in  his  life.  He 
would  never  have  thought  in  those  days  of 
a  Christmas  without  Holy  Communion.  Had 
he  lived  up  to  his  promises?  He  had  not,  and 
somehow  the  hardened  and  worldly  Geoffrey 
Turner  felt  strangely  disquieted.  When  the 
song  ended,  the  applause  was  thunderous  a-nd 
the  audience  wild  with  delight  at  the  succeed- 
ing familiar  numbers. 

After  the  concert  Geoffrey  hurried  out  by 
a  side  door  to  escape  the  enthusiastic  people, 
and  wandered  through  the  streets  of  the  little 
town  in  the  thickly-falling  snow.  He  passed 
down  the  main  street,  gazing  into  the  decorated 
shop-windows  and  listening  to  the  cheery  calls 
of  "Merry  Christmas!"  It  seemed  that  every- 
one except  himself  Avas  bubbling  over  with 
happy  expectation,  and  he  looked  with  lo-nging 
through  the  brightly  lighted  windows  at  the 
signs  of  good  cheer  beyond.  People  hurried 
past — not  recognizing  him — and  he  had  never 
felt  more  lonely  in  all  his  life.  This  was  his 
home,  where  he  had  once  been  part  and  paroel 
of  all  its  life  and  stir,  and  now  he  was  a 
stra-nger  in  the  midst  of  it  all.  Unconsciously 
his  steps  turned  down  a  certain  street,  and 
stopped  in  front  of  a  weather-beaten  old  build- 
ing. He  raised  his  eyes,  wondering  vaguely 
why  he  had  stopped.  He  found  himself  in 
front  of  an  old  church — his  old  church! 

He  went  in,  and,  as  on  that  Christmas  long 
ago,  he  crept  up  to  the  choir-loft,  and  found 
there  the  place  he  had  been  accustomed  to  oc- 
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eupy  in  his  boyhood.  He  fell  on  his  knees, 
and  did  not  notice  the  organist  or  the  singers 
who  presently  came  up  to  the  loft;  nor  did 
they  pay  any  atte-ntion  to  him.  He  remained 
on  his  knees,  oblivious  of  anything  around 
him,  and  gazing  only  at  the  brilliantly-lighted 
altar,  until  the  Offertory.  Then  he  heard,  for 
the  second  time  that  night,  the  introduction 
to  ''Silent  Night,  Holy  Night."  Hurrying  over 
to  the  orga^nist  he  whispered  in  his  ear  that 
he  Avould  like  to  sing  the  hymn.  The  man's 
violent  protests  were  silenced  when  he  heard 
the  magic  name,  "Geoffrey  Turner"!  He  sang 
with  a  wondering  softness  at  first,  gradually 
swelling  into  joyful  praise,  and  sinking  again 
i-n  adoration  and  love.  A  few  curious  heads 
were  turned ;  but  during  that  wondrous  sing- 
ing most  of  the  people  could  live  and  think, 


as  Geoffrey  did,  only  to  God  in  Whose  praise 
he  sang.  As  the  last  "strains  of  heavenly 
peace"  rang  out,  and  floated  into  silence  in  the 
great  stillness  of  the  church,  he  felt  a  peace 
a-nd  quiet  come  over  him.  In  His  presence  he 
had  found  peace  .  .  .in  His  service  he  would 
again  find  happiness. 

Margaret  Moriarty,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


BABY. 

Some^thing  lovely  and  sweet  and  bright 
Has  come  to  cheer  our  home  to-night; 
Something  all  chubby  and  pink  and  new, 
It  seems  too  good   to   be  realJy  true. 

Two  little  eyes  that  «iparkle  and  glow; 
A  little  soul  that's  white  as  snow; 
What  could  be  sweeter  than  Baby  dear 
Who  bring  to  as  such  joy  and  cheer? 
Mary  Quigley, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

The  Morris  children  thought  Christmas 
would  never  come.  It  was  now  more  than  a 
week  since  the  first  snow  had  fallen,  and  Santa 
Clans  had  already  begun  to  speak  over  the 
radio,  but  still  their  mother  said  it  was  about 
twenty-four  more  days  U'Util  Christmas.  John, 
the  eldest  of  the  children,  with  all  the  wisdom 
of  his  eight  years,  said  he  knew  how  long 
twenty-four  was,  but  the  other  three  thought 
it  ought  to  be  next  week. 

Every  day  the  same  question  was  asked : 
''How  many  more  days  now  until  Christmas?" 
One  day  their  mother  gave  them  a  catalogue 
to  amuse  themselves.  Immediately  they  turned 
to  the  to^'s  and  began  to  plan  what  they  want- 
ed for  Christmas.  A  big  doll  on  one  page,  a 
trai'H  on  another  page,  a  toy  automobile,  an 
aeroplane ;  all  were  admired  and  all  were 
wanted. 


On  another  day,  when  some  one  again  men- 
tioned Christmas,  John  tried  to  tell  what  he 
had  heard  at  school  about  the  Infant  Jesus ; 
how  He  had  come  down  from  Heaven  as  a 
Baby  and  lived  in  a  barn.  The  other  three 
children  were  delighted  with  John's  story. 
Even  Joe,  who  was  only  two  years  old,  seemed 
to  understand,  and  listened  in  awe  to  what  his 
big  brother  had  to  say. 

The  days  passed  quickly.  It  was  now  only 
one  week  until  Christmas.  Mother  went  down 
town  often;  Father  could  be  see^n  slipping  up 
the  stairs  with  parcels  hidden  under  his  coat, 
and  the  door  of  the  spare-room  was  locked. 
Mother  said  it  was  a  secret,  and  the  children 
must  not  peek;  but  they  often  wandered  up- 
stairs and  stood  at  the  door  wishing  to  see 
what  was  inside. 

Finally  the  great  day  came.  Christmas 
morning  dawned,  bright  and  clear.     The  two 
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little  girls  awoke  first,  then  tiptoed  into  their 
brothers'  room.  Together  the  four  ran  into 
their  ])arents'  room  shouting  "Merry  Christ- 
mas! Merry  Christmas!"  What  a  fine  day  it 
was!  The  parents,  with  the  older  children, 
first  went  to  Mass,  and  then  home,  once  more 
to  be  greeted  with  shouts  of  happiness.  Little 
Joe,  with  his  toy  automobile,  was  running  up 
and  down  the  living-room.  The  two  girls 
•nursed  their  new  dolls  in  a  corner  near  the 
Christmas-tree.  Later  the  family  went  to  Mrs. 
Morris's  mother's  house  for  dinner.  My  !  What 
a  dinner  it  was!  Turkey,  plum-pudding,  ap- 
ples, oranges,    and    doughnuts    such    as  only 
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Grandmother  could  make !  Late  that  evening, 
when  the  family  was  going  home,  little  Joe 
was  fast  asleep  in  his  father's  arm«,  and  the 
others  not  far  from  asleep  themselves.  The 
Christmas-tree  could  be  seen  shi-ning  through 
the  window  as  a  beacon  of  friendliness  and 
happiness  to  them  all.  .  .  . 

"My  gentle  reader,  I  perceive 
How  patiently  you've  waited. 

And  now  I  fear  that  you  expect 
Some  tale  will  be  related." 

I  think  that  the  jioet  would  agree  with  me — 
isn't  the  picture  of  a  happy  family  on  Christmas 
Day,  tale  enough? 

Mary  Daniel,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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A  HAPPY  CHRISTMAS. 

Little  Bobbie  Robertson  was  sitting  on  the 
parlor  floor  in  his  home,  playing  Avith  his  tin 
soldiers.  Some  he  had  arranged  in  front  of  a 
toy  castle,  and  some  against  the  wall  opposite 
it.  On  seeing  his  mother  enter,  he  jumped  up 
and  ran  to  meet  her. 

"0,  Mother,  I'm  playing  that  I'm  captain  of 
the  army,  like  Daddy."  Just  then  Bobby  look- 
ed up  into  his  mother's  face  and  saw  that  her 
eyes  were  red  and  swollen  from  Aveeping. 

"O,  Mother,  aren't  j^ou  feeling  well?"  cried 
little  Bobby  with  a  sad  and  sober  face  Avhich 
but  a  few  minutes  before  had  been  so  merry. 

Mrs.  Robertson  did  not  answer  immediate- 
ly, but  walked  over  to  an  arm-chair  by  the  win- 
dow, sat  down,  took  Bobby  upon  her  lap,  and 
said  in  a  trembling  voice,  ''Bobby,  I  am  afraid, 
dear,  that  Daddy  will  not  be  home  for  Christ- 
mas this  year." 


"Don't  be  afraid,  Mother.  I  am  sure  Daddy 
will  come  home,  for  he  told  us  so  in  that  last 
letter,"  Bobby  answered  quickly. 

Bobby  did  not  know  that  Mrs.  Robertson 
had  read  in  the  paper  that  the  ship  "Bright 
Star,"  on  which  Mr.  Robertson  had  expected 
to  sail,  had  hit  an  iceberg,  and  that  as  no  more 
answers  were  being  received  to  the  wireless 
messages  sent  after  the  first  S.O.S.,  it  was  fear- 
ed that  all  on  board  had  been  lost. 

Mrs.  Robertson  kept  on  hoping  and  pray- 
ing that  it  was  not  true,  and  that  her  husband 
would  return  safely,  but  as  the  days  went  by 
she  began  to  give  up  hope. 

Christmas  Eve  arrived,  and  as  there  was 
yet  a  little  shopping  to  do,  Bobby  was  told  to 
put  on  his  coat  and  come  along  with  his  mo- 
ther. They  were  ready  to  set  out  when  the 
door  suddenly  opened  and  in  walked  Mr.  Ro- 
bertson, his  arms  laden  with  Christmas  pres- 
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ents.  He  had  sailed  by  another  ship,  and  had 
heard  nothing-  of  the  fate  of  the  "Bl-ight  Star" 
or  of  his  wife's  long  anxiety. 

The  next  few  minutes,  and  also  that  Christ- 
mas, were  the  happiest  ever  spent  in  the  Ro- 
bertson home. 

Mary  Lynch, 

Sedley,  Sask. 
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STARLIGHT— AND  CHRISTMAS. 

"There  is  no  room,"  was  the  cold  reply. 

Yet  the  speaker  turned  again  to  look,  at- 
tracted by  he  knew  not  what  in  the  poor  yet 
princely  man,  and  the  beautiful  young-  wife 
who  stood  beside  him.  How  ma-ny  times  had 
they  already  heard  the  same  disappointing 
words?  But  the  tired  pale  faces  bore  an  ex- 
pression not  of  anxiety  or  resentment,  but  of 
steadfast  peace — of  peace,  and  of  something 
more  that  he  could  not  define. 

Slowly  they  moved  away  from  the  door  of 
the  inn,  to  the  roadside  where  their  donkey 
stood  patiently  waiting.     Joseph  helped  Mary 


to  mount,  and  then  took  the  guiding-rein  and 
led  the  animal  down  the  road,  to  continue  the 
search  for  shelter  for  the  night.  They  had 
been  travelling  since  day-break,  and  now  the 
grey  dull  atmosphere  of  twilight,  overshadow- 
ing the  earth,  was  coming  on  from  the  East, 
and  already  the  stars  could  be  seen  twinkling 
in  the  uncertain  sky.  The  moon  cast  a  little 
light  in  the  i)ath  of  the  wayfarers.  In  the  west 
the  sun  had  just  made  a  glorious  descent  be- 
yond the  purple  hills,  and  its  reflection  illu- 
minated the  fleecy  clouds  along  the  western 
horizon. 

Mary  and  Joseph,  wandering  along  the  road, 
finally  passed  out  of  the  city.  Joseph,  sighting 
in  the  distance  a  stable,  led  Mary  towards  it. 
Their  weariness  and  the  lateness  of  the  hour 
forced  them  to  accept  the  poor  and  only  shelter 
it  offered  them  from  the  cold,  crisp  night  air 
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and  the  hard  ground.  The  full  round  moon, 
now  shedding  its  beams  in  all  its  glory,  gave 
forth  sufficient  light  for  them  to  make  out  the 
objects  around.  So  here  in  this  cold  a^iid  bar- 
ren place  they  prepared  to  spend  the  night. 

Over  yonder  in  the  fields  were  shepherds 
tending  their  flocks;  looking  to  the  sky,  they 
saw  a  great  star  in  the  east.  Just  as  they  were 
about  to  comment  upon  it^  they  heard  in  the 
distance  strange  voices  singing.  The^n  appeared 
to  them  an  angel  bringing  the  tidings  of  great 
joy,  and  the  host  of  the  heavenly  army  sang 
overhead:  "Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and 
on  earth  peace  to  men  of  good  will !" 

The  angels  disappeared,  and  the  shepherds, 
recovering  from  their  fear,  at  once  set  off 
across  the  fields  towards  the  stable.  As  they 
silently  and  wonderingly  drew  near,  they  could 
still  hear  the  beautiful  voices  singing:  "Glory 
to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace  to 
men  of  good  will ! " 


And  inside  in  a  manger  lay  a  tiny  Infant 
wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes;  and  two  tiny 
arms  were  outstretched  to  welcome  them.  On 
either  side  of  the  crib,  humbly  kneeling  in  ado- 
ration, were  His  Blessed  Mother,  Mary,  and 
His  foister-father,  St.  Joseph 

0  stray  not  far, 

0  wondrous  star; 

Lead  me  on  Christmas  morn 

In  spirit  to  the  Holy  Land 

Where  Christ,  for  man,  was  born. 

0  stray  ^lot  far, 

0  bright,  bright  star; 

But  guide  me  to  my  King; 

My  feeble  voice  shall  swell  His  praise 

The  stars  of  morning  sing. 

Claire  Bradley,  Form  ITJB. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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A  CALL  FOR  DUTY. 

Three  o'clock  on  Christmas  Morning.  Mary 
Nestor,  supervisor  of  the  operating-room  of 
St.  John's  Hospital,  was  awakened  by  the 
sound  of  a  bell.  Wearily  she  raised  her  head 
from  her  pillow  and  looked  at  her  clock.  Her 
first  thought  was :  had  she  been  dreaming  or 
had  she  really  heard  a  bell  ring?  A  sharp 
tinkle  from  the  telephone  beside  her  told  her 
that  she  had  heard  a  ring. 

The  speaker  at  the  other  end  of  the  wire 
informed  her  that  she  must  go  on  duty  as 
soon  as  possible  for  an  emergency  case  that 
had  just  come  in.  The  case  was  critical:  it 
was  a  matter  of  only  a  few  hours  before  the 
patient  Avould  lose  his  sight  if  something  were 
not  done  immediately.  This  did  not  alarm 
Mary ;  it  was  a  common  thing  for  her  to  be 
called  thus  suddenly  to  duty  in  the  middle  of 
the  night. 
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Mary  was  not  in  a  sympathetic  or  amiable 
mood  as  she  dressed.  Her  train  of  thought 
ran  on :  it  was  not  fair  that  she  should  be 
called  for  every  emergency  case ;  on  Christmas 
morning,  too ;  now  the  day  would  be  spoiled, 
for  she  would  be  too  tired  to  enjoy  the  festivi- 
ties of  her  friends. 

But,  as  she  walked  through  the  dimly  light- 
ed corridor  that  led  to  the  operating-room,  her 
mood  changed.  She  felt  ashamed  of  her  self- 
ishness, and  reproached  herself  for  being  un- 
willing to  do  her  duty.  On  Christmas  morning 
she  should  be  glad  to  help  a  poor  suflferer,  she 
thought. 

At  the  entrance  to  the  operating-room  she 
was  met  by  Dr.  Munroe,  the  famous  surgeon. 

"Miss  Nestor,"  he  said,  ''this  is  the  most 
delicate  operation  of  my  experience.  I  ex- 
pect you  to  be  at  your  best,  and  I  feel  quite 
sure  that  you  will  not  disappoint  me." 
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Four  hours  later  Mary  was  again  at  the 
door  of  the  operating-room.  This  time  she 
was  radiantly  happy,  for  she  had  assisted  in 
the  successful  eompletio'n  of  the  operation. 
Doctor  Munroe  had  thanked  her  heartily  for 
her  help,  and  had  told  her  that  without  it  he 
would  have  failed. 

In  the  evening,  during  the  celebration,  she 
managed  to  slip  away,  and  Avent  directly  to 
the  room  of  her  patient  of  last  night.  In  the 
doorway  she  hesiitated,  for  she  saw  before  her 
a  picture  that  brought  tears  to  her  eyes.  The 
patient  lay  motionless,  but  smiling;  o-n  one 
side  of  the  bed  sat  his  shabby  little  wife,  smil- 
ing lovingly  at  him,  on  the  other  side  their 
little  five-year-old  son,  stroking  his  father's 
hand  and  singing  a  Christmas  hymn  in  his 
sweet  little  voice. 

As  she  gazed  at  this  touching  scene  she 
thought  of  the  scene  enacted  in  a  stable  on  this 
day  by  another  trio  many  years  ago. 

Quietly  she  crept  away,  not  daring  to  dis- 
turb them  in  their  happiness,  her  own  heart 
bursting  to  think  that  God  had  allowed  her  to 
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bring  so  much  joy  to  three  of  His  loved  ones. 
That  morning  she  had  thought  that  her  day 
would  be  spoiled,  but  now  she  knew  that  she 
had  never  before  experienced  such  a  happy 
Christmas. 

Rita  Byrnes,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


HOW  THE  CHRISTMAS  STORY  CAME 
TO  THE  ALGONQUIN. 

Winter  had  lain  her  mantle  of  white  upon 
the  little  Indian  village  in  northern  Michigan. 
The  air  was  clear  and  cold,  and  the  columns 
of  smoke  from  the  wigwams  of  the  inhabitants 
could  be  seen  from  miles  away. 

Along  the  banks  of  the  ice-bound  river  of 
St.  Mary  a  dog-sled  could  be  seen  speeding  on 
its  God-sent  mission. 

In  the  sled  stood  a  bent,  old  man,  upon 
whose  locks  Time  had  laid  his  hoary  hand.  By 
the  crucifix  that  hung  from  his  neck  it  was 
evident  that  he  was  a  ''black-robe,"  a  saintly 
priest  of  God. 

But  what  is  that  coming  so  rapidly  toward 
them?  A  band  of  wolves?  No  —  dogs!  The 
priest  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  The  relief 
did  not  last,  however;  as  they  drew  nearer 
he  observed  that  they  were  not  arriving  for  a 
friendly  visit,  for  deep  growls  issued  from 
their  throats.  He  saw  with  horror  the  huge 
brute,  apparently  the  leader,  launching  him- 
self at  the  throat  of  one  of  his  own  dogs.  At 
the  same  time  a  voice  cut  through  the  winter 
air  and  the  strange  dogs  cowered  close  to  the 
frozen  ground.  Over  the  summit  of  a  small 
bluff  came  five  Indians.  Apparently  they  had 
just  returned  from  hunting,  for  they  were 
dragging  deer. 
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The  old  priest  advanced  toward  them. 

"I  am  a  priest  of  God/'  he  said  in  the 
Chippewa  tongue. 

They  did  not  speak  to  liim,  but  without 
ceremony  hurried  him  to  the  village. 

As  the  priest  surveyed  the  village  he  knew 
that  he  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Algonquins. 
He  could  expect  no  mercy.  He  prayed  devout- 
I3'  to  God  to  give  him  the  grace  to  endure  tlie 
suffering  he  knew  he  must  undergo. 

A  great  festival  was  held  in  the  village  that 
night.  A  huge  bonfire  burned  in  the  center 
of  the  village,  and  Father  Jacques'  pulses 
throbbed  in  unison  with  tom-toms.  After  what 
seemed  an  eternity  he  was  led  from  the  wig- 
wam. 

The  sky  was  velvet  blue  arid  the  stars 
seemed  cold  and  distant.  Suddenly  a  lurid 
light  flashed  across  the  heavens,  as  if  the  An- 
gel of  Death  had  drawn  a  pen  of  gold  across 
the  Book  of  Life. 
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The  Indians  knelt  in  frightened  silence. 
They  raised  their  hands  in  supplication  to  Fa- 
tlier  Jacques:  "0  Great  Spirit!"  they  cried, 
"withhold  thy  wrath!" 

It  was  then  that  the  Jesuit  black-robe  told 
the  "Children  of  Nature"  of  the  Heavenly 
Father  who  loves  all  races  and  all  people,  and 
of  how  this  love  was  so  great  that  He  came 
down  to  earth  and  was  born  in  a  poor  manger 
in  Bethlehem  on  Christmas  to  redeem  all  man- 
kind ;  how  He  died  for  their  sins,  and  is  now 
in  heaven  to  receive  them  when  they  die.  The 
])eoi)le  believed  and  w^ere   baptized. 

This  is  the  manner  in  which  the  Algon(|uins. 
who  were  the  first  inhabitants  of  the  village 
which  is  now  Sault  St.  Marie,  heard  of  that 
blessed  morn  when  the  Saviour  of  the  world 
was  born  in  a  lowly  manger  in  Bethlehem. 

Betty  Graham,  (lass  '8;'). 

Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

Snowflakes   gently   flying 

Through    the   wintry  air; 
The  squirrel  and   the  chipmonk 

Come  from  out  their  lair; 
Myriads  of  tiny  snowflakes 

Glisten  like  a  star, 
While  the  merry  Christmas  carols 

Ripple  from   afar. 
The  vision  of  the  tiny  Babe 

Upon   his   Mother's   breast 
In  the  hearts  and  minds  of  all 

Will  forever  rest. 

Patrica  Wolf,   '3  6, 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


A  SONG  OP  CHRISTMAS. 

Judea's  hills  were  robed  in  starlight  blue. 

The  crowded  city  slept; 
Around   the  hills  as  closer  midnight  drew 

A   miystic   silence   crept. 
The  watching  shepherds,  wrapt  in  peace  so  grand. 
Dreamt  not  what  wondrous  happ'ning  was  at  hand. 

Then  rose  those  joyous  echoes  overhead! 

Glad  tidings  put  to  flight 
Their  fears';   the  King,  as  prophets  long  had  said. 

In  Bethlehem  that  night 
Was  born,  a  Babe,  whose  mission,  uncrowned  love, 
Wouild  win  for  us  the  right  to  Heaven  above. 

They  left  their  flocks  at  once  and  hastened  fast 

The  Infant  to  adore. 
The  hopes  and  fears  of  all  the  ages  past 

Might  harbored  be  no  more. 
Night's  wings  were  swiftly  folded  and  withdrawn, 
For  on  Judea  land  had  burst  the  dawn. 

Margaret  Gillen, 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton. 


CHRISTMAS. 


Christmas  bells  ring  loud  and  clear, 
Telling  of  a  world-wide  cheer. 
Telling  how  long  years  ago 
In  a  stable  white  with  snow 
Lay  the  new-born  Baby  King, 
Unseen  angels  guarding   Him. 

Lowlly  shepherds   from   afar. 
Guided   by   a  wondrous  star. 
Other  kings  from  distant  lands. 
Wondrous   gifts  within  their  hands. 

Come  to   pay  the  homage  due 
To  the  Infant  Je&us,  kind  and   true 
Loretto   Boland,   IIIA, 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick  Ave. 


SONNET  TO   THE  DIVINE   CHILD. 

Dear  Child!   forgotten  by  the  waiting  throng 
Who  had  for  years  Thy  kingly  birth  foretold 
In  prophecies  of  patriarchs  of  old. 

In  ancient  hymnal  and  in  holy  songs; 

Know  that  one  heart  there  is  which,  loving,  longs 
To  share  with  Thee  the  bitter,  aching  cold. 
And   with  her  gentle  mother-arms   enfold 


Thy  earthly  form — prevent  ungrateful  wrongs. 
O  that  we  might,  sweet  Infant,  gracious'  King, 

Kneel  by  Thy  crib  in  selfless  ecstacy. 
And  with   the  shepherds  Thy  great  glory   sing 

In  breathless  joy!      So  would  we  live  for  Thee; 
So  would  we  share  in  Mary's  hope  and  fear. 
So  be  to  Thee,   dear  Lord,   forever   near. 

Margaret  Nims,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


CHRISTMAS. 


Christmas  day  is  here  again, 
The  day  that  Christ  was  born; 

He   came  to   save   mankind    from   sin. 
That  blessed  winter  morn 

He  slept  in  a  low  manger-bed, 

That  little   Infant   Child; 
And   o'er   Him   fondly   watched 

Mary,   His  Mother  mild. 

Little   Baby  Jes'us, 

Unworthy   though  we  be. 
Please   accept    our    contrite   hearts 
That  we  bring  to  Thee 

Mary  Coyne,  Form  lA, 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick   Avenue,   Toronto. 


"Glory   to   God  in  the  highest;    and   on  earth 
peace  to  men  of  good  will." 

On  the  first  Christmas  night  a  multitude  of  Angels 

did   sing, 
To  welcome  to  earth  Our  Lord  and  Our  King. 

To  save  us  forever,  on  that  first  Holy  Morn, 
Our  promised  Redeemer,  in  a  stable   was  born. 

Soon,  to  that  cold  Crib  where  Jesus  was  laid, 
With  gifts.  Wise  Men  from  th.e  East,  journey  made. 

So,    with   my    heart   full    of   welcome,    my    Lord    I 
receive; 

May  He  grant  me  that  "peace"  of  the  first  Christ- 
mas Eve. 

Audry  Jones,  Form  II. 

Loretto   Academy,   Guelph,   Ont. 


BETHLEHEM. 


The  Wise  Men  with  presents  did  travel  one  day — 
The  journey  was  long  to  where  Our  Lord  lay — 
On  camels,  with  only  a  bright  star  to  guide, 
To  the  cradle  in  Bethlehem  where  the  winds  sighed. 

The  star  led  them  on  to  a  stable  so  rude, 
Where  He  lay,  O  so  sweet,  in  a  manger  most  crude; 
They  gave  Him  their  presents- — gold  and  spices  rare. 
The  Child  in  the  hay  lying   so   wondrous  fair. 

And  Mary,  His  Mother,   with  gentlest  of  love. 
Was  guarding  her  Son,  come  from  Heaven  above. 
The  shepherds  drew  near  Him;  the  Wise  Men  adored 
That  Babe  in  the  manger,  All-Perfect  —  the  Lord! 

Alice  Maclaren,   '33. 
Loretto   Academy,    Niagara    Falls,    Ont. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES. 

Their  Excellencies  the  Governor-General  of 
Canada  and  the  Countess  of  Bessborough  paid  a 
happy  visit  to  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  on 
the  morning  of  Oct.  24th,  1932,  when  His  Excel- 
lency Most  Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto,  members  of  the  clergy,  alumnae, 
parents  of  pupils  of  the  school,  and  friends,  had 
gathered  to  welcome  them.  The  beautiful  grey 
Abbey,  framed  brilliantly  by  the  October  woods, 
made  an  impressive  picture  as  the  Vice-Regal 
party  drove  along  the  heights,  and  were  welcomed 
at  the  entrance  by  Reverend  Mother  St.  Teresa, 
I.B.V.M.,  Superior-General  of  the  Institute  in  Am- 
erica, and  members  of  the  Community. 
m      *      *      *      * 

The  Annual  Bridge  Tea,  held  at  Mrs.  Thomas 
H.  Andison's  home,  200  Russell  Hill  Road,  on  Nov. 
26th,   was  a  most  enjoyable  affair  socially,  and   a 


most  successful  one  financially.  Many  members  of 
the  Alumjnae  and  their  friends  attended.  The 
Alumnae,  greatly  indebted  to  Mrs.  Andison  for  her 
kind  hospitality  an  the  occasion,  takes  this  op- 
portunity of  thanking  her. 

***** 

The  winter  (Second  Quarterly)  meeting  of  the 
Alumnae  will  be  held  on  Tuesday  afternoon,  Janu- 
ary 17th,  1933,  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights. 
There  will  be  Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed 
Sacrament  at  half-pas't  three,  followed  by  the 
Business  Meeting,  and  a  Musical  Programme.  Tea 
will  be  served. 


LORETTO    ALUMNAE,    WOODLAWN,    CHICAGO. 

The  election  of  ofncers  for  193  2-33  was  held  at 
the  meeting  on  the  first  Sunday  of  October,  as 
follows:  President,  Miss  Madeline  Hanrahan,  7127 
East  End  Ave,,  Chicago,  111.;  Vice-President,  Miss 
Catherine  Murphy;  Treasurer,  Miss  Cecelia  Mc- 
Brady;  Recording  Secretary,  Miss  Dorothy  Wide- 
man;  Co'rrespo>nding  Secretaries,  Miss  Marion  Cof- 
fey and  Miss  Rita  Mahoney;  Press  Chairman,  Miss 
Marie  Houle. 

.  The  Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary. 
The  Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary  is  an  organ- 
ization established  in  1927  by  close  and  immediate 
friends  of  the  Ladies  of  Loretto,  for  the  sole  pur- 
pose of  furthering  the  cause  of  Catholic  Education 
through  the  securing  of  financial  assistance  for  the 
Institution  with  which  they  had  allied  themselves. 
From  the  first,  an  enthusiasm  seldom  equalled 
by  any  organization  of  the  kind  characterized  this 
zealous  group.  New  members  were  continually 
added,  and  such  great  things  were  done,  that  their 
name  has  spread  beyomd  the  confines  of  the  South 
Side  where  they  have  worked. 

The  unflinching  determination  with  which  the 
members  of  the  Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary  have 
clung  to  their  first  ideals  and  fought  the  failures 
and  discouragements  of  the  past  year,  has  entitled 
this  brave  band  of  noble  workers  to  a  success  in 
keeping  with  the  zeal  and  devotedness  which  they 
have  thrown  into  their  work. 

The  officers  for  193  2-33  are:  Mrs.  Robert  B. 
Munroe,  President;  Mrs.  Robert  J.  Burke,  Vice- 
President;  Mrs.  James  H.  Knight,  Recording  Secre- 
tary; Mrs.  William  P.  Garrity,  Corresponding  Se- 
cretary; Mrs.  John  J.  Callahan,  Treasurer;  Mrs. 
Albert  O'Rourke,  Retiring  President;  Mrs.  P.  J. 
Shea,  Social  Chairman;  Mrs.  William  B.  Traynor, 
Membership  Chairman;  Mrs.  James  P.  Galligan, 
Press  Chairman;  Mrs.  James  F.  McCabe,  Director; 
Mrs.  John  P.  McGraw,  Director.  Social  Committee: 
Mrs.  P.  J.  Shea,  Chairman;  Mrs.  H.  E.  Beckstrom, 
Mrs.  Hugh  J.  McPartlin,  Mrs.  James  S.  Marrs,  Mrs. 
Clarence  J.  Phillips;  Membership  Committee:  Mrs. 
William  B.  Traynor,  Chairman;  Mrs.  J.  V.  Brana- 
gan,  Mrs.  Madeline  Coleman,  Mrs.  John  P.  McGraw, 
Mrs.  Robert  J.  Burke,  Mrs.  V.  V.  Gonya,  Mrs.  Mary 
O'Rourke;  Press  Committee:  Mrs.  James  P.  Gal- 
ligan, Chairman;  Mrs.  William  P.  Garrity,  Mrs. 
William  B.  Traynor. 

His  Eminence,  George  Cardinal  Mundelein,  D.D., 
Archbishop  of  Chicago,  sponsored  and  encouraged 
the  Ball  Game  in  aid  of  the  Academy,  at  Soldier 
Field,  Chicago,  on  Oct.  9th,  1932,  referred  to  else- 
where in  this  issue.  Special  committees  whose 
combined  efforts  made  the  undertaking  a  great 
success,  included:  Mrs.  William  P.  Garrity, 
Chairman.  Mrs.  J.  J.  Callahan,  Vice-Chairman. 
Ticket  Committee:  Mrs.  S.  L.  Hamilton,  Chair- 
man; Mrs.  J.  H.  Knight,  Mrs.  E.  C.  Haggerty,  Mrs. 
M.  O'Rourke;  Mrs.  R.  J.  Burke,  Mrs.  Madeline  Cole- 
man. Advertising  Committee:  Mrs.  R.  P.  Nolan, 
Chairman;  Mrs.  R.  J.  Burke,  Mrs.  E.  C.  Haggerty, 
Mrs.   R.  B.  Munroe,  Mrs.  H.  J.  Gallagher,  Mrs.  H. 
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R.  Howard,  Mrs.  Madeline  Coleman.  Wm.  P.  Gair- 
irity,  Chairman;  C.  J.  Phillips,  Secretary;  J.  J. 
Callahan,  Chairman  of  Ticket  Takers;  R.  P.  No- 
lan, Chairman  of  Gates  and  Tickets;  Bill  Traynor, 
Press;  H.  P.  Howard,  Chairman  of  Advertising; 
Judge  Borrelli,  Publicity. 

iVEarriages : 

Miss  Eleanor  Bohun  Mulvey,  a  former  pupil  of 
Loretto  Abbey,  daughter  of  Mr.  Thomas  Mulvey, 
K.C.,  Under-Secretary  of  State,  and  Mrs.  Mulvey, 
Ottawa,  to  Mr.  Edward  Alexander  Anglin,  son  of 
the  Right  Honourable  Francis  A.  Anglin,  Chief 
Justice  of  Canada,  and  Mrs.  Anglin,  on  Oct.  12th, 
1932,  at  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Ottawa.  His  Excel- 
lency Right  Reverend  Felix  Couturier,  O.P.,  Bishop 
of  Alexandria,  performed  the  ceremony.  Reverend 
John  Paul  Mallon,  C.S.B.,  St.  Michael's  College, 
Toronto,  a  cousin  of  the  bride,  celebrated  the  Nup- 
tial Mass. 

Miss  Madeline  Joan  Dineen,  daughter  of  Mrs. 
Dineen  and  the  late  Daniel  Dineen,  to  Mr.  Thomas 
Clifford  Riley,  at  St.  Anthony's  Church,  Toronto, 
in  Oct.,  1932.  Reverend  J.  J.  McGrand  performed 
the  ceremony.     The  bride  is  a  recent  Loretto  pupil. 

Miss  Marion  Morse,  a  graduate  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  to  Mr.  A.  Urquhart,  on 
Nov.  5th,  193  2.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Uirquhart  will  spend 
the  winter  in   Florida. 

Miss  Cecilia  Fleming,  graduate  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Woodlawn,  Chicago,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Fleming,  to  Mr.  Paul  Flinzig,  on  Nov.  24th, 
1932. 

Miss  Rose  Wasylenki,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
W.  Wasylenki,  Sedley,  Sask.,  to  Mr.  John  Bast,  on 
Oct.  8th,  1932.  Both  bride  and  groom  are  former 
Loretto  pupils  of  Sedley,  Sask. 

Miss  Anna  Mary  Seiferling,  daughter  of  Mrs. 
A.  Seiferling,  Sedley,  Sask.,  to  Mr.  John  Ell,  in 
Oct.,  1932. 

Miss  Emily  Seitz,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Clemence  Seitz,  to  Mir.  Nicholas  Warmsbecker,  in 
Oct.,  193  2.     The  bride  is  a  former  Loretto  pupil. 

(\)ngi'atulations  to 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hayes  Kennedy  (Mary'  Louise 
LennoiU,  graduate  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Joliet), 
on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  Dec.  7th,  1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  McBurney  (Muriel  Zybach, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  J.  Berrigan  (Florence 
Glynn,  graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls,  Ont.),  1131  Bridge  St.,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont., 
on  the  birth  of  a  son  on  Nov.  17th. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  J.  O'Laughlin  (Rita  LaBerge, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.), 
1377  Deleware  Ave.,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the 
birth  of  a  son. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Fay  (Anna  Poynton,  graduate  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago),  on  the 
birth  of  a  son,  Joseph  Aloysius,  on  Oct.  21st,  after 
the  death  of  Mr.  Fay. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cyril  Trainor  (Margaret  Hayes, 
former  pupil  of  Loretto  Abbey)  Sudbury,  Ont.,  on 
the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  Caruso,  who 
celebrated  the  silver  anniversary  of  their  wedding 
on  Decemlber  15th.  Reverend  Dr.  Muckle  was  the 
celebrant  at  the  Solemn  High  Mass  at  St.  Michael's 
Cathedral.  Miss  Marie  Caruso,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  A.  Caruso,  was  at  the  organ.  The  recep- 
tion at  their  home,  129  Danforth  Avenue,  Toronto, 
was  held  on  the  following  day,  when  many  friends 
and  relatives  were  present  to  offer  congratulations 
and   good   wishes. 


Welcome  guests  recently  at  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege were  Reverend  Gerald  Walsh,  S.J.,  and  Rever- 
end Father  Zema,  S.J.,  Fordham  University,  N.Y., 
who  were  in  Toronto  for  the  meetings  of  the  Catho- 
lic Historical  Association. 


Loretto  Offers  Deepest  Sympathy  to: 

Mother  M.  Alberta,  LB.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  death  of  her  brother, 
Mr.  Thomas  Chilton,  in  Cannes,  France,  and  to  the 
other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mother  M.  Benedicta,  LB.V.M.,  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  death  of  her 
sister,  Mrs.  J.  McNally  (Elizabeth  MacLynn,  alumna 
of  Loretto  Abbey). 

Ml*,  and  Mrs.  William  J.  Lyons  (Clara  Carroll) 
on  the  death  of  the  former's  mother,  Mrs.  John 
Lyons,  Ottawa. 

Very  Reverend  Dean  Cassidy,  Hamilton,  on  the 
death  of  his  mother. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  Warde  Phelan,  44  Castle  Frank 
Road,  Toronto,  and  family,  on  the  death  of  their 
daughter.  Miss  Lorraine  Phelan,  a  recent  pupil  of 
Loretto  Abbey. 

Reverend  P.  J.  Bench,  Oshawa,  Ont.,  Mr. 
Francis  Bench,  Grantham  Township,  Mrs.  Hearn, 
Toronto,  and  Miss  Teresa  Bench,  on  the  death  of 
their  father,  Mr.  John  Bench,  St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

Mr.  Thomas  Mulvey,  K.C.,  Under-Secretary  of 
State,  Ottawa,  and  family,  on  the  death  of  his 
wife. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Barry  and  family,  Hamilton,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Dwyer  (Marion  Sullivan),  Misses 
Margaret  and  Kathleen  Sullivan,  Mr.  Joseph  Sulli- 
van, Mr.  Frank  Sullivan,  and  Mr.  Daniel  Sullivan, 
on  the  deaths  of  their  father  and  mother,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Daniel  Sullivan,  Hamilton,  Ont. 

Mr.  William  Gagen  and  family,  Alliston,  Ont., 
on  the  death  of  his  wife,  and  to  her  sister.  Mother 
M.  Immaculate  Heart,  LB.V.M.,  and  other  members 
of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mrs.  Edward  Madigan  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  to  his  mother,  Mrs.  Madigan, 
and  sister,  Mrs.  Hugh  Sweeney. 

Sister  M.  Natalie,  of  the  Community  of  St. 
Joseph,  Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  her  mother, 
Mrs.  R.  Hanks. 

Misses  Mary  and  Sadie  Dwyer,  alumnae  of  Lor- 
etto, Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  their  brother,  Mr. 
William  Dwyer. 

Mr.  J.  P.  Gaynor,  and  his  daughter.  Miss  Leona 
Gaynor,  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford, 
Ont.,  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  Gaynor. 

Reverend  Eugene  Cryne,  on  the  death  of  his 
brother,  Reverend  Edward  Cryne,  formerly  of  St. 
Bernard's    Church,    Englewood,    Chicago. 

Mr.  Thomas  Carbary,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  on  the 
death  of  his  wife,  a  benefactress  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 

Mrs.  William  P.  Flnlan,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  and 
family,  on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Dr.  William 
P.  Finlan,  and  to  his  sisters,  Mrs.  Draper  and  Mrs. 
Michael  Breein. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cleve  Sullivan  and  family,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  William  Joseph 
Sullivan. 

Mrs.  James  A.  McKenna,  Sr.,  on  the  death  of 
her  husband,  and  to  Mrs.  Chester  Ripley,  and  Mrs. 
John  Jans,  daughters,  and  Mr.  James  McKenna, 
Jr.,  soin. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harold  L.  Bucke,  and  family, 
Niagara  River  Parkway,  Queenston,  Ont.,  on  the 
death  of  their  son.  Cadet  Maurice  D.  Bucke,  Royal 
Military  College,  Kingston,  who  was  drowned  on 
Oct.  20th. 
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Mrs.  Wilfred  Ker,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the 
death  of  her  husband,  and  to  their  son,  Mt.  Frank- 
lin Ker,  and  relatives. 

Mr.  James  Caruso,  and  family,  Chicago,  on  the 
death  of  his  wife.  Miss  Marie  Caruso,  daughter, 
is  a  graduate  of  last  June  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

Miss  Anne  Tiernan,  a  graduate  of  last  June, 
and  Miss  Teresa  Tiernan,  of  the  class  of  '34,  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  and  their  sisters,  on 
the  death   of  their  father,  Mr.  John  Tiernan. 

Mrs.  John  Higgins  (Mary  McKenty),  Mrs.  Bus- 
seurtz  (Margaret  McKenty)  and  Mrs.  Thomas 
Walsh  (Rose  McKenty),  former  Loretto  pupils  of 
Joliet,  111.,  and  Mr.  Charles  McKenty,  on  the  death 
of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Selina  McKenty. 

Dr.  Bernard  A.  Duify,  on  the  death  of  his  sis- 
ter. Miss  Nellie  M.  Duffy. 

The  family  of  the  late  Mrs.  James  Igoe,  on  her 
death. 

Mrs.  William  Leith,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band, and  to  Mrs.  T.  Weaver   (Eloise),  and  Misses 


Margaret  Mary  and  Jessie,  daughters,  and  to  Wil- 
liam Leith,  son,  all  former  Loretto  pupils  of  Engle- 
wood,   Chicago. 

Mrs.  James  Kinnally,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band, and  to  his  mother,  Mrs.  Laura  Kinnally,  and 
to  Mrs.  Striegle  and  Mrs.  Eastman,  sisters,  farmer 
Loretto  pupils  of  Joliet,  111. 

Mrs.  John  Truia.sch  (Flossie  Mclnninch),  Belle- 
ville, on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mr.  George  Savage,  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 
and  to  their  daughters,  Mrs.  Sparling  (Ruth  Sav- 
age) and  Mrs.  Smith  (Eleanor  Savage). 

Mr.  Arthur  Scully,  8162  E.  Jefferson  Ave.,  De- 
troit, and  family,  on  the  death  of  his  wife. 

Mr.  George  M.  Fox  and  family,  Guelph,  on  the 
death    of    his    wife. 

Mr.  H.  McCloskey,  and  his  daughter.  Miss  Mar- 
garet McCloskey,  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Guelph,  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  McCloskey. 

Mrs.  George  Bennett  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband. 


IN  THE  DAWN  OF  A  NEW  YEAR. 


The  air  was  crisp  and  invigorating;  the 
snow  fell  fast  in  large,  star-like  flakes  upon 
the  cold,  hard  ground.  From  a  window  high 
above  the  noisy  street  a  man  stood  gazing 
blankly  through  the  half-icy  pane.  Only  occa- 
sionally did  he  turn  to  glance  toward  the  dark 
little  corner  of  the  room. 

His  face  was  lined,  and  his  eyes  sitnken, 
and  as  he  glanced  out  the  window  he  clenched 
his  fingers  tightly  together.  For  in  that  corner 
was  a  tiny  bed,  and  a  small  creature  lay  under 
the  covers,  silent  and  motionless.  An  old  oil- 
lamp  sent  its  dusky  glow  aboiit  the  shabby 
room,  and  presently  a  small,  s^out  woman  ap- 
peared in  the  doorway  and  made  her  way  to 
the  child's  bedside. 

Mrs.  Rubeau  was  a  patient  and  lovable  mo- 
ther, and  had  become  more  so  since  the  loaig 
illness  of  her  eldest  child,  Marie,  who  was  af- 
flicted with  a  curved  spine  and  not  destined 
to  live  long.  Although  the  child  was  only 
seven  years  of  age,  she  had  become,  through 
her  long  illness,  a  patient  little  soul,  restrain- 
ing herself  from  tears  even  when  in  great 
l)ain.  Besides  Marie,  there  were  three  younger 
children :  Eugene,  who  was  six ;  Cecile,  four ; 
and  Madeline,  two.  Christmas  had  just  gone 
by,  and  they  had  received  no  toys  because 
there   was  no   moiu»y.     The   poor   father   had 


gathered  the  little  ones  about  him  and  told 
them  the  story  of  the  Christ-Child,  and  of  how 
lie  was  born  in  a  stable  at  Bethlehem,  but  his 
throat  swelled,  so  that  he  could  scarcely  fini.sh 
as  he  thought  of  the  sad  Christmas  they  had 
had  and  of  the  prospects  of  a  sadder  New 
Year. 

It  was  New  Year's  Eve.  The  children  were 
all  asleep  and  the  house  was  in  silence.  The 
tired  mother  took  her  accustomed  place  at 
Marie's  bedside.  She  saw  that  Marie  was  grow- 
ing worse,  and  Mr.  Rubeau  hastily  summoned 
Father  Dubac.  The  noise  and  clamour  of  the 
people  shouting  and  horns  blowing  could  be 
heard  outside,  and  lent  a  decided  contrast  to 
the  sad  and  silent  scene  in  the  little  sick  room. 
The  moon  never  shone  more  brightly,  and  just 
as  the  big  clock  in  the  town-hall  struck  mid- 
night, a  little  soul  went  to  God.  The  father 
and  mother  with  tear-filled  eyes  glanced 
at  each  other.  Father  Dubac  turned  to  Mrs. 
Rubeau. 

"There,  there,  little  mother!"  he  said,  "with 
the  dawn  of  a  new  year  there  is  a  new  little 
angel  in  heaven  to  take  care  of  you  all." 

Marguerite  Landreville,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Ave.,  Toronto. 
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LORETTO    ABBEY,    ARMOUR    HEIGHTS, 
TORONTO. 

Oct.  4th — To-day,  the  feast  of  St.  Francis  of 
Asissi,  we  were  honoured  by  a  visit  from  Reverend 
Father  Ethelbert,  a  Franciscan,  who  spoke  to  us 
on  the  life  of  Saint  Francis,  emphasizing  his  per- 
sonal love  of  God. 

Oct.  13th — Victory!  A  basketball  game  played 
with  St.  Clement's  School  was  won  by  the  Abbey, 
3  2-16.  The  game  wais  played  at  the  Margaret 
Eaton  gymnasium. 

Oct.  ISth— The  feast  of  Saint  Teresa.  At  Bene- 
diction a  "Living  Rosary"  was  offered  up  for  the 
intentions  of  our  dear  Mother  General,  who  bears 
the  name  of  the  great  saint  of  Avila. 

Oct.  21st — On  this  memorial  date  we  played  our 
first  game  of  the  year  against  a  Loretto  School, 
and  were  sadly  defeated.  Loretto  College  School 
took  both  senior  and  junior  games,  leaving  us 
without  even  the  slightest  excuse,  for  the  match 
was  played  in  our  own  gymnasium. 

Oct.  24th — ^Their  Excellencies,  the  Governor- 
General  of  Canada  and  the  Countess  of  Bess- 
borough,  to-day  visited  the  Abbey.  An  addresis 
to  Their  Excellencies  was  given  by  Miss  Margaret 
Unger,  who  presented  an  illuminated  copy  to  the 
Governor-General,  while  Miss  Isobel  Hannan  grace- 
fully bestowed  upon  Lady  Bessborough  a  corsage 
of  exquisite  orchids  in  variegated  shades.  His  Ex- 
cellency, in  a  short  speech  to  the  school,  spoke 
eloquently  of  the  meaning  of  Empire,  and  of  "the 
free-will  bond  which  has  proved  itself  the  strong- 
est link  in  the  world,"  and  explained  to  us  the 
meaning  of  his  family  cre&t,  which  was  before  him 
in  the  arch  of  the  stage,  surrounded  by  British 
and  Canadian  flags. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Meech  sang  a  charming  little 
French  song,  and  Miss  Dorothea  McLaughlin  play- 
ed "Londonderry  Air."  Miss  Mary  Matheson  and 
Miss  Hermine  Keller  acted  as  accompanisits,.  The 
programme  closed  with  the  singing  of  the  Loretto 
Song  by  the  school. 

Oct.  27th — To-day  a  return  game  with  St.  Cle- 
ment's School  was  played  in  our  school  gymnasiium. 
In  the  firsit  game  the  Abbey  Seniors-  won  37-22. 
In  the  second  game  the  junior  team;  of  St.  Cle- 
ment's was  victorious,   25-6. 

Oct.  28th — A  Hallowe'en  masquerade  was  held 
in  the  gymnasium,  appropriately  decorated.  The 
prizes  for  the  prettiest  costume,  and  for  the  most 
original,  went  to  Mi?s  Patricia  Ryan  and  Miss 
Francis  Parnell.  Everyone  enjoyed  herself,  from 
the  smallest  child  to  even  the  most  privileged 
senior. 

Nov.  4th — The  first  of  a  series  oif  oratorical 
contests  was  held  to-day  in  the  auditorium.  Many 
promising  speakers  com-ipeted.  The  first  and  se- 
cond places  were  taken  by  Miss  Isabel  Hannon 
and    Mi5s    Catherine   Bucher    respectively. 

Nov.  5th — The  first  of  our  league  games  was 
played  to-day  in  our  own  gymnasium  with  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls.  Both  games  meant  vic- 
tory for  the  Abbey.  The  first  game  3  2-18,  the 
second  17-15. 

Nov.  7th — Reverend  Father  O'Connor,  a  Vincen- 
tian,  gave  us  an  enlightening  talk  on  the  Mis- 
sions. We  also  heard  much  about  Catholic 
Action  from  three  young  men  from  Niagara  Uni- 
versity, who  accompanied  Father  O'Connor. 

Nov.  10  th — The  long  awaited  November  week- 
end! 

Nov.  18th^ — Our  second  league  game.  The  L. 
C.  S.  were  our  guests,  and  we  enjoyed  every  mo- 
ment of  their  visit,  and  not  just  because  we  won 
both  games     Score:  Seniors,  32-23;  Juniors,  27-16. 

Nov.   19th — More  ba.?iketball !     The  Ontario  La- 


dies' College  teams  came  from  Whitby.  We  won. 
Seniors,   17-24;   Juniors  2-24. 

Nov.  20th — Another  treat!  Reverend  Father 
Furlong,  CM.,  came  all  the  way  from  Niagara 
University  to  tell  us  of  his  experiences  in  Panama. 
It  was  a  most  inspiring  talk  and  we  were  all  truly 
grateful  for  it. 

Nov.  22nd — Feast  of  St.  Cecilia.  A  most  en- 
joyable musical  was  given  by  the  music  students. 

Nov.  2  6th — Reverend  Doctor  Nagel,  CM.,  hon- 
oured us  with  a  stirring  talk  on  the  origin  of  the 
Miraculous  Medal,  and  enrolled  us  all  in  this  beau- 
tiful devotion. 

Dec.  7th — It  was  our  privilege  to  have  Reverend 
Father  Keating,  S.J.,  prepare  us  for  the  morrow's 
great  feast.  Father's  impressive  talks  were  much 
enjoyed  and  appreciated. 

Dec  8th — Our  Blessed  Mother's  feast  day,  and 
a  great  day  for  her  sodalists.  The  Forty  Hours' 
Devotion  began  with  High  Ma^^s  in  the  morning, 
and  the  day  was  a  very  happy  one,  closing  with  a 
beautiful  reception  into  the  Sodality  of  eighteen 
fervent  children  of  Our  Lady  Immaculate. 

Dec.  10th — A  jolly  bus  load  set  off  for  Niagara 
at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Alas,  we  lost 
both  games.  However,  the  trip  to  beautiful  Nia- 
gara and  the  visit  with  our  old  friends  made  the 
day  memorable  and  well  worth  while.  Scores: 
Seniors,  34-23;   Juniors,  28-12. 

Dec.  15th — A  big  day  for  the  Intermediates! 
They  are  guests  at  Loretto  College  School  and — 
lost  both  games.  Mary  Vining. 


LORETTO  ACADEIVIY,  NL\GARA  FALLS,  ONT. 

Rosary  Sunday — The  special  annual  tribute  to 
Our  Lady  Queen  of  the  Rosary  was  paid  in  the 
evening  procession  to  the  chapel,  where  Our  Lady's 
shrine  was  prettily  decorated.  The  resident  stu- 
dents, in  white,  and  wearing  blue  shoulder  sashes, 
formed  the  chaplet  and  recited  their  Paters,  Aves, 
and  Gloriasi;  after  which  they  sang  a  recessional 
to  Our  Lady. 

Oct.  15th — Farewell  visit  paid  us  by  Reverend 
Father  Maguire,  CM.,  and  Reverend  Father  Geh- 
ring,  CM.,  who  are  leaving  soon  for  the  Catholic 
Mission,  Kinkiang,  Kianksi,  China.  The  splendid 
address  by  Father  Maguire  on  mission  work  wasi 
appreciated  by  all. 

Oct.  29th — A  delightful  Hallowe'en  party,  made 
most  enjoyable  by  the  presence  of  Mr.  Nelligan 
and  his  orchestra.  Prizes  for  the  prettiest  and  for 
the  funniest  costumes  went,  respectively,  to  Miss 
Mary  Nelligan,  and  to  Miss  Noel  Rahn  and  Miss 
Mae  Caffrey,  who  were  ties. 

Nov.  3rd — ^Ofiicers  elected  for  the  Students' 
Mission  Crusade.  Miss  Helen  Jane  Senseiubrenner, 
previously  elected  president,  conducted  the  meet- 
ing". Miss  Marjorie  Allen  is  secretary  and  Miss 
Mary  Sanson,  treasurer.  Good  results  are  ex- 
pected. 

Nov.  4th — Basketball  game  in  Toronto  with 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School  team.  We  won  with 
the  gratifying  score  of  48-16. 

Nov.  5th — While  in  Toronto,  played  Junior  and 
Senior  teams,  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  with 
the  unfaltering  scores:  Juniors,  17-15;  Seniors, 
24-17  in  favor  of  Abbey  teams.  Had  consolation 
for  our  defeat  in  happy  meetings,  esipecially  with 
our  former  Mistress  of  Schools,  now  at  the  Abbey; 
and  with  three  former  schoolmates,  who  all  look 
immensely  happy  in  their  new  life  in  the  novitiate. 
A  fourth  is  equally  happy  and  enthusiastic  in  her 
new  home,  Loretto  Branch  Novitiate,  Chicago. 

Nov.  9th — Miss  Cornelia  van  Geunz,  charming 
Dutch  contralto  singer,  delighted  us  with  a  lovely 
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recitation  in  her  native  language — but  she  thought- 
fully outlined  it  for  us  beforehand  in  Engli<^h. 
Her  promise  to  come  soon  again  to  sing  for  us  in 
the  customary  dress  of  her  homeland  fills  us  with 
pleasant  anticipation. 

Nov.  13th — Our  annual  marshmallow  and  apple- 
roaist  al  fresco  a,  great  success;  merry  school  songs 
added  to  the  festivity. 

Reverend  Brother  Anthony,  O.Carm.,  favored 
us  with  one  of  his  masterly  piano  recitals  and,  on 
request,  played  a  favourite  number  that  we  cannot 
hear  too  often. 

Nov.  16th — ^In  anticipation  of  the  feast  of  St. 
Cecilia,  a  pretty  programme  was  presented.  Rev- 
erend Father  Ronan,  of  St.  Augustine'si  Seminary, 
Toronto,  was  guest  of  honour,  and  by  request  gave 
us  one  of  his  interesting  talks  on  music. 

Nov.  19th — Saturday  classes  till  1.30  p.m.  to 
make  up  for  those  to  be  missed  next  week  during 
American  Thanksgiving  holidays. 

Reverend  Gerald  Furlong,  C.M.,  gave  us  a  most 
interesting  account  of  Miission  life  in  Canal  Zone, 
where  he  recently  spent  several  years. 

Nov.  23rd — Many  leave  for  American  Thanks- 
giving. Those  who  remained  here  had  a  most  en- 
joyable time.  To  Dr.  Hettrick  (Lucille's  father), 
many  thanks  for  the  party  feast  sO'  generously 
provided. 

Dec.  3rd — Loretto  Abbey  College  School  teams 
our  guests.  Our  Seniors  and  Juniors  had  a  lucky 
day.  Juniors'  score  26-11;  Seniors'  score  50-32, 
both  in  our  favor. 

Dec.  4th — Sodality  meeting  in  preparation  for 
Dec.  8th.  Several  business  matters  discussed,  a 
talk  on  "Our  Blessed  Lady's  overwhelming  claims 
to  our  loving  devotion,"  gave  a  new  impetus  to  our 
zeal  in  Mary's  cause. 

Dec.  7th — Our  Senior  team  carried  off  honours 
in  game  with  Niagara  Falls  Coillegiate  Institute. 
Score,  44-30.  Our  Juniors,  after  the  first  quarter, 
which  left  them  slightly  ahead,  lost  steadily — ^the 
final  standing    20-10   in   favor   of  N.F.C.I.   Juniors. 

Dec.  Sth — Celebration  of  the  great  feast  of 
Our  Lady — her  Immaculate  Conception.  In  the 
evening  four  new  members.  Misses  Patricia  Walsh, 
Josephine   Schneider,   Gilberte   Belcourt   and   Jose- 


phine Trendle,  were  admitted  to  the  Sodality.  In 
the  absence  of  Reverend  Father  Charles,  O.Carm., 
chaplain,  Reverend  Father  Gabriel,  O.Carm.,  offi- 
ciated and  delivered  a  stirring  sermon  on  the  text, 
"Keep  the  Faith."  Later,  in  the  assembly  hall,  he 
gave,  informally,  a  most  interesting  description  of 
the  Vatican  on  the  occasion  of  a  great  event  and 
so  helped  us  to  visualize  the  impressive  scene  of 
nearly  eighty  years  ago  when  the  Dogma  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  was  promulgated. 

Dec.  10th— A  hearty  welcome  to  the  Junior 
and  Senior  teams  from  Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto, 
this  morning.  Both  game?  turned  out  in  our  favor. 
Senior  score  44-3  2;  Junior,  20-10. 

Dec.  12th — Rather  rashly,  as  one  senior  and 
two  junior  members  were  disabled,  our  teams 
played  at  Stamford  Collegiiate  this  afternoon. 
Junior  score  25-24;   Senior,  45-40. 

Dec.  14th — Christmas  Concert — play— English 
and  French  songs — Rhythm  Band. 

Dec.  17th — Christmas-tree  programme,  and 
gifts  for  some  ninety  poor  children  of  the  vicinity. 

Our  heartfelt  thanks  are  due  to  the  Reverend 
Carmelites,  Father  Columba,  Father  Leo.  Father 
John,  and  Father  Joseph,  for  their  most  inspiring 
talks  to  us  during  the  term.  Special  thanks  go  also 
to  our  devoted  chaplain,  Reverend  Father  Charles, 
O.Carm.  Mai  Caffrey,  '33. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,   SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MICHIGAN. 

Oct.  6th — The  Sophomore  Class  enjoyed  a 
weiner  roast  at  Sherman  Park. 

Oct.  12th — The  Senior  class  were  guests  at  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  C.  Oremus,  who  en- 
tertained in  honour  of  their  daughter,  Mrs.  Clif- 
ford Phillips    (Lois  Oremus),  a  recent  bride. 

Oct.  14th — Columbus  Day  Program.  The  Seniors 
were  represented  by  Miss  Lucille  Brazeau,  who 
gave  a  reading  entitled,  "Landing  Day,"  and  by 
Miss  Leota  Arbic,  who  recited  an  appropriate  poem. 
The  Junior  feature  was  the  clever  comedy, 
"Sham,"  played  by  Misses  Lorraine  Finlan,  Mary 
Le   Lievre,    Catherine   Lehman,    and    Corinne   Thi- 
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The  Making  of  a  Will 

Is  One  of  the  Most  Important  Duties  of  Every  Man 

and  Woman  Whether  the  Estate  Be  Large 

or  Small. 

If  you  should  die    without    malcing   a  Will    your 
Estate  might  be  distributed  contrary  to  your  wishes. 
Your  wishes  will   be  faithfully  carried   out   and 
your  heirs  properly  protected  if  you  make  a  Will  ap- 
pointing this  company  your  Executor. 

We  invite  consultation  free  of  charge  in  regard  to 
your  Will — by  mail  or  personally  at  any  of  our  offices. 
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ST.    MICHAEL'S    COLLEGE 


TORONTO,  ONT. 
Conducted  by   the  Basilian   Fathers. 


Honour  Courses  in  Philosophy,  Classics,  Moderns,  History, 
Political  Science,  Commerce,  Science  and  Mathematics,  leading  to 
the  B.A.  Degree  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 

Libraries,    Laboratories    and    Students'     Union     (Hart 
House)      among     the     best     on     the     continent. 

Address — The  Registrar. 

St.    Michael's    College    School 

A    High    School    Course    leading    to    Matriculation,    including 

a    Preparatory    Course    for    a    limited    number    of 

Boys   in   Third   and   Fourth    Books. 

Address  —  The    Principal. 


bert.  An  interesting  Columbus  Play  was  given 
by  the  Sophomore  Class.  The  Freshmen  presented 
a  clever  and  hurmoirous  farce  written  by  Miss 
Orenia  Beaulieu,  a  nuember  of  the  class. 

Oct.  17th — A  gala  day.  The  entire  High  School 
held  a  bazaar  for  educational  purposes.  The 
Fourth  Year  managed  the  Pastry  Booth.  The 
Candy  Boioth,  and  a  most  original  "Chamber  of 
Horrors"  were  supervised  by  the  Junior  Class. 
The  Sophomores  and  Freshmen  were  in  charge  of 
Fish  Pond  and  Refreshment  Booths.  The  booths 
were  all  attractively  decorated,  and  the  whole  af- 
fair a  most  enjoyable  one. 

Oct.  24th — Hallowe'en  Masquerade  given  by  the 
Juniors.  The  entertainers  presented  a  delightful 
musical  comedy,  and  prizes  were  awarded  for  the 
prettiest,  most  original,  and  funniest  costumes. 

Nov.  3rd — Something  new  in  the  line  of  par- 
ties was  introduced  by  the  Seniors,  who  presented 
a  "Backward  Party"  at  the  home  of  Miss  Miollie 
Ryan.  Everything  was  done  backwards.  Games 
were  played  backwards  and  prizes'  awarded  to  the 
losers. 

Nov.  7'th — Registration  Day.  Each  girl  in  the 
High  School  registered  in  order  to  vote  on  Elec- 
tion Day. 

Nov.  8th — Election  Day.  The  students  voted 
for  National,  State  and  County  officials.  Sample 
ballots  had  been  procured  by  the  Student  Govern- 
ment from  the  Court  House.  The  result  of  this 
straw  vote  was  a  forerunner  of  the  Democratic 
landslide  which  swept  the  country. 

Nov.  10th — Scenes  from  "Hamlet"  were  pre- 
sented by  the  Second  Year.  Some  of  the  actresses 
were  Miss  Anna  Jean  Ripley,  who  played  the 
ghost.  Miss  Margaret  Moran,  Miss  Betty  Graham, 
Miss  Dorothy  Piche,  and  Miss  Margaret  Krell. 

Nov.  17th — "Ye  Old  Muffin  Shoppe"  and  "The 
Pink  Parasol"  were  presented  in  the  High  School 
Auditorium  by  the  pupils  of  the  Elementary 
Grades.  The  audience  was  charmed  by  the  de- 
lightful performance. 


Nov.  23rd — A  day  long  desired.  School  was 
dismissed  for  the  Thanksgiving  holidays'. 

Nov.  29th — Great  was  the  rejoicing  when 
Reverend  Mother  St.  Teresa,  Superior  General  of 
the  I.B.V.M.  in  America,  arrived  to-day.  At  a  re- 
ception held  in  her  honour.  Miss  Leota  Arbic  of  the 
Senior  Class  welcomed  her,  and  Miss  Miriam  Wolf 
of  the  Junior  Class  presented  flowers.  Misses  Aga- 
tha McNaughton  and  Margaret  Murray  rendered 
musical  selections,  and  the  Choral  Class  sang 
hymns    and    appropriate   songs. 

Margaret  McEvoy,  '33. 


TiORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,   ENGLEWOOD, 
CHICAGO 

Oct.  4th — Two  raging  bonfires  on  Loretto's 
campus  tell  us  that  the  Third  Year  students'  se- 
cond annual  "weenie"  roast  is  at  hand.  Songs 
games,  dancing,  and  of  course  cider  and  dough- 
nuts, miade  it  a  huge  success. 

Oct.  26th — Quaint  costumes,  delightful  enter- 
tainment, beautiful  prizes,  and  the  ever-enjoyable 
dancing,  were  the  features  of  the  Sophomores'  an- 
nual Hallowe'en  party.  The  prize  lor  the  most 
beautiful  costume  was  awarded  to  Mis;5  June  Mary 
Hoffman;  for  the  most  original,  to  Miss  Catherine 
Young;    and  for  the  funniest,   to  Miss  Alice  Ryan. 

Oct.  31st — The  Third  Year  class  is  the  "Honor 
Class"  as  a  result  of  the  Rosary  drive  which  was 
held  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  during  October. 

Nov.  12th — The  Seniors  showed  their  ability 
at  our  fashion  show  and  card  party  held  at  the 
Trianon  Ballroom. 

Nov.  17th  and  18th — Everyone  was  happy  to 
learn  that  there  was  a  High  School  Convention  at 
Urbana,  Illinois,  for  it  meant  a  much  welcomied 
vacation  for  us. 

Nov.  21st — Catholic  Social  Action  week  and 
the  committee,  by  means  of  brilliant  posters  in  the 
halls  and  short  talks  in  the  assembly,  has  made  it 
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an  interesting  one.     Miss  Dorotliy  Roclie  is  chair- 
man of  this  com-mittee. 

Nov.  22nd — The  Button  Drive  is  in  sway.  Have 
you  brought  yours?  Our  goal  is  three  thousand 
buttons  which  will  be  sent  to  the  Red  Cross  to  be 
used  on  children's  clothes. 

The  report  cards  were  given  out  in  the  presence 
of  the  faculty.  Mother  M.  Agnes,  our  Superior, 
gave  a  short  talk  and  congratulated  the  girls  on 
their  work  for  the  first  Quarter.  The  honor  roll  is 
as  follows:  Misses  Leonardine  Charlson,  Helen 
beutsch,  Ida  May  Flood,  Elizabeth  Healy,  Cyrilla 
Healy,  Margaret  Jeffers,  Eileen  McGuire,  Dorothy 
Roche,  Rita.  Wark,  Ann  Cheeveirs,  Lois  Donegan, 
Catherine  Duffy,  Antionette  Gasparatto,  Rosemary 
Jurgens,  Mary  Jane  Lacey,  Betty  Leddy,  Mary 
Agnes  Maher,  Laura  McCabe,  Catherine  Schwellen- 
bach,  Helen  Shean,  Lillian  Wilson,  Cecilia  Yore, 
Catherine  Brosey,  Margaret  Curtin,  Ann  Diehl, 
Mary  Louise  Drury,  Lorraine  Faupel,  Annette  Far- 
rell,  Ester  Gulliver,  Vivian  Harrigan,  Bertha  Hol- 
zer,  Mary  Margaret  Kelly,  Mary  McCauley,  Mary 
P.  McGuire,  Charlotte  Notter,  Ruth  O'Neil,  Vir- 
ginia O'Neil,  Marion  Peterman,  Catherine  Smith, 
Dolores  Sathauskas,  Jean  Vrettos. 

Margaret  Mary  Loftus. 


LORETTO   ABBEY   (  OLLEGE   S(  HOOIi,    BRUNS- 
WI(  K  AVENUE,  TORONTO. 

Oct.  24th — Fifth  Form  are  pleased  as  well  as 
honoured  to  receive  an  Invitation  to  the  Reception 
given  at  the  Abbey  in  honour  of  their  Excellencies, 
the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Be?sborough.  All  at- 
tending are  delighted  by  the  charming  personalities 
ol'  our  Governor-General  and  the  First  Lady  of  our 
country. 

Oct.  29th — We  play  our  first  game  of  basket- 
ball at  the  Abbey  and  both  our  teams  are  victori- 
ous. After  the  game  we  are  entertained  by  the 
teams. 

Nov.  4th — Niagara's'  Senior  team  is  our  guest 
for   dinner   and   for   the   first   game    of   the   Inter- 
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Loretto  Basketball  League.  The  Niagara  girls  are 
victorious.  Congratulations!  Later  they  and  the 
Abbey's  Senior  team  are  guests  at  a  tea  given  by 
our  Fifth  Form.  We  have  the  happiness  too  of 
seeing  again  our  former  Mistress  of  Schools,  who 
comes   with   the  Niagara   team. 

Nov.  18th — Once  again  we  go  to  the  Abbey  to 
play  basketball  and  this  time  the  Abbey's  Senior 
team  wins,  while  our  Juniors  take  their  games. 

Nov.  14th — After  the  business  meeting  of  our 
unit  of  the  C.C.S.M.C,  the  President,  Miss'  Cather- 
ine Ballard,  introduces  Reverend  Father  Sharkey, 
who  has  just  returned  from  China.  Father  Shar- 
key holds  us  spellbound  with  his  tales  of  Mission- 
ary work  in  China,  and  we  all  wish  him  success  in 
his  new  field. 

Nov.  22nd — Reverend  Father  Furlong,  who  haS' 
but  recently  returned  from  the  Panama  Zone,  gains 
many  friends  by  his  delightfully  humourous,  yet 
earnest  account  of  his  Missionary  Work. 

Nov.  26th — Our  basketball  teams  meet  the 
Abbey'3  in  our  Gymnasium.  The  Loretto  Abbey 
Seniors  and  Loretto  College  School  Juniors  are  suc- 
cessful and  later  our  Fourth  Form  and  teams  are 
hostesses  at  tea. 

Nov.  29th — Our  Intermediate;  are  invited  to 
play  basketball  at  the  Abbey.  Again  the  honours 
are  divided,  each  team  winning  one  game. 

Dec.  5th — Our  Crusade  holds  its  business  meet- 
ing, and  we  make  great  plans.  A  large  box  of 
clothing  and  toys  is  sent  to  the  West,  for  the  poor. 

Dec.  7  th — 'To-day  is  mlade  a  red  letter  day  for 
L.A.C.S.  because  it  marks  the  inauguration  of  our 
Sodality.  The  members  are  given  badges  as  a  sym- 
bol of  their  pledge  to  Our  Blessed  Mother  and  her 
Son.  May  our  Sodality  mean  always'  more  and 
more  to  us! 

Mary  McConvey,  Form  V. 


SEDLEY,  SASK. 

On  Sept.  12th  the  usual  party  in  honour  of  the 
Feast  of  the  Holy  Name  of  Mary  was  held  at  the 
Convent.  It  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  all  who  at- 
tended. 

On  Oct.  7th  the  Prim^e  Minister  of  Saskatche- 
wan, Honourable  J.  T.  M.  Anderson,  presented  the 
certificates  to  Grades  VIII.,  IX.,  and  X.  After  the 
presentation  the  school  children  sang  a  number  of 
songs  which  were  followed  by  a  cinema  perform- 
ance given  by  Mr.  Chatwin,  our  Public  School  In- 
spector. 

In  the  afternoon  of  October  31st,  Grades  IX. 
and  X.  entertained  the  rest  of  the  school  at  a 
Hallowe'en  party.  That  same  evening  the  Convent 
Dramatic  Club  presented  "Unexpected  Company"  to 
a  small  but  appreciative  audience. 

The  Girls'  Choir  sang  High  Mass  at  the  Con- 
vent on  the  Feast  of  St.  Cecilia.  At  the  breakfast 
that  followed  Reverend  Father  Gerein  was  guest 
of  honour. 

The  Governor-General's  medal  for  Grade  XII. 
for  the  scholastic  year  1931-3  2  has  been  awarded 
to  Sydney  Israels  of  Sedley.  This  is  the  third 
timje  that  Sydney  has  won  a  medal,  having  receiv- 
ed them  previously  in  Grades  VIII.  and  XI.  Syd- 
ney, who  is  16  years  of  age,  is  now  attending  the 
University  of  Saskatchewan.  The  medal  is  to  be 
presented  at  the  Christmas  concert. 

His  Excellency  Archbishop  McGuigan  has  an- 
nounced the  prize-winners  in  the  first  diocesan  ex- 
amination in  Christian  Doctrine.  About  1,500  can- 
didates wrotte  this  examination,  which  was  held 
on  the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King.  Two  of  our  Grade 
IX.  students.  Miss  Anna  Mary  Kambeitz  and  Miss 
Sally  Smith,  equally  merited  the  second  prize  in 
the  Junior  Test.  Many  Sedley  names  appeared  in 
the  li&t  of  those  who  received  honourable  mention. 

Catherine  Pfeifer. 
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Among  your  acquaintances,  you  will  find  more 
friends  of  CANADA  DRY  than  any  other  beverage. 
For  it  is  recognized  everywhere  as  the  finest  of  Ginger 
Ales. 

This  is  simply  because  Canada  Dry  Ginger  Ale  is 
made  by  a  special  exclusive  process.  All  the  full-bodied 
flavour— —all  the  aromatic  fragrance— of  the  pure  Ja- 
maica ginger  root  are  retained.  Long  after  you  open 
the  bottle  it  still  sparkles  with  life.  And  Canada  Dry 
irradiates  all  its  water  with  the  ultra  violet  ray.  No  won- 
der when  you  break  the  seal  and  pour  CANADA  DRY 
into  your  glass  it  looks  like  liquid  sunshine!  No  won- 
der it  is  healthful  and  so  good  to  drink! 


THE  CHAMPAGNE  OF  GINGER  ALES 


LORETTO  A( ADEMY, STRATFORD. 

Oct.  27th-28th — First  term  examinations! 
Everyone  both  eager  and  anxious. 

Oct.  30th — The  members  of  the  Sodality  enter- 
tain at  a  Hallowe'en  party  in  the  auditorium. 

Nov.  1st — We  enjoy  a  holiday  in  honour  of 
the  Feast  of  All  Saints. 

Nov.  15th — To-day  we  hold  our  Crusade  meet- 
ing for  Novembeir.  After  a  business  meeting  and 
short  programme,  our  reportsi  for  the  first  term 
are  distributed  by  Mother  Gonzales,  our  Superior. 
Her  keen  interest  in  our  progress — both  spiritual 
and  mental — is  an  encouraging  incentive  to  us.  We 
plan  to  surpass  her  hopes  for  us  at  the  next  term 
examinations.  There  bids  fair  to  be  keen  competi- 
tion for  the  prizes  offered  for  high&st  standing 
in  each  form.  This  month  the  following  stood 
first:  Form  IV.,  Miss  Eunice  LeSouder;  Form  HI., 
Mi?'S  Agnes  Gaffney;  Form  H.,  Mass  Olive  Simpson; 
Form  I.,  Miss  Margaret  Culliton. 

Nov.  20th — We  are  honoured  by  a  visit  from 
His  Excellency,  Bishop  Kidd,  London,  accompanied 
by  Rev.  J.  C.  Kelly,  and  Very  Reverend  Dean  Egan. 
In  the  afternoon  His  Excellency  Archbishop  O'Don- 
nell,  of  Halifax,  and  Reverend  Father  W.  McCann, 
Toronto,  pay  us  a  flying  visit. 

Nov.  22nd — Recital  in  honour  of  St.  Cecilia, 
patron  of  our  Music  Club.  We  quote  the  account 
in  the  Stratford   "Beacon-Herald": 

The  auditorium  of  Loretto  Academy  was  filled 
to  capacity  on  Tuesday  evening,  when  the  parents 
and  friends  of  the  music  pupils  attended  a  re- 
cital in  honour  of  the  patron  of  St.  Cecilia's 
Music  Club.  Very  Reverend  Dean  Egan  wasi  pres- 
ent and  at  the  conclusion  of  the  program  conferred 
the  certificates  awarded  by  the  Toronto  Conserva- 
tory of  Music  to  the  pupils  successful  at  the  mid- 
summer examinations.  Reverend  F.  G.  L.  Petty- 
piece  was   also  in   the  audience. 

The  program  was  opened  with  two  choral  num- 
bers, "I'll  Sing  to  Thee,  O  Mary,"  and  a  hymn  to 
St.   Cecilia,   written   by  a   member  of   the  Loretto 


Community.  This  was  followed  by  a  reading  on 
St.  Cecilia. 

The  juvenile  performers  sang  English,  French 
and  German  folk  songs,  while  their  accompanist, 
Miss  Rita  Petrie,  seven  years  of  age,  played  and 
transposed  the  music  with  the  poise  and  asurance 
of  a  mature  performer.  Bruce  Holmes,  also  seven 
years  of  age,  concluded  the  group  with  a  violin 
solo   entitled,    "How    Can   I   Leave  Thee?" 

In  addition  to  those  in  the  choral  class  those 
participating  in  the  recital  were:  Misses  Rita 
Petrie,  Margaret  Flanigan,  Helen  Atchison,  Helen 
McNamara,  Mary  and  Catherine  McNamara,  Ca- 
therine and  Helen  Cloney,  Mary  Hodgins,  Margaret 
Hammer,  Lois  Ducharme,  Catherine  McKeogh,  Geor- 
gette Seguin,  Catherine  McAndrew,  Helen  Pigeon, 
Dorothy  and  Shirley  Holmes,  June  Kelterbourne, 
Monica  and  Margaret  Baker,  lona,  Iline,  Irma  and 
Lauretta  Siegner,  Callista  Heinbuch,  Elizabeth 
Hagarty,  Mary  Leyes  and  Carl  LaCapa,  John  and 
Billy  Maltby,  Bruce  Holmes,  Leo  Baker,  Edmund 
Pigeon,  Felix  Whaling,  Terrance  Quinlan,  Daniel 
Devlin,  Russel  Gerso^n,  Jerome  Leyesi,  Francis  Mon- 
teith. 

Dean  Egan  extended  congratulations  to  the 
young  people  whose  artistic  performance  mani- 
fested their  fidelity  to  the  study  of  music,  a  God- 
given  gift.  The  parents  and  teachers^  of  the  youth- 
ful performers  were  also  commended  for  their 
part  in  the  developing  of  this  artistic  talent  in  the 
younger  generation.  "Music,  like  virtue,"  said 
Dean  Egan,  "is  its  own  reward,  and  I  trust  you 
will  all  enjoy  the  happiness  which  comes  from 
the  study  of  the  inspiring  art  of  music,  and  that 
it  will  be  a  blessing  and  a  consolation  to  you  in 
future  years." 

Dec.  8th — Holiday  in  honour  of  our  Blessed 
Mother's  feast-day. 

Dec.  11th — Great  joy  at  seeing  the  large  box 
of  clothing  for  the  poor,  sent  off  to  Regina. 

Dec.  15th — Dress  rehearsal  of  "No  Room  in  the 
Inn." 

Dec.  20th — Our  Christmas  play,  "No  Room  in 
the  Inn." 
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Oct.  5th — To-day,  a  Crusade  meeting,  when 
our  Mistress  of  Schools,  recently  returned  from 
Sedley,  Sask.,  gives  us  a  most  interesting  talk  on 
conditions  in  the  West  and  the  work  done  by  our 
nuns,  especially  during  their  summer  school. 

Oct.  19th — Sodality  Meeting.  An  inspiring  talk 
on  the  virtues  of  Our  Blessed  Lady  is  given  by 
Mother  M.  Immaculate  Heart,  Superior  of  the 
Academy. 

Oct.  4th — A  very  beautiful  ceremony  is  wit- 
nessed to-day,  when  thirty  little  girls  of  Third 
Class  were  received  into  the  Society  of  the  Holy 
Angels,  and  the  pupilsi  of  the  First  and  Second 
classes  into  the  Society  of  the  Infant  Jesus. 
Reverend  Father  Curtis  performed  the  ceremony, 
and  then  gave  a  brief  but  charming  addressi  to  the 
children,  reminding  them  that  Ouir  Lord  loves  lit- 
tle children  because  they  are  pure  and  guileless, 
and  that  to  remain  His  favourites  they  must  pre- 
serve the  virtues  that  render  them  most  like  the 
angels. 

Oct.  26th — At  our  Literary  meeting,  try-out 
speeches  are  given  for  the  purpose  of  selecting 
debaters  for  the  inter-class  debater. 

Oct.  26th — Our  annual  Hallowe'en  party — as 
usual  a  great  success.  In  the  grand  Parade,  Miss 
Jane  Parry,  in  a  pretty  colonial  costume,  and  Miss 
Victoria  Douglas,  asi  a  dainty  little  red-cross 
nurse,  receive  prizes.  A  parody  on  Julius  Caesar 
is  ably  presented  by  Fourth  Form.  Missi  Eleanor 
Eigherington  entertains  us  by  singing  several 
song,9,  and  Miss  Peggy  Allen  with  a  pretty  dance. 
The  proceeds  of  the  party,  twenty-five  dollars,  will 
be  given  to  the  Western   Missions. 

Nov.  16th — We  inaugurate  a  system  of  Student 
Government.  The  Students'  Council  is  composed 
of  the  post-graduates;  proctors  are  appointed  in 
each  room. 

Nov.  22nd — The  St.  Cecilia  Club  honours  in  a 
fitting  manner  the  feast  of  St.  Cecilia  by  the  fol- 
lowing programme:  Sketch  of  St.  Cecilia,  Miss 
Catharine  Nolan;    Song  of  St.    Cecilia,  the  Choral 


Classes;  Reading,  "Cecilia — The  White  Rose  of 
Rome,"  Miss  Mary  Hennessey;  "Dolly  and  Her 
Mama,"  by  Malloy,  Junior  Choral  Class;  Mazurka, 
by  Heinz,  Miss  Marjorie  C.  Chrane;  "On  the  Ice," 
by  Crawford,  Miss  Molka  Minden;  "The  Dust- 
man," by  Malloy,  Junior  Choral  Class;  Narcissus, 
by  Slater,  Miss  Lorraine  Flynn;  Violin  "Andante," 
by  Gluck,  Miss  Nancy  Douglas;  Fairy  Dance,  by 
Slater,  Miss  Margaret  Lynch;  "Mistress  Mary,"  by 
Gaynor,  Soloist — Miss  Verna  Dyke,  Junior  Choral 
Class-;  "In  Thy  Name,  O  Mary,"  Choral  Class; 
Valsette,  by  Kirchner,  Miss  Betty  Thorpe;  Varia- 
tions in  A,  by  Beethoven,  Miss  Margaret  Shields; 
"There's  a  Purple  Tint,"  by  Pollock,  Intermediate 
Choral  Class;  Valse,  by  Godard,  Miss  Eileen 
Douglas;  Valse  Mignonne,  by  Palmgren,  Miss  Jessie 
Stuart;  "Kyrie  Eleison,"  by  Montani,  Senior 
Choral  Class;  Duet — Hungarian  Dance  No.  5,  by 
Brahms,  Misses  J.  Stuart  and  P.  Mahony.  Con- 
ductors— Miss  Margaret  Nelligan,  Miss  Peggy  Allen. 
Accompanists — Miss  Jessie  Stuart,  Miss  Eileen 
Douglas. 

Dec.  1st — A  vegetable  shower  for  the  poor, 
generously  responded  to — as  a  result,  many  desti- 
tute  home?  are  made  happier   for   Christmas. 

Dec.  3rd — A  basketball  game  all  enjoy!  We 
lose  the  game  to  our  Guelph  visitors,  whom  we 
congratulate  on  their  really  fine  team.  The  Fifth 
and  Fourth  Forms  are  hostesses'  at  the  afternoon 
tea  served  after  the  game. 

Dec.  7th — The  eve  of  the  Feast  of  the  Imma- 
culate Conception.  We  march  in  procession  to  the 
chapel,  where  lilie?  are  offered  to  our  Blessed 
Mother,  and  hymns  sung  in  her  honour,  followed 
by  Benediction. 

Dec.  15  th — We  prepare  boxes  for  Regina,  and 
the  Indian  boarding-schools  at  Fort  Alexander  and 
Smokey  Lake. 

Dec.  20  th — A  Christmas-tree  party  for  less'  pri- 
vileged children,  given  by  the  High  School.  Over 
forty  little  ones  are  entertained  and  well  provided 
with  Christmas  gifts  and  articles  of  clothing.  A 
very  happy  day  is  spent  by  all! 


CARUSO  BROTHERS 

130  Daiiforth  Avenue, 
Gerrard   5885 

WHOLESALE  FRUITS  and 
VEGETABLES 

Special    attention    given    to    Religious    Com- 
munities,  Colleges,  Schools  and  other 
institutions. 


WESTON'S 

Vitamin-D  Bread 

brings  you  the  extra  sunshine 
vitamin-D  you  need. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

HIGGINS  &  BURKE 

Limited. 

WHOLESALE  GROCERS 

AND   IMPORTERS. 

Roasters  and  Blenders  of 

High-Grade  Teas  and   Coffees. 

33  Front  Street  E.,  Toronto. 


A  FUEL  FOR  EVERY  HOME 


THE 


MILNES    COAL    CO., 

LIMITED, 
88  King  Street  E.  —  ELgin  5434 
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Oct.  24th — The  Senior  Class  attended  the  re- 
ception for  the  Governor-General  and  Lady  Bess- 
borough,  at  Loretto  Abbey.  Delightful  visit.  We 
thank  Reverend  Mother  General  for  the  invitation, 
and  the  kind  friends  who  arranged  the  trip. 

Oct.  26th — We  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to 
and  "looking  at"  a  moot  instructive  and  delightful 
illustrated  lecture  on  Rome  given  by  our  Pastor, 
Reverend   Dr.   J.   A.    O'Reilly. 

Oct.  31st — Hallowe'en — Games,  followed  by 
lunch — coffee,  doughnuts,  apples.  A  most  enjoy- 
able few  hours.  The  school  thanks  the  committee 
that  decorated  the  hall  so  tastefully. 

Nov.  22nd. — Feast  of  St.  Cecilia.  We  enjoy  a 
musical  programme,  and  the  prizes  donated  by  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  are  awarded. 

Nov.  25th — Right  Reverend  Monsignor  J.  J. 
Blair,  President  of  C.  C.  Extension  Society,  paid  us 
a  visit  and  addressed  the  school  on  the  conditions 
of  the  Church  in  the  West,  and  impressed  on  us 
the  need,  first  of  all,  of  prayers  for  people  not 
so  fortunately  situated  as  we  are,  and  for  mission- 
ers  working  among  them;  and,  secondly,  of  mate- 
rial aid  when  we  shall  be  in  a  position  to  help  in 
that  way. 

Nov.  30th — The  Novena  in  honour  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception  commences  in  the  church.  We 
attend,  at  four  o'clock,  the  instructions  followed 
by  the  Novena  Prayers.  Reverend  Stephen  Latch- 
ford,  C.S.P.,  conducted   the  exercises. 

Dec.  3rd — Feast  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  heavenly 
Patron  of  Missions.  Spiritual  offerings  of  the  day 
for  Right  Reverend  W.  C.  McGrath,  P. A.,  and  his 
associate  Canadian  priests  in  China. 

Dec.  3rd — Was  also  the  day  on  which  we  went 
to  Hamilton  to  play  basketball.  We  enjoyed  the 
day  for  more  reasons  than  that  we  won  the  game; 
we  had  a  delightful  day  at  Mount  St.  Mary's,  where 
we  were  royally  entertained  by  nuns  and  pupils. 
We  expect  to  have  the  pleasure  of  a  return  visit 
from  the  Hamilton  girls. 

Dec.  8th — Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
and  the  sixtieth  anniversary  of  the  dedication  of 
our  chapel.  High  Mass  for  the  benefactors  of  the 
Community  was  cele.brated  by  Reverend  Father 
Simpson  and  sung  by  the  Academy  High  School 
Choir. 

The  Catholic  Women's  League,  to  whom  the 
Community  at  Loretto  is  especially  indebted,  was 
represented  by  the  executive,  who  assisted  at  the 
Mass. 

In  the  afternoon  at  four  o'clock  there  was  a 
reception  of  new  members  into  the  Academy  Soda- 
lity of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  Reverend  Dr. 
O'Reilly  officiated,  and  addressed  the  new  mem- 
bers in  a  most  inspiring  manner,  impressing  on 
them  the  importance  of  their  consecration  and  the 
effect  it  should  leave  on  their  whole  lives. 

The  following  young  ladies  were  received:  Misses 
Margaret  Beitz,  Mary  Seifred,  Margaret  Hanloin, 
Teresa  Woronka,  Mary  Hollis,  Rita  Cote,  Helen 
Conroy,  Helen  Duffy,  Margery  Mclntyre,  Margaret 
McCloskey,  Patricia  Merlihan,  Mary  Radigan,  Mary 
Vipond,  Helen  Corrigan,  Audrey  Jones,  Marika 
Mitges,  Vera  Schuett,  Loyola  Schuett,  Olive  French, 
Kathleen  Groscki,  Marguerite  Manning,  Veronica 
Schuett,  Marion  Fox,  Ethel  Taillon,  Alma  Taillon, 
Helen  Cremmen,  Pauline  Klein. 

The  ceremony  was  followed  by  Benediction  of 
the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Jeanne  McLaughlin. 


dent — Miss  Catherine  Hennessy.  Vice-President — 
Miss  Margaret  O'Connor.  Secretary — Miss  Irene 
Murphy.     Treasurer — Miss  Lucille  Spinksky. 

Oct.  .27th — Junior   Masquerade. 

Nov.  9th — Sodality  party.  This  was  an  Armis- 
tice Day  affair  sponsored  by  the  Sodality. 

Nov.  21st — The  Music  department  presented  an 
excellent  programme  in  honour  of  Saint  Cecilia, 
whose  feast  we   cele<brate  to-morrow. 

Nov.  14th,  15th,  16th — The  greatest  three  days 
of  the  year — Retreat — given  by  the  Reverend  Jo- 
seph Reiner,  S.J.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  de- 
scribe those  three  days  in  mere  words,  so  great  was 
their  value  and  benefit,  but  I  truly  believe  a  lasting 
impression  was  instilled  deep  in  the  heart  of  every 
Loretto    girl. 

Nov.  28th — The  Science  Club,  led  by  President 
Miss  Eileen  Larkin,  gave  an  interesting  programme 
in  the  Assembly  in  the  interests  of  the  science  de- 
partment— a    thoroughly    enjoyable    affair. 

Dec.  11th — ^Loyola  University  of  Chicago  spon- 
sored an  essay  contest  in  which  students  from  all 
over  the  city  participated.  The  results  were  an- 
nounced to-day,  and  the  school's  congratulations 
go  to  Miss  Betty  Feris,  of  Third  Year,  who  is  a 
winner   of   one   of  the   cash    prizes. 

Dec.  15th — This  evening  a  basketball  tourna- 
ment was  held  in  our  "gym,"  and  many  people 
attended.  The  Freshies  played  the  Sophomores, 
the  result  being  11  to  10  in  favor  of  the  latter. 
Then  the  Seniors  engaged  the  Juniors  in  a  thrilling 
contest  which  the  Seniors  took  by  a  large  score. 
Finally  the  School  team  played  St.  Clara,  but  we 
went   down   in   defeat. 

Dec.  18th — The  last  day  of  the  19  32  school 
year.  An  assembly  was  held  in  the  afternoon 
and  the  awards  were  made.  Prizes  for  highest 
averages  were  awarded  to  the  following — Senior 
Class,  Miss  Vivian  McMahon.  Junior  Class,  Miss 
Jeanne  McAuley.  Sophomoire  Class,  Miss  Jean 
Macy.  Freshman  Class,  Miss  Janet  Hannigan  and 
Miss   Peggy  Ann  Larkin. 

Dec.  18th — Senior  Christmas  Pound  Party.  The 
admission  was  a  pound  of  some  food,  which  was 
later  laid  before  the  crib.  It  was  arranged  in 
baskets   and   distributed   to    the   needy   families. 

Agnes  Grogan. 


LORETTO    ACADEMY,    WOODLAWN,    (  HICAGO. 

Oct.  9th — Loretto's  Big  Day!  Benefit  Football 
game^ — Mount  Carmel  vs.  St.  Leo.  The  victors  were 
the  Mount  Carmel  lads — 8-0.  The  game  was  spon- 
sored by  our  Auxiliary,  and  was  a  grand  success. 

Oct.    17th — Elections   for   our    Juniors.      Presi- 


Honour  List  of  pupils  who  also  sent  in  articles 
of  merit  that  space  does  not  permit  us  to  publish: 
Loretto  Abbey — Miss  Frances  Parnell.  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls — Misses  Mary  Moore, 
Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner,  Mai  Caffrey.  Loretto 
Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago — 'Misses  Patricia  Mc- 
Mahon, Geraldine  Hoss,  Vivian  MicMahon,  Loretto 
Rozak.  Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago 
— Misses  Mildred  Christ,  Dorothy  Nugent,  Charlotte 
Notter,  Regina  Lannon,  Helen  Sheehan,  Leonar- 
dino  Charlson,  Helen  Marie  Murphy.  St.  Bride's 
School,  Chicago — Misses  Mary  Louise  Bryan,  Mar- 
garet Jean  Shaw,  and  Ellis  Dodson  and  William 
Pellish.  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford — Misses  Mar- 
garet Waddell,  Olive  Simpson,  Margaret  Culliton. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton — ^Misses  Grace  Dion, 
Florence  Hunter,  Frances  Whittaker,  Yvonne  Ma- 
honey,  Margaret  Nelligan.  Loretto  Academy,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Mich. — Misses  Peggy  Simpkins,  Mary 
Jacques,  Lorraine  Fimlan,  Cecilia  Forrest,  Aurelia 
Aube,  Marie  Brown,  Kathryn  Lehman,  Claudina 
Reinhard,  Anna  Jean  Ripley,  Jane  Guinette.  Sed- 
ley,  Sask. — Misses  Louise  McCusker,  Anna  Mary 
Kambeitz,  Sally  Smdth.  Loretto  Abbey  College 
School,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto — Misses  Doris 
McFarland,  Loretto  Kenny,  Margaret  Higgins,  Mary 
Culnan,  Kathleen  Breen,  Catherine  Cahley,  Victoria 
Davidson,  Ruth  Noonan,  Mary  Lofranco,  Evelyn 
Murphy,  Bernadette  Massicotte,  Eileen  McKen- 
drick,  Claudia  Flemming,  Mary  Bidwell,  Eileen 
Kelly. 
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Cock  Robin  talked  to  his  mate  one  day, 
Quoth  he:    "How  deep  is  the  world  in  decay, 
Hoiv  utterly  hopeless  and  drear." 

Mistress   Robin   ivisely  rei)lied:    ''How  gay, 
How  happy  'tivould  be,  if  it  sought,  right  to- 
day 
Its  Father  in  Heaven — yet  near." 


Many  and  varied  are  the  solutions  sug- 
gested for  the  present  world- wide  distress. 

The  Holy  Father  gives  us  the  true  key 
to  the  problem.  How  fitting  it  is  that 
the  idea  of  the  Holy  Year,  which  com- 
mences this  April,  should  have  occurred 
to  His  Holiness,  as  he  himself  says,  dur- 
ing his  offering  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of 
the  Mass.  Surely  it  is  an  inspired  ray  of 
hope,  one  guiding  ray,  soon  to  shine  more 
fully  through   on  open   door. 

He  says :  "Confidence  seemed  to  blossom 
in  my  heart  after  my  proclamation  of  it. 
.  .  .  We  are  firmly  confident  humanity  will 
be  much  better  off  before  the  end  of  the 
Holy  Year." 

Lillian    McNamara,    3T3. 

Loretto  Abbey  College, 
University  of  Toronto. 
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^btrregsi  at  l^elcome 

To  His  Honour  the  Lieut enani-Gooer nor  of  Ontario,  and  Mrs.  Bruce 

at 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto 
February  24th,  1933 

Read  by  MISS  MARIE  WRITT,  3T3. 


Since  the  appointment  of  Your  Honour  to 
the  di.stint?uished  otifice  of  Lieutenant-Governor 
of  Ontario,  the  Community  and  students  of 
Loretto  Abbey  and  of  Loretto  Abbey  Collejje 
in  the  University  of  Toronto,  have  been  eajj^er- 
ly  awaiting  an  opportunity  to  offer  you  their 
personal  congratulations. 

It  must  be  conceded  that  response  to  civic 
appeals  is  an  outstanding  proof  of  national  loy- 
alty; and  when  the  appeal  called  for  an  On- 
tario representative  of  His  Majesty  King 
George,  the  necessary  qualifications  for  such 
an  office  made  their  significant  demands.  They 
asked  for  administrative  a'bility  of  a  high  order 
and  a  wide  range;  for  a  far-reaching  sympathy 
with  the  national  problems  of  the  day,  and  a 
keen  penetration  into  their  fundamental  solu- 
tion. And  off-setting  these  exigencies  of  re- 
presentative leadership,  came  the  social  claims 
which  exact  respo-nsive  fitness  in  the  pleasant 
paths  of  courtesy  and  the  amenities  of    life. 

When  official  announcement!  of  our  ilew 
lieutenant-governor  was  made  by  the  Prime 
Minister,  no  surprise  was  occasioned  by  the 
choice  of  Doctor  Herbert  Alexander  Bruce  to 
fill  the  important  office.  Realizing  the'  de- 
mands, we  are  fully  aware  that  Doctor  Bruce 
•not  only  satisfies  them,  but  even  surpasses  the 
ordinary  expectation  of  these  demands. 


Not  often  does  a  lieutenant-governor  assume 
his  distinctive  role  with  such  a  brilliant  record 
of  achievem;ents.  Your  Honour's  long  succes- 
sion of  public  services  has  already  received 
international  recognition,  as  proved  by  the 
prominent  posts  so  ably  filled,  and  especially 
by  overseas  distinguished  service  so  notably  ef- 
fective during  the  World  War.  This  excep- 
tional experience  coming  through  your  jxrofes- 
sional  career,  is  not  parallel  with  a  role  of 
government,  it  is  true ;  but  it  is  helpful  in 
broadening  your  horizons  and  extending  your 
sympathies  with  humanity  at  large.  Even  the 
social  claims  upon  a  lieutenant-governor  meet 
with  more  than  the  usual  response.  For  your 
adaptability  to  the  duties  of  a  host  is  pro- 
verbial. And  with  Mrs.  Bruce  for  charming 
hostess  the  perfection  of  hospitality  is  assured. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  our  congratulations 
are  heartfelt.  We  are  pleased  to  add  to  them 
this  afternoon  our  most  cordial  welcome,  and 
the  assurance  of  our  appreciatio-n  of  the  pri- 
vilege that  is  ours  in  having  such  distinguished 
visitors  in  our  midst.  We  gladly  accept  this 
opportunity  to  offer  our  best  wishes  that  God 
may  bless  and!  prosper  Your  Honour's  new 
career,  and  trust  that  you  may  enjoy  a  note- 
worthy administration  with  such  favorable  au- 
guries. 
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Causia  peatif  itationisf  ^erbae  Bet  ilariae  Wav\i 
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From  the  "School  Magazine"  {September,  1932),  of  St.  Mary's  Convent  (I.B.V.M.) 

South  Ascot,  England. 


The  Cause  of  our 
Foundress  has 
made  definite  and 
solid  progress  dur- 
ing the  past  year, 
and  certain  tang- 
ible r  e  s  u  1 1  s  have 
been  achieved.  Had 
the  title  not  been 
recently  abolished, 
Mary  Ward  might 
now  be  called  "Ven- 
erable ' '. 

The     Report     on 
The  Servant  of  God,  Mary    Ward    and 

Mary  Ward  (1585-1645).  her  Institute,  writ- 
ten by  Fr.  Grisar,  S.J.,  and  presented  to  the 
Holy  Office  last  Autumn,  received  the  "nihil 
obstat"  in  January.  It  w^as  acknowledged  to 
be  a  masterly  piece  of  work.  The  effect  of  this 
was  to  close  the  first  stage  of  the  Cause  and 
initiate  that  in  which  Rome  itself  undertakes 
the  enquiry,  in  other  words  to  begin  the  Apos- 
tolic Process  which  conducts  directly  to  Beati- 
fication. 

In  the  meantime,  the  local  courts  of  enquiry 
which  were  being  held  in  Munich,  successfully 
completed  their  labours.  The  first  of  these  was 
the  German  equivalent  to  the  enquiries  which 
were  made  last  year  at  York,  and  the  second 
was  to  establish  not  only  that  Mary  Ward  had 
the  reputation  of  holiness  from  her  childhood, 
during  life,  and  until  now,  but  also  that  the 
external  veneration  in  which  she  was  held  had 
never  gone  bej^ond  wihat  Rome  would  approve 
in  the  case  of  a  person  not  formally  canonised. 
At  first  it  was  thought  that  a  similar  court 
would  have  to  be  set  up  in  York,  but  later  it 
was  decided  that  it  would  be  sufficient  if  all 
the  English  evidence  were  sent  to  Munich,  and 
this  was  done. 

When  the  'nihil  obstat"  on  Fr.  Grisar 's  re- 
port opened  the  way  to  the  Apostolic  Process, 
all  the  evidence  and  the  documents  of  these 
local  courts  and  the  manuscript  biographies  had 
to  be  copied  and  sent  to  Rome.  As  much  as 
possible  had  been  prepared  in  advance,  and  it 


Avill  be  remembered  that  the  transcription  of 
one  biogi-aphy  was  Mother  Mary  Salome's  last 
work  for  the  Cause;  but  much  still  remained 
for  Mater  Theodolinde  and  her  devoted  helpers 
in  Munich,  and  theise  labours  w^ere  the  occupa- 
tion of  their  Christmas  holidays. 

The  first  stage  of  tlie  Apostolic  Process  has 
now  also  been  safely  passed,  that  is  all  Mary 
Ward''S  writings  have  been  examined  and  form- 
ally approved  by  Rome.  It  is  worth  while 
dwelling  for  a  moment  on  what  is  implied  by 
these  two  sanctions,  that  on  the  Report  and 
that  on  the  Writings.  During  her  lifetime  and 
after  her  death,  enemies,  usually  good,  well- 
meaning  persons  in  themselves,  calumniated 
Mary  Ward  to  such  effect  that  even  those  well 
disposed  to  her  memory  thought  she  must  have 
been  at  least  indiscreet  and  perhaps  headstrong, 
while  the  less  M^ell-disposed  credited  her  with 
things  much  worse.  Now  Rome  has  spoken, 
and  even  if  the  Caase  were  never  to  go  further 
than  the  point  it  has  now^  reached,  Mary  Ward's 
character,  actions  and  teachings  have  been  ap- 
proved and  henceforth  must  be  recognised  to 
be  above  siLspicion. 

What  the  Cause  now  requires  is  miracles. 
Great  favours  have  been  granted,  including 
some  striking  cures,  but  these  are  not  sufficient. 
What  is  needed  and  must  be  confidently  sought 
is  first-class  miracles.  Those  who  have  been 
privileged  to  study  the  records  of  some  of  the 
favours  already  granted  cannot  but  find  in 
them  traits  of  character  so  consist<ent  with  what 
Mary  Ward  was  on  earth,  that  it  seems  un- 
reasonable to  doubt  her  power  with  God.  If 
the  necessary  first-class  miracles  have  not  yet 
been  obtained,  it  is  because  they  have  not  yet 
been  asked  with  sufficient  faith. 

Encouraging  reports  come  to  us  from  Can- 
ada and  Au-stralia  of  the  spread  of  devotion 
there ;  in  Australia  especially,  there  is  real  en- 
thusiasm. May  the  next  few  months  bring  us 
the  news  that  there,  or  here,  some  have  been 
found  who  have  succeeded  in  wanning  from 
Heaven  the  public  testimony  we  need  that  God 
has  trulv  glorified  His  servant. 
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Snbestiture  of  Eigtt  Eeberenb  Jlongignor  ^.  3.  Jansigen 

VICAlt-GKXKItAli   OF   THK   AHCHDIOCKSK   OF    HK(;i.\A 

as(  JBommit  prelate  to  ?|is;  Jlolinegs; 


Our  friend  and  benefactor,  Right  Reverend 
Mon-.ignoT  A.  J.  Janssen,  who,  as  pastor  of  Sedley, 
Sask.,  brought  the  Nuns  there,  and  has  more  re- 
cently opened  a  Comvent  of  the  Institute  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  in  his  parish  in  Regina,  was 
invested  in  the  robes  of  a  domiestic  prelate,  an 
honour  conferred  on  him  by  Pope  Pius  XI,  at  a 
solemn  service  at  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral,  Regina, 
on  Sunday  evening,  Janu- 
ary  15th. 

On  the  same  evening 
Reverend  Pr.  Cele&tin  re- 
ceived the  medal  Pro  Ec- 
cleaia  et  Pontifice,  a  papal 
decoration,  in  recognition 
of  his  work  in  connection 
with  the  establishment  of 
Regina  Cleri  Seminary,  of 
which  he  is  a  director. 

Twenty-six  priests  and  the 
entire  membership  of  Re- 
gina Cleri  were  present  in 
the  sanctuary  for  the  oc- 
casion. The  church  was 
crowded   as   well. 

Most  Reverend  J.  C.  Mc- 
Guigan,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of 
Regina,  performed  the  in- 
vestiture, assisted  by  Rever- 
end Dr.  J.  E.  Cahill  and 
Reverend  Fr.  P.  F.  Hughes. 
Following  the  ceremony, 
Monsignor  Janssen  cele- 
brated solemn  benediction, 
assisted  by  Reverend  Father 

Sauner,  Odessa,  and  Reverend  Father  Gerein,  Regina. 
Following  is  a  translation    of    the    Papal    Brief 
read   by   Reverend   Father   Phalen,   professor  at   the 
seminary: 

PIUS  XI,  POPE, 

to 

His  Beloved   Son   and   Priest, 
ANTHONY   JOHN   JANSSEN. 
Beloved  Son!   Health  and  Apostolic  Benediction. 


Our  venerable  brother,  the  Archbishop  of  Regina, 
has  related  to  Us  that  your  deep  piety,  practical 
charity  and  irreproachable  conduct  have  rendered 
you  a  model  of  the  priestly  life;  that  you  have  for 
many  years  discharged  all  the  duties  of  a  parish 
priest  with  the  utmost  zeal  and  diligence;  and  that, 
having  been  appointed  Vicar-General  of  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Regina,  in  view  of  your  outstanding  quali- 
ties of  intellect  and  char- 
acter, you  have  always 
shown  yourself  to  be  a 
competent  and  faithful 
assistant  to  your  Arch- 
bishoi). 

It  has,  therefore,  seem- 
ed good  to  Us,  to  accede 
to  the  request  of  your 
Ordinary  that  we  should 
confer  upon  you  some  high 
ecclesiastical  dignity  as  a 
reward  of  your  merits,  and 
as  a  special  mark  of  Our 
benevolence  towards  you. 

Wherefore,  by  these  Apos- 
tolic letters  and  in  virtue 
of  Our  authority.  We 
choose,  create  and  declare 
you  an  Urban  Prelate,  that 
is,  a  Domestic  Prelate. 

Accordingly,  Beloved  Son, 
We  grant  you  the  privilege 
of  wearing  purple  robes  and 
of  using,  even  in  the  court 
of  Rome,  the  prelatial  vest- 
ment known  as  the  Rochet. 
Likewise,  We  authorize  you,  to  use  and  enjoy  each 
and  every  hoinour,  privilege,  prerogative  and  in- 
dult  which  other  ecclesiasitics  on  whom  this  dignity 
has  been  conferred,  use  and  enjoy,  or  can  and  could 
use  and  enjoy,  all  things  whatsoever  to  the  con- 
trary notwithstamding. 

Given  at  St.  Peter's,  in  Rome,  under  the  Seal  of 
the  Fisherman,  on  the  First  Day  of  December,  1932, 
and  in  the  eleventh  year  of  Our  Pontificate. 
CARDINAL  PACELLI, 

Secretary  of  State. 


RT.   UKV.   MONSIGNOR  A.   J.   JANSSEN. 


Sb  iWultosi  ^nnosi! 


198 


THE      RAINBOW 


CELTIC  ART  IN  SAINT  PATRICK'S  CHURCH. 


Probably  the  most 
attractive  church  in 
Chicago  is  that  of  old 
St.  Patrick's,  one  of 
the  most  interesting 
churches  in  America 
—  a  veritable  shrine 
of  Christian  art.  The 
decorations  of  the 
church  consist  almost 
entirely  of  motifs  of 
Christian  symbolism 
designed  by  Saint 
Bride,  ^vho,  in  the 
fifth  century,  organized  the  plan  under  which 
mediaeval  culture  developed.  The  walls  and 
windows  of  the  church,  which  are  of  a  soft 
gray-green  and  a  dim  white,  harmonize  in  a 
manner  commonly  used  in  church  architecture 
prior  to  the  twelfth  century.  At  that  time, 
because  of  the  Norman  invasion  of  Ireland, 
the  making  of  pot-metal  windows  became  a 
lost  art. 

The  soft  colouring  finds  its  origin  in  the 
windowis,  which  are  stained  glass  of  an  un- 
usual and  beautiful  design,  each  with  a  motif 
from  the  Book  of  Kells,  an  Irish  classical  work 
of  the  seventh  century. 

The  large  main  window  at  the  back  of  the 
church,  just  opposite  the  high  altar,  is  famed 
as  the  "Faith  Window,"  and  is  the  first  win- 
dow to  be  constructed  during  the  revival  of 
the  unpainted  pot-metal  glass  (a  variety  of 
stained  glass  which  is  coloured  while  melted) 
of  the  ancients.  The  large  circle  at  the  top 
represents  Heaven;  in  the  center  is  the  Eye 
of  God  surrounded  by  similar  circles  repre- 
senting symbols  of  faith.  Below  this  circle  and 
supporting  it  is  a  Celtic  cross  resting  on  the 
half  circle  of  the  earth,  upheld  by  forms  por- 


traying Faith,  Hope  and  Charity.  The  central 
figure  is  a  softly-tinted  picture  of  the  Immacu- 
late Conception,  the  Protectress  of  the  United 
States.  The  picture  at  the  top  of  the  cross 
is  that  of  St.  Bridget,  or  Bride,  who  in  the  fifth 
century  })reserved  Christian  culture  in  Ireland ; 
that  to  the  left  represents  the  return  of  St. 
Patrick  to  Ireland;  and  the  illustration  to  the 
right  shows  the  Irish  saint,  St.  Columbkille, 
bringing  learning  to  England  in  the  sixth  cen- 
tury. Below  the  likeness  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  are  other  pictures  in  the  same  soft 
tones  ])ortraying  events  in  the  lives  of  the  great 
Irish  saints.  First  is  an  illustration  of  Saint 
Brendan,  who  is  said  to  have  bee-n  the  mission- 
ary to  America  in  the  fifth  century;  next  is 
Saint  Columbanus,  the  "Father  of  Europe," 
in  the  seventh  century.  Below  this  is  a  repre- 
sentation of  Saint  Firgil  teaching  the  geogra- 
])hy  of  America.  The  last  pictures  are  of  Don 
Scotus  contemplating  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, the  vision  of  St.  Malachy,  and,  at  the  base, 
a  soul  entering  heaven,  the  trial  of  life,  and  the 
fires  of  Purg'atory- 

The  Faith  window  is  composed  of  some 
two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  single  pieces 
of  glass,  and  contains  more  than  two  thousand 
sand  color  tints  of  unusual  purity  and  delicacy; 
it  is  valued  at  about  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars.  The  art  work  on  the  walls  of  the 
church  is  well  in  keeping  with  the  windows, 
and  the  cross  of  St.  Bride  is  used  as  the  prin- 
cipal plan  in  the  dividing  of  areas. 

St.  Patrick's  Church,  as  a  whole,  possesses 
a  rare  and  unforgettable  charm,  wiiich  draws 
thousands  of  worshippers  yearly  to  a  haven 
of  quiet  peace. 

Mary  O  'Shaughnessy, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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l^fje  ''homecoming 

o! 

^t*  iPernarb'si  ^arisl),  Cngletooob,  CJjicaso 


8t.  Bernard's  Parish  "liomecomino-",  given 
for  the  benefit  of  Loretto  High  School,  Engle- 
vvood,  was  not  only  a  sig-nal  event  in  a  long 
line  of  siiceessfnl  nn- 
derta  kings,     bnt     an 
cioqiienr      testmiuny 
of     appreeiatiou     of 
the  Loretto  Nuns. 

R  i  g  h  t  Reverend 
Monsignor  John  F. 
Ryan  manifested 
once  again  his  devo- 
tion to  the  interests 
of  the  Community  of 
Loretto,  for  it  was 
his  generosity  and 
influence  that  made 
the  undertaking  i)os- 
sible.  Realizing  tiia'' 
the  financial  burden 
incurred  with  the 
erection  of  the  -new 
High  School  had 
grown  too  heavy  to 
be  borne  without 
assistance,  Monsig- 
nor Ryan  initiated 
the  plan  of  combin- 
ing the  efforts  of  the 
Altar  a  n  d  Rosary 
Society  and  Holy 
Name    Society,    with 

those  of  the  High  School  Auxiliary  and  Alum- 
nae. This  concerted  supjiort  culminated  in 
the  prese-nce  of  more  than  twenty-five  hundred 
people  at  the  Congress  Hotel,  Chicago,  on  the 
evening  of  February  24th,  1933. 

The  many  plans  and  detailed  arrangements 


RIGHT  REVEREND  MONSIGNOR  J.  F.  RYAN 
St.    IJornaifr.s   ('hiirrh,    EnglowcMxl,    Chicago. 


required  to  make  a  i)arty  of  such  proportions 
successful  were  capably  carried  out  by  repre- 
sentatives from  each  of  the  four  organizations, 

headed  by  Reverend 
Father  John  M. 
Ryan,,  assistant  pas- 
tor, who  acted  as 
General  Chairman. 
Miss  Loretto  Ha«lon 
acted  as  Chairman 
for  the  Alumnae, 
Mrs.  T.  J.  O'Leary 
for  the  Altar  and 
Rosary  Society,  Mrs. 
P.  H.  Mullarkey  for 
the  Auxiliary,  and 
Mr.  William  Herbert 
for  the  Holy  Name 
Sociery. 

The  Alumnae  and 
Auxiliary  i)artieular- 
ly,  realize  what  the 
fatherly  beneficence 
of  ]\Ionsignor  Ryan 
and  the  generous  ef- 
forts of  Father  Ryan 
mean  to  the  nuns  in 
Hieir  work  for  the 
cause  o  f  Catholic 
education.  For  that 
reason,  the  y  join 
with  the  Community 
in  ex])ressing  gratitude  and  appreciation  to 
Monsignor  Ryan,  to  Father  Ryan,  and  to  all 
those  whose  united  efforts  resulted  in  the 
happy  success  of  the  "Homecoming". 

KATHLEEX  GARVEY, 

Alumnae  Secretary. 
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February  16,  1933. 
Dear  Sisters : 

Since  you  are  kind  enough  to  plan,  in  this 
coming  issue  of  "THE  RAINBOW"  a  refer- 
ence to  the  seventy-tifth  anniversary  of  the 
founding  of  the  Paulists,  it  would  be  hard  to 
refuse  the  message  you  have 
requested. 

About  our  Society  and  its 
jubilee,  enough  has  been  said 
in  the  Catholic  Press  within 
the  past  month,  and  in  any 
event  one  feels  shy  of  speak- 
ing about  the  Community  to 
which  one  belongs  as  o-ne 
would  be  reticent  of  speak- 
ing in  public  of  one's  family 
and  the  birthdays  and  activi- 
ties of  its  members;  so  we 
will  not  talk  of  the  Paulists 
or  their  anniversary  observ- 
ances. 

We  can  be  readily  reminis- 
cent, however,  and  speak  of 
events  and  impressions  con- 
nected with  our  charge  in 
the  Toronto  Parish,  and  one 
of  the  most  important  of 
these  was  the  establishment 
of  the  Institute  in  our  dis- 
trict. We  witnessed  its  be- 
ginning and  the  informal 
opening  of  the  Convent  and 
School  just  eighteen  years 
ago  this  time,  and  its  more 
formal  opening  in  September 
of  the  same  year,  and  were 
present  at  the  first  High 
School  commencement  exercises  and  at 
and  various  functions  since. 

We  saw  it  develop  so  as  to  include  ])rimary, 
academic,  commercial  and  college  departments, 
and  were  in  fairly  constant  touch  with  its  re- 
ligious life  and  activities  for  close  to  ijine 
years.  So  our  message  Avould  naturally  be  one 
of  cordial  greeting,  assurance  of  lasting  in- 
terest, and  wishes  for  continued  progress  and 
success.  And  since  you  suggest  it,  it  is  not 
difficult  to  extend  this  message  briefly  and  to 
speak  of  the  common  solicitude  we  felt  over 


REVEREND  M.  J.  (  AREY,  (  .S.P. 

Father  Carey,  Rector  of  St. 
Peter's,  blessed  on  its  opening;  the 
house  of  the  Institute  in  his 
parish,  Loretto  Abbey  College  and 
Schools,  Brunswick  Avenue,  To- 
ronto, and  during  the  yeai's  of  his 
rectorship  showed  himself  in  every 
way  the  father  and  friend  of 
(\)nvnninity    and    pupils. 


many 


the  difficult  beginnings  of  such  enterprises  of 
the  Institute  as  we  have  known  at  Brunswick 
Avenue,  at  Armour  Heights  and  at  Sedley,  be- 
ginnings which  have  been  characteristic  of  so 
many  (-atholic  educational  undertakings  in 
Canada  and  the  United  States. 

They  began  with  little 
more  than  the  hope  and  con- 
fidence their  members  had 
in  God.  Grievously  heavy 
debts,  insufficient  ecpiipment 
or  accommodations,  prob- 
lems of  educational  adjust- 
ment, and  the  usual  internal 
difficulties  of  providing 
(pialified  teachers  or  of  find- 
ing the  time  to  enable  quali- 
fications to  be  met,  were 
some  of  the  handicaps.  These 
were  faced  with  the  usual, 
or  as  we  think,  with  more 
than  the  usual,  faith  and 
courage  on  the  part  of  the 
Institute,  and  have  been  or 
are  beiaig  surmounted, 
thanks  to  its  devoted  spirit. 
And  it  is  still  more  easy 
to  speak  of  the  kindness  and 
consideration  we  met  with 
from  officials  and  members 
of  the  Institute,  and  to  re- 
call our  edification  in  wit- 
nessing the  fine  eft'orts  of 
individuals  to  realize  under 
conditions  not  easy,  that  re- 
ligious ideal  of  the  contem- 
])lative  life  in  combination 
with  the  active,  or  the  s])len- 
did  examples  of  community  and  personal 
l)atience  and  fortitude,  or  the  fruits  of  teach- 
ing and  direction,  both  present  and  past.  And 
we'd  like  to  make  clear  that  this  edification 
includes  much  personal  spiritual  stimulation 
which  we  humbly  and  gratefully  acknowledge. 
May  God  bless  the  Institute  and  its  enter- 
])rises  most  abundantly,  dear  Sisters. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Xto., 

M.  J-  CAREY. 
Newman  Hall,  2630  Ridge  Road, 
Berkeley,  California. 


REV.  BASIL   DOYLE,   C.S.P. 

Rector  of  St.  Pet<^r's  Church, 
Toronto. 


REV.  JOHN  E.  BURKE,  C.S.P. 

I'orincr      Rector      of      St.      Peter's 

(^lurch,  and  of  Newman  Club, 

Toronto. 


REV.   JOHN   E.  McGlRITY,  C.S.P. 
Rector  of  Newman  Chib. 


In  the  name  of  the  Paulist  Fathers,  especially  of  mi/  predecessors  and  associates 

at  St.  Peter's,  and  in  the  words  of  our  Patron,  St.  Paul,  to  the  religious  amdl 

pupils  of  Loretto:  May  "the  peace  of  God,  which  ^urpasseth  all  understanding, 

keep  your  hearts  and  minds  in  Christ  Jesus." — Basil  Doyle,  C.S.P. 


®iamonb  Jubilee 

January  25th,  1933,  the 
Feast  of  the  Conversion  of 
St  Paul  the  Apostle,  was  fit- 
tingrly  a  day  of  general  re- 
joicing, for  it  marked  the 
Diamond  Jubilee  of  the 
Paulist  Fathers  — that  splen- 
did body  of  ajiostolie  men, 
officially  known  to  Holy 
Mother  Church  as  the  Mis- 
sionary Society  of  St.  Paul 
the  Apostle.  It  was  preced- 
ed by  novenas,  triduums, 
and  special  services  in  their 
own   parishes,   colleges,   and 


missions,  and 
celebrated  in 
press,  and  in 
cles  wherever 
of  endeavour 


was     widely 

the    Catholic 

Catholic    cir- 

their    sphere 

has  extended. 


It  was  with  a  special  sense  of 
gratitude  that  Loretto  offer- 
ed its  congratulations  and 
prayers.  Reverend  Francis 
P.  Lyons,  C.S.P.,  in  his  elo- 
quent sermon  at  the  Jubilee 


ST.  PETER'S   CHIRCH, 

Built   (luring    the   rectorship   of 
Father   Burke. 


Mass  at  St.  Peter's  Church, 
touched  felicitously  upon 
the  beginnings  of  the  Society 
in  Toronto,  and  the  friends 
who  had  been  its  early  spon- 
sors here.  We  may  be  per- 
mitted, too,  to  mention  here 
those  who  thus  shared  in  this 
good  work;  friends  to  whom 
Loretto  owes  this  as  well  as 
many  another  debt  of  grati- 
tude. Foremost  is  our  vener- 
able Archbishop,  Most  Rev. 
Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  who  invit- 
ed the  Fathers  to  Toronto; 
then  the  Right  Revoi-end 
Dean  Hand,  in  whose  ])arish 
the  first  Paulist  mission  w;is 
preached  in  Toronto;  the  hitc 
Reverend  Hugh  Canning; 
and  tlie  late  Father  Minehan, 
who  transferred  to  the  Order 
his  church  in  the  already 
flourishing  parish  of  St. 
Peter's,  and  began  himself 
the  formation  of  the  new 
parish  of  St.  Vincent  de 
Paul. 
Another  link  between  the 
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two  institutions  is  Newman  Club  for  the  Ca- 
tholic students  of  the  University  of  Toronto, 
of  which  Loretto  Abbey  College  is  part 
through  St.  Michael's.  A  further  effective  link 
came  with  the  establishment  in  St.  Peter's 
parish  of  a  new  Loretto  house,  in  the  same  year 
as  the  Paulists  came  to  Toronto.  This  house, 
•now  Loretto  Abbey  College  and  Schools,  has 
been  for  eighteen  years  the  recipient  of  the 
priestly  ministration  and  of  countless  services 
of  the  Fathers.  They  have  been  our  devoted 
chaplains ;  they  have  given  us  retreats ;  they 
have  given  us  our  religious  instructions;  they 
have  taken  an  interest  in  our  various. activi- 
ties; in  innumerable  ways  our  welfare  has  been 
the  object  of  their  solicitude. 

Although  the  subject  of  this  article  is  rather 
the  benefits  we  ourselves  have  received  from 
the  Paulist  Fathers  here  in  Toronto,  it  may 
be  ])ermitted  us,  too,  to  dwell  briefly  upon 
the  history  and  work  of  the  Order.  The  Mis- 
sionary Society  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  was 
founded  —  seventy-five  years  ago  —  by  five 
zealous  priests,  all  Americans,  and  all  converts, 


with  the  Reverend  Isaac  Ilecker  as  their  lead- 
er. They  chose  for  their  patro-n  the  great  Apos- 
tle of  the  Gentiles,  and,  like  him,  they  were  to 
devote  themselves  especially  to  the  conversion 
of  those  outside  the  household  of  the  Faith. 
F^or  this  end,  as  in  their  ministrations  to  those 
alread}'  within  the  Fold,  they  have  utilized  and 
developed  every  means  within  their  power: 
the  apostolate  of  the  press,  missions  to  non- 
Catholics,  broadcasting,  Church  music,  lectur- 
ing, as  well  as  work  for  Catholic  students 
through  their  Newman  Clubs. 

So  we  who  have  shared  so  abundantly  in 
all  these  benefits,  and  in  the  ministrations  of 
these  zealous  priests,  may  well  give  thanks 
with  a  deep  sense  of  gratitude  on  the  Diamond 
Jubilee  of  the  foundation  of  their  Societ}',  re- 
joicing in  their  manifold  works,  and  praying 
God's  blessing  on  it  in  the  years  to  come, 

Mary  McConvey,  Form  V. 

Ijoretto  Abbey  College  School, 
lirunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


^  ^oet'g  draper 


Bv  P.  J.  COLEMAN. 


Lord,  touch  my  heart,  and  of  it  make 

A  little  fount  of  song 
To  murmur  music  for  Thy  sake 

And  praise  Thee  all  day  long: 


Endow  with  melody  my  soul 

To  hymn  Thee  hour  by  hour. 

Till  men  shall  listen  and  extol 
Thy  majesty  and  power. 


A  crystal  fount,  a  flowing  spring 
Of  music,  sweet  and  clear, 

Thy  mercies,  Lord  of  Love,  to  sing 
And  laud  Thee  year  by  year. 


Make  of  my  life  a  little  lute 
Thy  praises  to  prolong, 

Till  death  its  melodies  shall  mute 
And  Heaven  receive  my  song: 


A  little  lute,  a  singing  voice 
To  bless  Thy  love  divine, 

So  I  may  one  day.  Lord,  rejoice 

Where  round  Thee  seraphs  shine. 
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By  CLARE  COUGIILIN. 


Picture  to  yourselves  an  uncrowned  queen 
seated  on  the  wild  rocks  of  the  Atlantic  coast 
looking  out  to  the  west  —  her  ever  youthful 
eyes  dark  with  the  sorrows  of  a  thousand 
years  —  her  hair  glistening  with  diamonds  of 
dew  —  her  robe  woven  from  the  green  of  her 
fields  a-nd  the  purple  of  her  hills  —  and  you 
see  Ireland  —  the  Virgin  Lady  of  Ireland  —  as 
presented  by  her  poets. 

It  seems  appropriate  in  this  month  of  the 
great  Irish  saint  that  we  should  consider  for 
a  few  minutes  some  aspects  of  Irish  poetry  in 
general  and  modern  Irish  poetry  in  particular. 
Having  in  mind  Patrick  McGill's  verse : 

"If  we  iforget   the   fairies 
And  tread  upon  their  rings, 

God  will  perchance  forget  us 
And  think  of  other  things." 

I  wish  to  recall  to  you  that  ancient  race  of 
heroes,  the  Tuatha  De  Danaans,  v.lio  were  in 
possession  of  Ireland  when  the  mythical  ances- 
tors of  the  present  Irish  arrived.  The  saga 
literature  speaks  of  these  heroes  as  powerful 
and  accomplished  beings,  who  were  defeated 
by  the  Milesians  thirtee-n  centuries  before  the 
birth  of  Christ.  That  great  race  was  too  proud 
to  live  as  a  conquered  people  with  their  con- 
querors, and  so  withdrew  to  that  region  "un- 
der the  hill"  and  there  continued  to  live  as 
immortals. 

The  Milesians,  a  Celtic  tribe  from  Spain, 
were  a  brave,  trained,  enlightened  people,  and 
their  rule  continued  unbroken  for  twenty-four 
hundred  years,  until  the  Englisli  invasion  in 
the  twelfth  century. 

Cormac  MacArt,  244  A.D.,  the  greatest  of 
the  pagan  monarchs,  was  a  great  scholar.  He 
collected  the  annals  of  the  country  from  the 
earliest  period  into  a  work  called  the  Psalter 
of  Tara,  which  to-day  furnishes  abundance  of 
material  for  Irish  poets. 

In  432  A.D.  St.  Patrick  brought  Christianity 
to  Ireland,  and  less  than  a  century  after  his 
death  Ireland  was  known  as  the  "Light  of 
Europe  —  The  Holy  Isle  of  Saints  and  Sages." 
During  the  sixth,  seventh  and  eighth  centuries 
Ireland  was  regarded  by  all  Christian  Europe 
as  the  principal  centre  of  knowledge  and  piety. 

About  the  year  800  the  Danes  invaded  this 
island,  burned  monasteries,  schools  and  libra- 
ries, and  the  abode  of  learning  and  sanctity 


dwindled  and  decayed  before  Brian  Boru  fin- 
ally subdued  the  invaders  at  the  famous  Battle 
of  Clontarf  in  1014. 

In  1171,  Henry  II.  came  to  Ireland  with  a 
large  fleet  and  army  —  and  England  gained  a 
foothold  in  the  land.  The  de-nationalizing  pro- 
cess which  began  with  this  invasion,  and  grew 
stronger  after  the  Protestant  Reformation  and 
the  Penal  Laws,  had  as  one  of  its  aims  the  ob- 
literation of  the  Gaelic  tongue,  and  by  the 
eighteenth  century  Gaelic  had  ceased  to  be 
available  for  polite  use  or  for  literary  expres- 
sion. English  was  the  medium  of  expression 
in  many  Irish  patriotic  ballads  of  the  style  of 
"The  Wearin'  of  the  Green."  Thomas  Moore 
struck  this  -national  note  and  forced  it  into 
prominence  in  English  society.  Along  with 
this  patriotic  spirit  —  and  always  accompany- 
ing in  Ireland  —  the  elegiac  pipe  is  heard,  and 
Moore  in  his  best  songs  played  upon  it  with 
a  grace  and  tenderness  in  compariso-n  with 
which  his  other  poetry  fades  from  our  hearing. 

The  poets,  however,  from  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  until  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  were  not  Irish  poets  —  they  were 
Irishmen,  cut  ofif  from  their  country's  literary 
and  heroic  past,  disinherited  of  spirit,  trained 
in  the  Englisli  tradition  —  Irishmen  writing 
English  poetry. 

But  this  period  was  haunted  —  haunted  by 
spirits  of  stirring  and  romantic  forms  —  and 
spirits  do  not  die.  Behind  the  gates  of  the 
never  very  secure  prison  of  discarded  language 
were  moving  large  shapes  of  myth  and  history 
and  song  —  heroes  of  great  personal  charm 
moving  about  on  heroic  errants,  and  queens 
who  were  i)roud  and  pitiful  and  beautiful ; 
twenty  centuries  of  gay  and  melancholy  music 
no  longer  audible  to  ears  estranged  from  their 
ancient,  tongue. 

The  initial  impulse  in  the  New  Movement 
in  poetry  was  given  by  James  Clarence  Man- 
gan.  With  him  we  return  to  Gaeldom.  He 
was  essentially  the  poet  of  dreams  and  sor- 
rows and  longings,  of  an  ideal  rapture  and  a 
perfect  beauty,  and  the  history  of  Ireland 
appealed  with  a  personal  force.  His  transla- 
tio-ns  of  Gaelic  poems  are  characterized  by  un- 
feigned emotion,  and  represent  the  fresh  ex- 
pression of  his  own  soul  and  the  fine  flower 
of  his  genius.  With  a  few  exceptions,  he  leaves 
aside  the  Gaelic  poetry  of  love  or  laughter  and 
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fills  his  pag'e  with  the  cry  of  battle,  the  wail 
for  the  dead,  the  dirge  of  departed  glory.  The 
note  of  sorrow  —  noble  and  proud  sorrow  — 
appears  in  almost  all  his  Irish  poems.  His 
masterpiece  ''Dark  Rosaleen,"  ranks  with  the 
great  lyrics  of  the  world;  it  is  fair  and  fierce 
in  its  perfection  of  imagery  and  rhythm ;  here 
is  the  chivalry  of  a  nation's  faith  struck  of  a 
sudden  into  the  immortality  of  music : 

O  my  Dark  Rosialeen 

Do  not  isigh,  do  not  weep! 
The  priests  are  on  the  oceam  green, 

They  inarch  along  the   deep. 
There's  wine  from  the  royal  Pope 

Upon  the  ocean   green; 
And  Spanish  ale  shall  give  you  hoipe 

My  dark  Rosaleen! 
My    own    Rosaleen! 

Shall    give   you    heart,    shall    give   you    hope, 
Shall  give  you  health,  and  help  and  hope, 

My  Dark  Rosaleen! 

Over  dews,   over  sands 

Will  I  fly  for  your  weal, 
Your  holy  delicate  white  hands 

Shall  girdle  me  with  steel. 
At  home  in  your  emerald   bowers 

From  morning's  dawin  till  e'en, 
You'll  pray  for  me,  my  flower  of  flowers. 

My  dark  Rosaleen! 

My  fond  Rosaleen! 
You'll  think  of  m©  through   daylight's  hours, 
My  virgin  flower,  my  flower  of  flowers. 

My   dark  Rosaleen? 

O,  the  Erne  sihall  run  red 

With  redundance  of  blood. 
The  earth  shall  rock  beneath  our  tread 

And  flames  wrap  hill  and  wood, 
And   gun   keel  and   slogan-cry 

Wake  many  a   glen   serene 
Ere  you   shall   fade,   ere   you   shall   die. 

My  Dark  Rosaleen! 

My  own  Rosaleen! 
The  Judgment  Hour  must  flrst  be  nigh 
Ere  you  can  fade,  ere  you  can  die. 

My    dark    Rosaleen! 

But  perhaps  it  was  Sir  Samuel  Ferguson 
who  most  powerfully  influenced  the  literary 
history  of  his  country.  In  "The  Lays  of  the 
Western  Gael"  he  restored  the  sagas  of  Ireland 
and  made  a  new  realm  for  Romantic  poetry. 
In  1886  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats  wrote:  "Sir  Samuel 
Ferguson  is  the  greatest  poet  Ireland  has  pro- 
duced. Whatever  the  future  may  bring  forth 
in  the  way  of  a  truly  great  and  national  litera- 
ture will  find  its  morning  in  his  'Lays  of  the 
Western  Gael,'  'Deirdre'  and  'Conary.' 

This  is  the  background  of  the  Renaissance 
of  Irish  poetry.  Modern  Ireland  has  repos- 
sessed her  heritage,  and  it  is  a  heritage  to 
fire  the  imagination  with  proud  memories  and 
passionate  dreams  —  a  past  touched  with  ro- 
mantic splendour  and  haunted  by  heroes  and 


queens  whose  persons  and  exploits  were  such 
as  to  mingle  history  and  legend  in  an  inextri- 
cable but  glowing  mass.  And  Ireland  after  a 
period  of  silence  has  burst  into  great  singing ; 
a  new  literature  of  a  distinctive  character  and 
a  versatile  genius  has  grown  up. 

A  thousand  years  of  persecution  and  hard- 
ship have  taught  grief  a  beautiful  way  of 
speaking.  Ireland  lost  a  proud  possession,  and 
the  sense  of  this  loss  persists  in  her  poetry  to- 
day— in  the  sad  singing  of  the  ruined  glory 
that  Avas  Ireland,  and  in  the  poignant  song  of 
individual  griefs,  loss  and  hardships.  The 
poets  of  to-day  write  in  a  state  of  awareness 
of  those  gigantic  figures  and  splendours,  arid 
of  those  nearer,  bitter  and  saddening  vicissi- 
tudes. Moreover,  they  live,  move  and  write  in 
the  midst  of  a  haunted  landscape,  where  every 
hill,  field  and  ford  bears  a  name  that  speaks 
of  the  ancient  historic  story  or  the  more  recent 
melancholy  history. 

James  Stephens — •  poet,  philosopher,  author, 
naturalist,  musician,  humorist  —  embraces  in 
his  own  vigorous  and  versatile  genius  most  of 
the  qualities  that  distinguish  the  Celtic  Renais- 
sance —  his  is  the  characteristic  Irish  speech, 
•now  gay,  now  sad,  frequently  a  little  wistful; 
now  boisterous,  now  filled  with  a  lovely  quiet, 
now  homely  and  realistic,  now  a  far-flung  ro- 
mantic dreaming.  In  the  characteristic  mood 
of  romantic  adoration,  he  wrote  his  poem 
"Deirdre."  The  sadness  and  beauty  of  this 
tale  of  the  young  queen  plighted  to  King  Con- 
cubar,  who  fled  with  her  lover,  Navise,  only 
to  see  him  murdered  by  the  king,  and  later 
to  kill  herself  at  his  grave,  is  a  spell  still  potent 
in  the  Irish  imagination  to  produce  beautiful 
poetry. 

DEIRDRE. 

The  time  comes  when  our  hearts   sink   utterly 
When  we  remember   Deirdre,   and  her   tale. 
And  that  her  lips  are  dust. 

Once  she  did  tread  the  earth;  men  took  her  hand: 
They  looked  imto  her  eyes  and  said  their  say. 
And  she  replied  to  them. 

More  than  two  thousand  years  it  is  since  she 
Was  beautiful:    she  trode  the  waving  grass. 
She  saw  the  clouds. 

Two  thousand  years!     The  grass  is  still  the  same, 
The  clouds   as   lovely   aa  they   were   that  time 
When   Deirdre  was   alive. 

But   there  has  been   again   no  woman   born 
Who  was  so  beautiful:   nor  one  so  beautiful 
Of  all  the  womien  born. 

Let  all  men  go  apart  and  mourn   together! 
No   man   can   ever   love   her:      Not   a  man 
Can  dream  to  be  her  lover! 
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No  man  can  bend  before  her!  No  man  say  — 
What  could  one  say  to  her?  There  are  not  words 
That  one  could  say  to  her! 

Now  she  isi  but  a  story  that  is  told 
Beside   the  fire!      No   man   can   ever   be 
The  friend   of  that  poor   queen! 

Mr.  Yeats'  poem,  "Fallen  Majesty,"  with 
its  sorrowful  and  passionate  memory  of  high 
and  dear  things  irrevocably  lost,  shows  us  that 
Ireland's  past,  with  its  character  of  pride  and 
desolation,  is  a  living  and  dynamic  presence 
in  the  writings  of  modern  poets. 

FALLEN    MAJESTY. 

Although  crowds  gathered  once  if  she  but  showed 
her  face, 
And  even  old  men's  eyes  grew  dimi;  this  hand 
alone, 
Like    some    last    courtier    at    a    gypsy    camiping- 
place 
Babbling    of    fallen    majesty,    recordsi  what's 
gone. 
The  lineaments,   a  heart   that  laughter   has   made 
sweet, 
These,  these  remain,  but  I  record  what's  gone. 
A   crowd 
Will    gather    and    not    know    it    walks    the    very 
street 
Whereon  a  thing  once  walked  that  seemed  a 
burning  cloud. 

W.  B.  Yeats  incarnates  the  poetic  spirit  of 
his  country.  For  thirty-five  years  he  has  lab- 
oured in  the  re-birth  of  Irish  literature. 

Know  that  I  would  accounted  be 
True  brother  of  that  comjpany 
Who    sang    to    sweeten    Ireland'si    wrong 
Ballad   and   story,    rann   and   song. 
Nor  be  I  any  less  oif  them 
Because  the  red-rose  bordered  hem 
Of  her,  whose  history  began 
Before  God  made  the  angelic  clan. 
Trails  all  about  the  written  page. 

The  Celtic  spirit  —  a  sense  of  infinite  long- 
ing, of  something  remote  and  unattainable,  of 
wistfulness  and  melancholy,  of  a  sort  of  home- 
sick-ness  of  the  soul — of  that  spirit  his  poetry 
is  the  final  incarnation;  it  is  his  own  realm, 
and  there  he  is  king.  Perhaps  the  loveliest 
expression  is  ''The  Lake  Isle  of  Innisfree." 
Whether  one  regards  it  simply  as  the  lament  of 
any  exile  for  his  land,  or  calls  up  the  flock  of 
unhappy  associations  which  waits  upon  the 
thought  of  an  exile  from  Irela-nd;  whether  one 
listens  a  little  closer  for  the  very  inmost  voice 
of  Celtic  sadness  and  of  Celtic  longing  for  in- 
finite things  or  imagines  in  its  mournful  music 
the  soul  of  all  humanity  like  a  lost  child  crying, 
it  remains  a  supremely  exquisite  song. 

THE    LAKE    ISLE    OF    INNISFREE. 
I  will  arise  and   go   now,   and  go   to  Innisfree, 
And  a  small  cabin  build  there,  of  clay  and  wattles 
made. 


Nine  bean  rows  will  I  have  there,  a  hive  for  the 
honeybee, 
And  live  alone  in  the  bee-loud  glade. 

And  I  shall  have  some  peace  there,  for  peace  comes 
dropping  slow. 
Dropping  from  the  veils  of  the  morning  to  where 
the  cricket  sings; 
There  midnight's  all  a  glimmer,  and  noon  a  purple 
glow. 
And  evening  full  of  the  linnet's  wings. 

I   will   arise   amd   go   now,   for   always,   night  and 
day, 
I  hear  lake  water  lapping  with  low  sounds  by  the 
shore; 
While  I  stand  on  the  roadway,  or  on  the  pavement 
gray, 
I  hear  it  in  the  deep  heart's  core. 

It  would  be  strange,  however,  if  this  back- 
ward dreaming  spent  itself  entirely  and  mere- 
ly in  romantic  and  regretful  recollection.  One 
is  prepared  for  a  show  of  spirit  from  the  de- 
scendants of  warrior  kings;  if  that  kingly 
glory  is  a  sad  memory  now,  it  is  also  a  passion- 
ate and  inciting  one.  And  often  in  the  course 
of  the  past  fifty  years  a-n  Irish  i)oet  has  called 
his  heritage  to  witness  his  worthiness  of  it. 
The  poetry  of  Lionel  Johnson  and  James  H. 
Cousins  is  characterized  by  a  forward  gaze,  a 
vigorous  but  responsible  spirit  in  which  the 
past  is  remembered  to  a  purpose. 

Land   of  my  birth  again  I   greet 

Thy    gay-wing    skies,    green    earth,    sweet    air. 
And,   passing  hemce,  lay  at  thy  feet 

The  tribute   of   a  simple   prayer: 

That  since  the  long  red   saga's  wave 

Behind    the    dream    edge,   sinks    from    view, 

Thy  children,   one  in   heart,   may   brave 
The  splendid   hazard   of  the  New. 

Yet,   for   the  spirit's    deeper    thirst 

From   ancient,    wise,    enchanted    springs, 

Drink,    that   the  Last   be   as   the  First, 
A  glory  sought  by  saints  and   kings. 

— Cousins. 

George  William  Russell,  better  known  as 
"A.E.,"  has  written  of  Ireland:  "And  sure  a 
strange  and  beautiful  land  this  Ireland  is,  with 
a  mystic  beauty  which  closes  the  eyes  of  the 
body  as  in  sleep,  and  which  opens  the  eyes  of 
the  spirit  as  in  dreamis;  and  never  a  poet  has 
lain  on  our  hillsides  but  gentle  stately  figures, 
with  hearts  shining  like  the  sun,  move  through 
his  dreams,  over  radiant  grasses,  in  an  en- 
chanted Avorld  of  their  own ;  and  it  has  become 
alive  through  every  haunted  rath  and  Avood 
and  mountain  and  lake,  so  that  we  can  hardly 
think  of  it  otherwise  than  as  the  shadow  of 
the  thought  of  God." 

No  poet  has  communicated  so  vividly  and 
powerfully  his  awareness  of  mystical  presences 
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in  all  the  moving  forms  of  earth  and  sky.  It 
was  inevitable  that  a  race  in  which  the  sense 
of  the  supernatural  had  been  like  a  second  sense 
from  the  dawn  of  history  to  date,  should  pro- 
duce a  poet  in  whom  that  se-nse  becomes  a  mys- 
tical vision  and  passion.  The  old  stories  of 
the  tribes  of  Danu,  and  their  survival  in  the 
form  of  faeries  in  the  modern  world,  prepare 
the  sce-ne  for  such  a  poet  as  "A.E."  The  Irish 
faery  is  indeed  an  imaginative  reality,  in  the 
mind  of  the  modern  Irishman  —  a  link  between 
his  present  and  his  past  —  the  imaginative  em- 
bodiment of  that  past  —  and  as  such  is  regard- 
ed with  sincere  and  sober  feeling.  "A.E,."  in 
his  poems  dealing  with  the  faeries  or  Sidhe 
(Shee),  as  he  often  calls  them,  frequently  iden- 
tifies them  specifically  with  the  ancient  Tuatha 
De  Danaans  —  that  is,  with  what  was  great 
in  Ireland 's  past  —  but  sometimes  his  mystical 
passion  doubles  the  identification  and  he  sees 
them  the  ministering  spirits  of  earth  or  as  at- 
tributes of  the  Divine.  In  poems  of  this  char- 
acter one  comes  close  to  an  understanding  of 
the  final  significance  of  faeries  in  Irish  life 
and  character  —  seeing  these  presences  as 
spirits  of  comfort  and  inspiration;  of  solace 
and  power.  In  his  poem,  ''Carrowmore," 
"A.E."  reveals  the  spiritual  significance  of  these 
faeries.  Here  he  identifies  them  with  all  ten- 
derness and  enchantment  that  are  everywhere 
and  always  in  the  world — that  is,  with  the 
Spirit  of  Beauty. 

It  is  a  lone  road  through  bogland  toi  the  Lake  of 

Carrowmore, 
And  a  sleeper  there  lies  dreaming  where  the  water 

laps  the  shore, 
Though    the   moth-wings   of    the   twilight   in    their 

purples  are  unfurled, 
Yet  his  sleep  is  filled  with  miusic  by  the  masters 

ol  the  world. 

There's  a  band  as  white  as  silver  that  is  fondling 
with  his  hair. 

There  are  glimmering  feet  of  sunshine  that  are 
dancing   by   him    there, 

Aind  half-open  lips  of  faery  that  were  dyed  a  faery 
red 

In  their  revels  where  the  Hazel  Tree  its  holy  clust- 
ers shed. 

"Come  away!"  the  red  lips  whisper,  "all  the  worM 

is  weary  now, 
'Tie  the  twilight  of  the  ages,  and  it's  time  to  quit 

the  plough; 
Oh!  the  very  sunlight's  weary  ere  it  lightens  up  the 

dew, 
And  its  gold  is  changed  and  faded  before  it  falls 

to  you. 


"Though  your  colleen's  heart  be  tender,  a  tenderer 
heart  is  near, 

What's  the  starlight  in  her  glance  when  the  star» 
are  shining  clear? 

Who  would  give  the  fading  shadow  when  the  flower- 
face  glows  above? 

'Tis  the  beauty  of  all  beauty  that  is  calling  for 
your  love." 

Oh!   the  gates  of  the  mountain  have  opened  once 

again. 
And  the  sound  of  song  and  dancing  falls  upon  the 

ears  of  men. 
And  the  land  of  youth  lies  gleaming,  flushed  with 

rainbow-light  and  mirth. 
And     the   old    enchauitment    lingers    in    the    honey 

heart  of  earth. 

"A.E."  Russell's  great  j)urpose  is  to  suiiniioti 
men  to  their  lost  citizenship  of  Paradise.  To 
him  the  men  he  sees  on  the  streets  and  in  the 
fields  are  exiles,  dethroned  kings,  who,  if  they 
will,  may  regain  their  crowns. 

The  power  is  ours   to  make  or  mar 
Our  fate  as  on  the  earliest  morn. 
The  Darkness  and  the  Radiance  are 
Creatures  within  the  spirit  born. 

Yet,   bathed   in   gloom   too   long,   we  might 
Forget  how   we  imagined  light. 

Not  yet   are  fixed    the   prison   bars; 
The  hidden   light   the  spirit   owns 
If  blown  to  flame  would   dim  the  stars 

And  they  who  rule  them  from  their  thromes; 
And  the  proud  sceptred  spirits  thence 
Would  borw  tO'  pay  us  reverence. 

With  this  note  of  optimism  I  bring  to  a 
close  this  consideration  of  modern  Irish  poetry. 
The  other  phase  of  literary  activity  in  Ireland 
— by  which  the  world  is  infinitely  richer  to- 
day than  it  was  some  fifty  years  ago — ^was 
charmingly  presented  to  us  recently  in  the  rea- 
listic quaint  dramas  offered  by  the  Abbey 
Theatre  Players.  I  realize,  indeed,  that  I  have 
treated  few  only  of  the  characteristics  of  mod- 
ern Irish  lyric  poetry,  but  I  have  endeavoured 
to  present  those  qualities  which  to  me  seem  to 
reveal  its  individual  character  —  those  quali- 
ties that  make  us  so  ready  to  declare  our 
fealty  to  that  uncrowned  queen  sitting  on  the 
wild  rocks  of  the  Atlantic  coast  —  looking  out 
to  the  west  —  her  ever  youthful  eyes  dark  with 
the  sorrows  of  a  thousand  years  —  her  hair 
glistening  with  diamonds  of  dew  —  her  robe 
woven  from  the  green  of  her  fields  and  the 
purple  of  her  hills  —  Ireland,  the  Virgin  Lady 
of  Ireland— Dark  Rosaleen. 
March,  1933. 
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(E^fje  iHarbellousi 


of  ^t  Pernarti 
be  iHentfjon 


Miss  Dmothea  Cain,  '6T'6, 
as  St.  Bernard. 


By   MARGARP]T   CRONIN. 


When  in  August,  1924,  Henri  Gheon's  ad- 
aptation of  the  Marvellous  History  of  the 
Young  Ber-nard  of  Menthon  was'  produced  be- 
fore the  castle  of  Menthon,  in  Anneey,  a  mod- 
ern audience  saw  the  three-tiered  mystery  play 
of  the  Middle  Ages,  with  Heaven,  Earth  and 
Hell  waging  their  triple  warfare  in  separate 
and  clearly-labelled  compartments.  But  be- 
sides the  mechanical  and  symbolic  division  of 
the  stage,  the  play  showed  the  triple  aspect 
of  Christian  Europe  and  its  essential  unity. 
There  was  the  strong,  homely  life  of  the  people. 
There  were  a  thousand  years  of  history  built 
into  castle  and  monastery  and  highway'.  And 
there  was  the  bright  light  of  faith,  shining 
like  the  open  Balcony  of  Heaven  upon  priest 
and  noble  and  peasant,  upo-n  castle  and  court- 
yard arid  monastery,  so  that  domestic  life  and 
religious  life  were  all  intertwined  and  made 
one.  A  modern  audience  is  quick  to  call  such 
matter-of-fact  portrayal  of  the  supernatural, 
naivete;  but  the  sick  and  sorry  modern  world, 
which  has  torn  dow-n  the  three-tiered  stage  and 
built  it  up  on  one  earthly  i)lane  of  realism,  has 
really  banished  heaven  alone  and  left  life  open 
to  the  seven  devils. 

The  theme  of  the  play  is  the  old  arid  amaz- 


ing truth,  that  he  who  loses  his  life  shall  find 
it ;  that  the  sacrifice  of  one  shall  set  many 
free ;  that  love  is  sacrifice ;  that  the  good  things 
of  earth  are  only  shadows  and  symbols  of  the 
good  things  of  heaven.  All  this  is  downright 
dogma  and  thoroughly  obvious.  But  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  subtlety  in  the  mediaeval  treat- 
ment of  these  well-worn  paradoxes.  The  plot 
is  simple.  Satan  has  taken  possesision  of  an 
ancient  statue  of  Jupiter  on  the  top  of  the 
Mont-Joux,  Avhere  lay  the  path  to  Rome,  and 
from  his  stronghold  he  sieizes  pilgrims  on  their 
journey  to  the  Holy  City.  Ten  pilgrims  from 
France  are  passing  by.  Satan  and  his  devils 
kill  the  tenth  pilgrim,  one  Bonaventure.  The 
other  nine,  terrified  and  .shaken,  tell  their 
story  to  the  Prior  of  the  Monastery  of  Aosta. 
He  prays,  the  heavens  open,  and  Our  Lady  tells 
him  that  God  will  send  a  strong,  pure  soul 
who  will  overcome  the  power  of  Satan. 

At  once  we  see  the  Castle  of  Menthon,  and 
the  young  Bernard  coming  home  from  his 
studies  in  Paris,  coming,  as  his  parents  hope 
and  believe,  to  his  rightful  heritage  and  his 
beautiful  young  bride.  But  Bernard  has  heard 
his  name  called  in  a  mysterious  voice.  He  has 
promised  himself  to  God.     Struggling  against 
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the  persuasions  of  his  father  and  mother,  a-nd 
against  his  love  for  Marguerite,  he  finally  tells 
her  of  his  perplexity.  She  urges  him  to  pray. 
He  spends  the  night  on  his  knees,  and  God 
sends  St.  Nicholas  to  deliver  him  from  his 
barred  and  guarded  room  and  lead  him  to  the 
Monastery  at  Aosta.  He  is  chosen  Prior.  When 
the  nine  pilgrims  return  from  Rome,  he  goes 


the  young  man's  tutor  —  perhaps  because  he 
has  weakly  tried  to  serve  two  masters  —  coun- 
sels Bernard  to  follow  the  lower  way.  But 
one  person  was  never  deceived  —  the  herald 
Menthon,  the  jack-of-all-trades,  the  jester,  al- 
most the  buffoon,  whose  unseemly  levity  broke 
in  upon  the  most  serious  conversations.  Men- 
thon mimics  Bernard's  meeting  with  Margue- 


"She  came  from  the  ban-en  ivinter  as  the  narciastts  clad  in 
virgin  white  comes  at  the  first  soft  hreathof  Spring. 
"Oh,  poor,  poor  maid!" 


Marguerite  de  Mlolans  (Miss  JMargaret  Unger)  with  the  chorus  of  vvliite-clad  bridesmaids,  Avho  be- 
wail her  abaudoniuent  on  her  wedding-morn.  (Misses  Madeline  Clancy,  Patricia  Healey,  Clare 
Tiimpane,  Ethel  McBeth,  Margaret  McCue,  and  Beatrice   Plewes. 


out  with  them  to  confront  Satan,  whom  he 
conquers  in  the  name  of  the  Trinity.  His 
broken-hearted  parents  are  reconciled.  Margue- 
rite has  become  a  nun.  **I  thought,"  she  wrote, 
"to  be  a  bride  of  sadness,  but  my  joy  is  com- 
plete." 

It  is  significant  that  from  the  moment  Ber- 
nard's struggle  begins  only  one  person  thor- 
oughly understands  him.  His  parents  are 
blinded  by  their  love  and  hopes  for  him.  Mar- 
guarite's  young  heart  is  stunned  a-nd  suffering, 
and  not  until  Bernard  has  actually  gone  does 
she    comprehend.      Even   the    priest    Germain, 


rite,  he  jokes  at  the  young  man's  expense,  but 
he  never  misunderstands  him.  He  is  an  ob- 
scure and  humble  illustration  of  the  same 
truth,  that  he  who  abandons  himself  can  see 
with  a  clearer  visioin.  The  young  nobleman 
sacrifices  everything.  He  is  the  heroic  figure. 
But  poor  Menthon,  the  comic  figure,  has  sacri- 
ficed everything  too.  They  have  taken  away 
his  own  name  and  given  him  that  of  the  family. 
He  is  at  everybody's  beck  and  call,  the  servant 
of  the  whole  household.  But  he  alone  can  read 
Bernard's  heart  —  the  heart  of  the  future 
saint. 


THE     RAINBOW 


209 


The  apparent  naivete  of  the  play  is  a  cloak 
for  the  profoundest  thouj^hts.  Satan  in  mate- 
rial form  has  taken  possession  of  the  moun- 
tain, the  Mont-Joux,  or  Mount  of  Jove.  He  is 
a  genuine  mediaeval  devil,  with  terrible  coii-nt- 
enanee  and  fearful  thunders  and  lightnings. 
Hut  behind  the  statue  on  the  mountain-top 
we  can  feel  the  dreadful  jjower  of  that  pagan 
world  that  had  dominated  Europe  before  the 
time  of  Christ,  the  gods  of  evil  and  devil-wor- 
ship, the  hideous  blight  that  was  on  Greece  and 
Rome,  and  the  dark  cults  of  Asia.  It  took,  as 
Mr.  Chesterton  has  pointed  out  in  his  book 
on  St.  Francis,  a  thousand  years  of  Christi- 
anity, of  penance  and  prayer  and  fasting  and 
self-sacrifice,  before  those  dark  powers  were 
overcome.  ''Corruptio  optimi  pessima,"  and 
the  corruption  of  religion  into  the  service  of 
evil  leaves  a  stain  that  remains  for  centuries. 
This  corruption  is  the  last  and  most  terrible 
punishment  on  earth,  and'  if  in  our  day  it  has 
come  back  upon  the  world,  then  more  than 
ever  we  need  the  sacrifice  and  the  penances  of 
such  souls  as  young  Bernard  of  Menthon 

Similarly,  when  the  devils  come  with 
whistling  and  theatrical  mutterings  to  tempt 
Bernard  into  abandoning  his  vocation,  we 
know  that  the  real  temiptation  is  his  love  for 
Marguerite,  and  the  danger  of  mistaking  the 
lesser  love  for  the  greater.  The  mediaeval 
author  understood  the  psychology  of  temi)ta- 
tion,  and  he  knew  that  the  innocent  heart  of 
Bernard  could  attach  itself  only  to  what  was 
good.  The  struggle  between  good  and  evil  is 
a  commonplace  one.  The  struggle  between  a 
greater  and  a  lesser  good  is  extraordinarily 
complex  and  moving,  and  as  in  the  great 
tragedies  of  Corneille,  the  battle  of  a  noble 
nature  fighting  with  itself  is  one  of  the  most 


touching  and  eloquent  themes  in  all  literature. 

And  of  course  St.  Bernard  conquered.  AVc 
know  that  he  was  victorious,  and  that  many 
others  as  generous  as  himself  were  victorious 
too,  because  after  all,  the  castle  of  Menthon 
is  still  there,  and  the  country-people  are  still 
leading  their  humble  and  laborious  and  happy 
lives  under  the  shade  of  the  mountains  of 
Savoy. 

''I  bless  you,"  St.  Bernard  said,  "fields  and 
valley  and  town,  in  the  name  of  the  Father  and 
of  the  Son  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost."  If  the 
family,  if  the  home,  if  civilization  itself,  are 
to  endure,  sonne  must  go  without  home  and 
family  and  lands  and  ties,  "towards  duties 
more  vast,  strange  and  unknown  ....  The 
poor,  the  desolate,  the  needy  are  crying  for 
help."  Had  Bernard  failed,  the  statue  of 
Jupiter  and  the  cruel  gods  of  paganism  would 
have  plunged  the  lovely  valley  of  Savoy  back 
into  darkness  and  slavery. 


This  is  the  play  which  Avas  produced  by  the 
students  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  on  the  eve- 
nings of  February  20th  and  21st.  The  slightly 
stilted  phrases  of  the  English  version  acquired 
movement  and  vivacity  from  the  youthful  en- 
thusiasm of  the  players.  The  Balcony  of 
Heaven,  with  its  vivid  colours  and  impressive 
grouping,  was  a  very  beautiful  tableau,  and 
illustrated  the  realism  with  which  mediaeval 
writers  and  actors  portrayed  the  supernatural. 
The  quiet  restraint  of  the  young  players'  ges- 
tures in  these  scenes  emphasized  the  vitality 
and  vigour  of  their  speech.  The  students  are 
to  be  congratulated  on  their  choice  of  this  play, 
and  the  reverent  enthusiasm  with  which  they 
presented  it. 


Drawing     by    Peggy 
Manley,     Form     IV., 
Loretto    Abbey    Col- 
lege   School. 


THE  GROTTO  OF  OUR  LADY  OF  LOURDES  AT  LORETTO  ABBEY 
ON  FEBRUARY  11th,  1933. 


Florence 
Goldsmith, 
Yice-Pres. 

of  the 

Sociality, 

Loretto 

Abbey. 
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Jlotn  tfje  Biamonb  Jubilee  toafi  l^ept  at  Horetto  ^bbep 


By  MOTHER  M.  ST.  RITA,  I.B.V.M. 


"Je  suis  rim,niaculee  Conception."  Truly 
wonderful  words  were  these  that  fell  so  sweet- 
ly from  the  lii)s  of  the  great  Queen  of  Heaven 
on  the  ears  of  a  little  child,  hitherto  unlwiown, 
but  on  this  day  privileged  of  Heaven  —  the 
humble  daughter  of  the  miller  Soubirous.  Thus 
did  our  Lady  herself  make  known  to  Berna- 
dette,  and  through  her  to  the  entire  world,  her 
glorious  prerogative  and  her  title  of  Mary  Im- 
maculate. 

Just  three-quarters  of  a  century  ago  this 
holy  child  knelt  in  ecstacy  before  a  resplendent 
vision  of  the  Mother  of  God.  As  Our  Lady 
smiled,  casting  upon  Bertnadette  a  look  of  in- 
expressible tenderness,  I  wonder  did  her  glance 
pierce  the  veil  of  the  future,  and,  gazing  down 
the  avenue  of  years,  behold  other  grottos  than 
that  of  Massabielle  springing  up  here  and  there 
all  over  the  world?  It  rejoices  the  hearts  of 
her  children  to  feel  that,  in  all  that  great  .num- 
ber, her  gaze  rested  with  loving  complacency 
upon  ours;  for  Rosary  Hall,  Avith  its  Grotto 
of  hallowed  memories,  so  dear  to  all  w^io  knew 
and  loved  it  in  old  Abbey  days,  is  a  reality  still. 
Follow'ing  the  translation  of  the  Grotto  itself 
to  our  new  Abbey  home,  it  was  placed  at  the 
head  of  Our  Lady's  corridor.  Now,  as  then, 
our  heavenly  Mother  bids  her  children  tarry 
for  a  brief  space  to  whisper  a  fervent  prayer 
or  receive  her  good-night  blessi-ng. 

This  year,  on  February  the  eleventh,  was 
celebrated  the  Seventy-Fifth  anniversary  of 
the  first  apparition  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary 
to  the  simple  shepherdess.  The  day  must  have 
been  a  memorable  one  in  the  little  French  vil- 
lage that  Our  Lady  deigned  to  honour  by  such 


a  singular  mark  of  her  favour.  But  could  there 
have  been,  even  there,  hearts  more  truly  devot- 
ed thatn  those  that  made  the  day  a  never-to-be- 
forgotten  one  in  the  annals  of  Loretto  Abbey  ? 

The  beauty  of  the  shrine  itself  was  enhanced 
by  numerous  lights  and  flowers  —  the  offerings 
of  Mary's  loving  children-  Our  Lady's  words 
to  Bernadette :  "Do  me  only  the  favour  to  come 
here  during  fifteen  days,"  a.-nd  her  assurance, 
upon  receiving  the  child's  answer,  of  an  eternal 
recompense,  with  the  words:  "And,  in  return, 
I  do  not  promise  that  you  will  be  happy  in  this 
world,  but  in  the  next,"  were  an  incentive  to 
many  to  follow  the  child's  example  and  return 
fifteen  times  to  seek  at  Our  Blessed  Mother's 
feet,  favours,  spiritual  a-nd  temporal.  All 
through  the  day,  from  early  morning,  until 
little  slippered  feet  stole  softly  down  to  pay 
one  last  visit  before  retiring  for  the  night,  the 
Grotto  was  a  place  of  pilgrimage. 

In  the  eve-ning  all  assembled  in  the  chapel, 
whence  they  passed  in  procession,  chanting 
meanwhile  the  Litany  of  Loretto.  The  little 
white-robed  figures,  led  by  the  sm.allest  child, 
carrying  a  wreath  for  Our  Mother's  crowning, 
were  followed  by  the  Sodalists,  similarly  garb- 
ed and  Avearing  the  insignia  of  tJie  Sodality  of 
the  Children  of  Mary.  Closing  the  processio-n 
came  the  members  of  the  Community. 

When  the  procession  reached  the  Grotto  all 
knelt  to  dedicate  themselves  anew  to  the  ser- 
vice of  our  Immaculate  Queen.  As  the  words 
of  the  Act  of  Consecration  sounded  through 
the  stillness  of  the  corridor,  one  could  not  help 
recalling  to  mind  that  devoted  member  of  the 
Institute,    whose    expressioai   of   homage   they 
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were,  one  who  bore  her  name,  and  Avhose  child- 
like devotion  to  Mary  animated  all  the  days 
of  her  life,  until  its  closing  on  the  feast  of  the 
Most  Holy  Rosary — the  late  Mother  M.  Loretto. 
Ivers. 

The  little  ceremony  of  dedication  over,  the 
long  procession  wended  its  way  once  more  to 
the  chapel  whilst  the  jubilant  strains  of 
''Notre  Dame  de  Lourdes"  filled  the  air. 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament 
followed,  closing  a  day  that  we  trust  was 
pleasing  to  the  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary. 

On  leaving  the  chapel,  one  could  see  at  the 
far  end  of  the  corridor,  the  radiant  Grotto 
shrine,  with  its  Bernadette  kneeling  at  Our 
Lady's  feet;  and  one  felt  prompted  to  ask  why 
this  little  child  was  chosen  from  among  so 
many  thousands  of  her  day  and  age  to  be  the 
bearer  of  a  message  from  high  heaven  to  this 
lowly  earth  of  ours.  What  was  there  in  that 
soul  that  attracted  the  loving  regard  of  the 
Queen  of  angels  and  of  men?  The  question 
seemed  answered  in  the  asking.  Surely  it  was 
that  she  found  there  exquisite  purity  of  soul ; 
for  Bernadette  had  kept  unsullied  the  robe  of 
her  baptismal  inno'cence,  which  the  breath  of 
the  world  so  quickly  tarnishes.  To  all  ap- 
pearances she  was  like  other  children ;  even 
the  nuns  who  taught  her  had  noticed  no  signs 
of  extraordinary  piety.  But,  everywhere  and 
always,  whilst  tending  her  sheep  upon  the  hill- 
sides, she  had  recited  her  Rosary,  that  devotion 


so  simple,  yet  so  dear  to  the  heart  of  the 
Mother  of  God.  Then  too,  our  Blessed  Mother 
must  have  seen  in  that  innocent  heart,  fidelity 
to  grace;  and  this  faithfulness  in  correspond- 
ing with  ever-increasing  divine  favours,  was 
to  lead  her  onward  and  upwards,  until  she 
Avould  scale  the  very  heights  of  sanctity. 

How  happy  it  would  make  us  if  our  Holy 
Father  should  chose  this  Diamond  Jubilee  year 
to  confer  upon  Blessed  Bernadette  the  crown- 
ing honour  of  canonization,  and  it  seems  pos- 
sible that  her  cause  will  be  terminated  in  time 
for  the  celebrations  expected  for  the  coming 
Spring  and  Summer- 


With  such  thoughts  filling  our  minds  we 
found  ourselves  once  more  at  Our  Lady's  feet. 
Who  can  tell  what  her  shrines  have  meant  to 
her  devoted  clients  in  all  ages  and  climes,  or 
what  marvels  of  grace  the  moments — and 
their  memories — spent  there  in  intimate  com- 
muning with  the  Mother  of  God,  have  wrought 
in  the  souls  of  her  children. 

May  Our  Lady's  grotto  shrine  ever  be  for 
us  all  a  place  of  loving  benediction  and 
heavenly  peace;  may  we  seek  there  the  in- 
SY)iration  and  courage  necessary  to  maintain 
high  and  holy  ideals,  modelling  our  lives  on 
Mary's  life,  until  that  day,  when,  with  a 
Mother's  tender  solicitude,  she  shall  have 
called  "all  Loretto's  children — ^Home  !" 


BERNADETTE     OF     LOURDES. 


We  are  now  celebrating  the  Diamond  Jubi- 
lee of  the  "Miracle  of  Lourdes."  On  Febru- 
ary 11th,  seventy-five  years  ago,  the  Blessed 
Virgin  appeared  there  to  a  little  girl  named 
Bernadette  Soubirous.  Out  of  all  the  world 
Our  Blessed  Mother  chose  this  poor  illiterate 


French  peasant  child  to  tell  the  world  the 
glories  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  Berna- 
dette became  Mary's  special  messenger.  Those 
who  are  deeply  devoted  to  Our  Immaculate  Mo- 
ther cannot  help  but  feel  an  affection  for  one 
she  loved  so  much. 
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France,  the  Blessed  Mother  has  truly  hon- 
oured thee !  How  many  times  has  she  appear- 
ed in  thy  fair  land  !  Lourdes!  What  does  that 
word  bring  to  our  mind  ?  .  .  .  The  Vision  of  the 
Grotto  —  Bernadette,  the  poor  shepherdess  — 
the  priests  —  the  simple  and  loving  peasants 
— the  erring  officials  —  pilgrimages  —  curing 
of  ills  of  body  and  soul  —  that  is  what  Lourdes 
means  to  us.  It  was  in  this  small,  all 
but  unknown  village,  that  the  Heavenly 
Queen  choose  to  appear.  And  she  did 
not  select  the  best  -  educated  person  for 
her  mission ;  -no,  «he  chose  one  of  the 
poorest  —  an  illiterate,  simple  child.  She 
chose  her  to  be  her  apostle.  Bernadette  was 
out  gathering  firewood  for  the  family  hearth — 
not  much  of  a  hearth  at  the  time,  for  the  family 
Avas  destitute  and  the  father  out  of  employ- 
ment and  ill  —  when  "the  Lady"  appeared  to 
her.  A  gust  of  wind  attracted  her  attention; 
she  looked  around,  and  within  the  Grotto  stood 
a  beautiful  lady,  fairer  than  anyone  ever  seen 
before.  Bernadette  instinctively  grasped  her 
Rosary.  She  tried  to  make  the  Sign  of  the 
Cross,  but  in  vain.  Our  Blessed  Mother  wish- 
ed to  teach  her  herself  to  make  this  Sign  of 
our  Redemption.  Mary  wished  to  impress  upon 
us  the  fervour  and  the  deep  respect  we  should 
have  for  this  sign.  In  our  joy  and  wonder  we 
are  inclined  to  dwell  rather  on  the  fact  of  the 
apparitions  than  on  their  message;  to  think 
rather  of  Our  Blessed  Mother 's  coming  than  of 
what  she  came  to  say  —  her  all-important  les- 
sons for  Bernadette  and  for  us.  This  was  the 
first  one  —  how  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross, 

The  "Beautiful  Lady"  appeared  to  Berna- 
dette, in  all,  eighteen  times.  Our  Blessed  Mo- 
ther asked  her  to  come  every  day  for  a  fort- 
night. Imagine  —  the  Queen  of  Heaven  asking 
this  child  to  do  her  the  favour  of  coming  to 
see  her ! 

Our      Blessed      Lady      promised      Berna- 


dette happiness  —  not  in  this  world,  but 
in  the  next.  Like  Mary,  she  was  to  have  sorrow 
and  sufl'ering  here.  In  the  fifth  apparition  the 
"Beautiful  Lady"  taught  our  little  shepherd- 
ess a  prayer.  What  a  prayer  it  must  have  been 
—a  prayer  taught  by  the  Mother  of  God !  Mary 
teaches  us  the  value  of  prayer,  that  great  con- 
soler and  source  of  strength.  Bernadette's  first 
mission  Avas  to  pray  for  sinners.  How  true  are 
the  words:  "Refuge  of  Sinners"!  Mary  must 
smile  down  in  approval  upon  those  who  thus 
interest  themselves  in  God's  erring  children. 

But  to  all  joys  in  this  world  there  are  ob- 
stacles, and  Bernadette  soon  found  them.  First 
of  all  her  parents,  who  were  afraid  in  the  be- 
ginning that  she  was  deceived,  and  then  of  the 
civil  autliorities,  forbade  her  to  go  to  the  Grot- 
to. But  they  soon  withdrew  their  prohibition. 
Iler  next  troubles  were  from  the  ecclesiastical 
authorities.  This  was  not  because  they  disbe- 
lieved, but  because  thej'  had  to  be  very  care- 
ful. The  civil  authorities  were  opposed  to  this 
belief  in  the  supernatural.  But  through  all 
these  oppositions  Bernadette  had  her  Heavenly 
Teacher  to  guide  her. 

"Unless  you  do  penance  you  shall  all  like- 
wise perish,"  says  Our  Lord.  Our  Blessed  Mo- 
ther, loving  the  human  race  as  she  does,  showed 
us  the  need  of  penance  in  this  world.  "Peni- 
tence, penitence,  penitence !"  0  how  often  we 
forget!  And  how  like  Mary's  motherly  love 
it  was  to  give  us  the  miraculous  fountain ! 
When  she  told  Bernadette:  "Go  drink  and 
cleanse  yourself  at  the  fountain,"  she  spoke  too 
for  the  many  thousands  who  in  those  waters 
would  be  cleansed  of  the  ills  of  body  and  soul. 

0>n  the  J'east  of  the  Annunciation  Mary  an- 
nounced her  name.  What  an  appropriate  day 
to  proclaim  her  privilege,  and  what  joy  that 
proclamation  has  brought  to  the  world:  "I  am 
the  Immaculate  Conception." 

On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel 
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Bernadette  saw  her  Heavenly  Mother  for  the 
last  time  on  earth.  How  she  must  have  often 
longed  to  see  her  again,  after  having  seen  her 
tliose  eighteen  times! 

Thousands  of  pilgrims  went  to  Lourdes, 
visited  the  Grotto,  and  begged  Mary  to  inter- 
cede for  them.  And  they  sought  out  Berna- 
dette. The  Cure,  seeing  for  her  the  danger  in 
this,  sent  her  to  the  convent-school  near-by. 
It  was  there  that  she  heard  Jesus'  call. 

Her  great  joy  was  also  mingled  with  sor- 
row, for  she  would  leave  her  loved  parents 
and  the  Grotto  so  dear  to  her  heart.  She  was 
admitted  as  a  -novice  at  the  Mother-House  of 
the  Sisters  of  Charity  at  Nevers.  She  re- 
ceived the  name  of  Sister  Mary  Bernard.  It 
was  at  the  novitiate  that  Mary's  rose-bud  burst 
into  full  bloom.  Her  virtues  of  humility, 
obedience,  piety,  and  amiability,  were  as  sweet 
as  the  scent  of  a  rose.  In  October,  1867,  she 
made  her  religious  profession.  What  joy! 
She  was  at  last  the  Spouse  of  Christ.  But 
as  all  cherished  children  of  Jesus  slie  was 
allowed  to  suffer  and  to  bear  many  crosses. 
Her  mother  died,  and  nor  long  afterwards  her 
father.  What  sorrow  and  pain  !  Bernadette 
found  her  consolation  and  strength  in  Jesus 
crucified. 


At  Nevers  she  nursed  the  sick  with  great 
patience  and  love,  and  was  loved  in  return. 
Later,  because  of  her  delicate  health,  she  was 
given  the  lighter  work  of  sacristan.  She  was 
taking  care  of  His  Home.  How  she  loved 
this  office !  Then  her  health  grew  worse,  and 
she  had  to  return  to  the  infirmary,  not  as  a 
nurse  this  time,  but  as  a  patient.  She  suffered 
intensely,  but  with  heroic  fortitude  and  resig- 
nation. The  end  Avas  near.  The  Sisters 
prayed.  With  the  crucifix  in  her  hands, 
Bernadette  repeats  fervent  ejaculations  and 
dies  with  the  name  of  Mary  on  her  lips. 

Bernadette  was  buried  in  a  little  chapel 
built  on  the  Convent  grounds,  and  dedicated 
to  St.  Joseph.  When,  about  thirty  years  later, 
in  1909,  her  tomb  was  opened,  her  body  was 
found  in  a  perfect  state  of  preservation. 

Since  then,  Mary's  faithful  friend  has  been 
beatified  by  Holy  Mother  Church. 

To-day    Lourdes    is    known    all    over    the 
world.       As  in  the  time  of  Our  Lord  the  lame 
walk,  the  deaf  hear,  and  the  sick  are  cured. 
May    this    year,    proclaimed    by    the    Pope    a 
"Holy  Year",  see  Bernadette  canonized  if  it 
is  the  will  of  God  whom  she  loved  so  well. 
Bernadette  Massicotte, 
Form  IV,  Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE  LILY  OF  GOD. 


FROM    THE    CROSS. 


TJiou  art  like  unto  a  lily, 

O  Mother,  fair  and  pure! 
But,  beautiful  and  holy. 

Thou  had'st  trialsi  tO'  endure. 

When  Thy  Son  upon  the  Cross 

Bowed  His  Head  in  pain, 
Thou  were  comfort,  symlpathy. 

Strong  beside  Him  to  (remain. 

So  to  Thy  Son,  dear  Mother, 

Give  my  heart,  my  soul,  my  all. 

Protect  me,  Queen  of  Heaven  and  earth, 
Guard  me  lest  I  fall. 

Mary  Vipond,  Form  II. 

Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,   Ont. 


I  housed  your  sorrows  in  a  thousand  wounds. 

And   drank   the  gall  of  human  wretchedmesis. 
I  struggled  on  where  love  less  mighty  siwoons 

And  reaped  full  harvest  of  your  wilfulness. 
The  swoll'n  morass  of  your  grief  I  drained. 

And  nourished  failing  virtue  with  My  Blood; 
The  souls  you'd  heedlesis  lost  I  hard  regained. 

And  sought  to  teach  you  that  I  did  but  good. 
Your  mortgaged  birthright's  price  was  agony, 

I  gave  you  freedom's  glory  through  the  grave; 
The  Key  to  Heaven's  gates  was  Calvary — 

I  lo'Sit  myself  to  find  a  way  to   save. 
In  sweat  I  bathed  the  raven   into  dove — 

I  gave  you  all;    will  you  refuse  Me  love? 

Lois  Eswin,   Fourth   Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


M  Mtmomm-^litt  Hapesi 


DIED  MARCH  3rd,  1933. 


ALICE  HAYES. 

"In  paradisuni  deducant  te  angeli  .  . 
....  Cum  Sanctis  Tuis  in  aeternuni 


On  March  Srd,  Alice  Hayes,  B.A.,  graduate 
last  June  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  in  the 
University  of  Toronto,  died  at  the  home  of 
her  parents,  Mr.  .and  Mrs.  J.  E-  Hayes,  219 
Park  Street,  Peterborough,  Ontario,  after  three 
months'  illness. 

Prom  her  first  year  in  Loretto,  Alice  Hayes 
took  a  prominent  part  in  all  the  interests  of 
the  College.  Her  spirit  of  co-operation  and 
her  courage  in  the  face  of  ill-health  won  for 
her  the  admiration  of  her  fellow-students;  her 
cheerful  disposition,  her  never-failing  kindness, 
and  her  thoughtfulness  for  the  pleasure  of 
others,  made  her  not  only  universally  popular, 
but  beloved.  Dear  is  the  memory  of  all  the 
little  incidernts  that  are  so  many  links  in  our 
chain  of  friendship.  She  enjoyed  life  keenly, 
and  was  always  surrounded  by  friends  drawn 
to  her  by  her  ready  wit  and  retained  by  the 
sweet  womanly  personality  of  which  it  was  the 
spontaneous  expression.  She  possessed  a  keen 
sense  of  humour,  fi-nding  fun  and   enjoyment 


for  herself  and  others  in  all  the  ordinary  de- 
tails of  College  life.  Although  debarred  from 
active  participation  in  athletics,  she  found 
other  ways  of  being  an  enthusiastic  supporter 
of  Alma  Mater.  In  dramatics  her  role  Avas  al- 
ways a  superb  and  finished  one.  When  it  was 
time  to  leave  play  she  grappled  with  work  in 
the  same  fashion,  setting  a  good  example  to 
us  all.  She  gave  her  best  to  everything  she 
did ;  ever}'  goal  attempted  was  sure  to  be  at- 
tained. 

That  she  was  high  in  the  estimation  of  both 
Faculty  and  students  is  manifested  by  the  sor- 
row felt  at  her  loss.  To  her  bereaved  parents 
and  relatives,  in  whose  sorrow  we  share,  we 
respectfully  offer  this  expression  of  our  sym- 
pathy. 

" She  wears  a  truer  crown 

Than  any  wreath  that  we  can  can  weave  her  ..." 

''May  eternal  light  shine  upon  lier,  O  Lord, 
with  Thy  saints  forever," 

ANNE  QUINLAN,  3T8. 
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What,  it  may  be  asked,  is  tlie  practical 
utility  of  such  a  magazine  as  our  ''Rainbow"? 
What  purpose  does  it  serve?  With  the  cry 
of  efficiency  echoing  on  all  sides,  it  is  but  natu- 
ral that  such  a  question  should  be  proi)osed. 

First,  the  "Rainbow"  serves  as  a  link  unit- 
ing Loretto  with  her  many  friends,  esi)eeially 
with  thoise  who  claim  her  as  their  Alma  Mater. 
For  them  the  record  of  her  activities  is  suffi- 
cient appeal.  For  the  students,  the  "Rainbow" 
is  a  powerful  stimulus  to  literary  activity. 
They  note  with  greater  relish  the  events  of 
College  life,  and  in  the  clash  of  interests  and 
of  diverse  opinions,  an  almost  unlimited  range 
of  subjects  is  opened  up.  History,  poetry,  fic- 
tion, travel,  and  like  topics,  help  to  make  up 
each  of  our  editions.  The  writer  of  an  article 
develops  by  means  of  exercise  the  natural  gifts 
that  she  possesses,  and  often  some  latent  talent 
is  discovered.  The  School  Chronicles,  record- 
ing the  note-worthy  happenings  of  the  term, 
keep  alive  a  keen  enthusiasm  in  the  events  of 
one's  own  school,  and  a  stimulating  interest 
in  those  of  sister  schools.  In  these  chronicles 
much  scope  is  given  for  originality.  Instead 
of  the  usual  mere  recording  of  events,  some- 
thing in  the  form  of  a  letter  or  a  diary  always 
proves  attractive  to  alumnae  and  students 
alike. 

All  this  is  good.  But,  above  and  beyond 
all  these  objects  that  w^e  have  in  editing  the 
"Rainbow,"  our  primary  motive  is  to  develop  a 
real,  Cathojic  spirit.  Perhaps  this  requires  some 
explanation.  Developing  a  Catholic  spirit  does 
not  mean  that  all  the  articles  must  be  religious 
in  tone  and  subject;  decidedly  not  —  in  fact, 
better  not.  What  we  seek  is  rather — what  all 
true  literature   must  be — a   reflection   of  life. 


through  Catholic  eyes;  a  reflection  of  life  lived 
in  a  Catholic  atmosphere.  We  see  this  in  Ca- 
tholic countries :  not  a  burdensome  super-im- 
posed "pietj',"  but  the  joyous,  happy,  confl- 
dent,  and  docile  spirit  of  true  children  of  Holy 
Mother  Church  —  of  children  of  God  who 
know  that  they  are  living  under  the  eye  of  a 
loving  Father,  and  whose  only  fear  is  to  offend 
Him.  When  someone  asked  in  dismay  of  the 
large  families  of  French-Canadians:  "But  what 
do  they  all  do  for  a  living?"  this  spirit  was 
reflected  in  the  simple  answer,  which  seemed  a 
non  scquitur:  "They  get  married  ~  and  the 
Lord  looks  after  them."      Of  course  He  does. 

A  joke,  a  kindly  humorous  story,  may  often 
reflect  just  this  same  spirit,  and  be  infinitely 
more  effective  than  anything  consciously  didac- 
tic. (Catholicity  should  he  the  foundation  and 
not  a  mere  department  of  life. 

M.  U.,  3T3. 


COLLEGE    NOTES. 

January  23rd — ^The  Faculty  gave  a  delightful 
banquet  for  the  under-graduates  on  the  Feast  day 
of  Mother  Mary  Ward,  Foundress  of  the  Insititute 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  The  patronesses  of 
the  College  At-Home  were  the  guests  of  honour 
at  dinner,  after  which  coffee  was  served  in  the 
Common  Room. 

January  27th — Profesisor  E.  Goggio,  of  the  De- 
partment of  Spanish  and  Italian  at  the  University, 
gave  a  most  interesting  lecture  on  "Italy's  Con- 
tribution to  Civilization."  Professor  Goggio  has 
recently  been  honoured  by  the  King  of  Italy.  Miss 
Geraldine  Maloney,  President  of  the  College 
Alumnae,  introduced  the  speaker,  and  Miss  Kath- 
leen Hickey  moved  the  vote  of  thanks. 

l^'eb.  10th — A  meeting  of  the  entire  Fourth  Year 
of  St.  Michael's  College  to  elect  a  permanent  execu- 
tive and  to  nominate  a  candidate  for  the  Moss 
Scholarship.  By  a  large  majority,  Miss  Mary 
Purkis,  IV.  Classics,  Loretto  Abbey  College,  was 
chosen  to  represent  St.  Michael's. 

The  members  of  the  permanent  executive  are: 
Mr.  Fred  Anderson,  Miss  Margaret  Unger,  Miss  Do- 
rothea Cain  and  Miss  Mary  McLaughlin. 

Tea  wasi  served  in  the  Common  Room,  where  all 
enjoyed   a  most   pleasant   hour. 
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February  10th — The  annual  College  At-Home 
was  held  in  the  beautiful  Crystal  Ballroom  of  the 
Royal  York  Hotel.  Miss  Dorothea  Cain  as  con- 
vener received  with  the  patronesses:  Lady  Windle, 
Lady  Falconer,  Mrs.  Frank  Cassidy,  Mrs.  David 
O'Meara,  Mrs.  William  Lyons  and  Mrs.  John  Har- 
kins.  Reverend  John  E.  McGarity,  C.S.P.,  Rector 
of  Newman  Club,  was  patron.  The  committee  was 
composed  of  Misses  Geraldine  Maloney,  Margaret 
Unger,  Isabel  Maloney,  Gertrude  Cain,  Loretto 
Parnell,  Mary  Tillmann,  Marion  Flynn  and  Cath- 
erine Carroll.  Balloons,  serpentines,  fresh  flowers 
and  palms  made  a  pretty  setting,  and  to  the  strains 
of  Carl  Mueller's  orchestra  the  happy  evening  was 
danced  to  an  all-too-early  close. 

February  15th — Mr.  E.  K.  Brown,  well-known 
member  of  the  English  Staff  of  the  University, 
spent  the  tea-hour  with  us.  In  a  most  illuminat- 
ing fashion  he  outlined  for  us  the  trend  -of  con- 
temporary Canadian  literature.  It  was  a  talk  we 
all  enjoyed. 

February  20th,  21st — The  Loretto  College  Play- 
ers won  their  brightest  laurel  yet  by  the  highly 
successful  production  of  Sir  Barry  Jackson's 
trranslation  of  Henri  Gheon's  mediaeval  mystere, 
"The  Marvellous  History  of  Bernard  de  Menthon", 
described  elsewhere  in  this  issue. 

February  23rd — Reverend  Father  McCorkell, 
C.S.B.,  lectured  on  "The  Holy  Grail"  to  an  in- 
terested and  enthusiastic  audience. 

February  24th — We  had  the  honour  of  meeting 
the  Lieutenant-Governor  of  Ontario  and  Mrs. 
Bruce  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  this 
afternoon. 


WILLOW -WAND! 


Whence    are    you    sprung,    O    Willow-tree, 

That   bows    upon    the   ground    in    sombre    grace 
(In  soft  cascade  of  leafy  tears — ) 
Confiding  to  the  earth  in  warm  embrace 
Your    tenderest    dreams,    your    hoipes    of    other 
years  ? 

*  *  Hi  *  *  « 

Were  you  some  fair  and   gentle  Grecian   maid 

Condemned  by  cruel  gods  eternally 
To  dull  your  grief  beneath  this  verdant  dress, 

And    mourn    your    dear   lost   love   so    longingly? 

Are  you  the  echoes  of  some  sad  sweet  song 
That   founds   its   birth   within   a   poet's   lyre. 

Borne  through   the   ageis  on   the  crest  of  winds 
Surviving,   youthful   in  its   pure  desire? 

Or  are  you  but  the  symbol  of  a  world 

,  That   sullen   stoops   and    bears   a   cross   ot   pain. 
Storing    within    its    heart   deep    brooding    sighs. 
Hoping    to   win    new    strength,    and   rise   again? 

Will  you  not  speak  to   us,   O   Willow-tree? 
Cast   off   the   mantle   of   your   sombre   grace 
(And    joyous    wave   your    lacy    plumes — ) 
Proclaiming  to  the  stars  in  fond  embrace 
That  we  are  men  of  hope,  not  empty  tombs. 

Dorothea  Cain,   3T3. 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto. 


MISS   MARY   PURKIS,    LORETTO   AKHKY 

COLLEGE,       MOSS       S(HOLARSHII» 

<  ANDIDATE  I<X)R  ST.  MICHAEL'S. 

A  well-deserved  honour 
has  fallen  in  Miss  Mary 
Purkis  with  her  winning 
the  recent  election  for  St. 
Michael's  College  Moss 
Scholarship  Candidate.  She 
began  winning  laurels  very 
early.  In  the  Hamilton 
Public  School  she  won  a 
Proficiency  Scholarship  and 
carried  off  a  History  Prize. 
As  a  graduate  of  Loretto 
College  School  she  was  the 
winner  of  the  Loretto 
Alumnae  Scholarship  for 
Matriculation.  In  First 
Year  Pasis  she  won  the 
Mary  Ward  scholarship  for 
A  staniding  in  First  Year 
Pass  and  also  a  Greek  Prize  for  A  standing  in 
Pass  Greek,. 

Entering  Classics  she  won  the  Robert  Bruce 
Bursary,  a  Latin  Prize  for  A  standing  in  Latin  and 
the  Mary  Ward   Scholarship  for  A  standing. 

In  Second  Year  Classics  she  led  her  year  with 
an  A  standing,  and  continued  to  hold  the  Robert 
Bruce  and  Mary  Ward  Scholarships,  besides  win- 
ning the  McBrady  Silver  Medal  for  Latin,  and  a 
prize  for  A  standing  in  Greek.  In  Third  Year  she 
again  won  the  Mary  Ward  Scholarship. 

Miss  Purkis  is  a  renowned  Inter-Collegiate  De- 
bater, is  President  of  the  College  Literary  Society, 
has  represented  St.  Michael's  during  the  Univer- 
sity Womenjs  Swimming  Meet.  She  has  won  much 
distinction  with  the  reading  of  papers  before  the 
Classical  Association,  of  which  she  is  a  Fourth- 
Year  Councillor.  She  has  shown  her  interest  in 
dramatics,  in  tennis,  and  in  skating,  all  through 
her  college  career.  She  has  proved  herself  a  valu- 
able asset  to  every  executive. 

Loretto  is  proud  of  her  and  takes  this  oppor- 
tunity of  wishing  her  future  success  in  the  same 
good  measure. 

M.   McL.    3T3. 


RAIN. 

The  trees   their  giant  arms  did  sway; 
The  fitful  wind  howled   through   the  day; 
The  clouds  hung  low;   the  birds  flew  home, 
But  still  it  did  not  come 

The  ground   wasi  parched;    the  grasses  died; 
The  wind — oh!    how    it   sighed!! 
The  thunder  pealed  like  beat  of  drum  .  .  . 
But  still  it  did  not  come. 

At  last!    the  torrents  soak   the  ground. 
And  rivers  now  abound; 
The  flowers  lift  not  their  heads  in  vain: 
Thank  God!   at  last  the  rain! 

Alice   Maclaren,    Form   IV., 

Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 
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liORETTO  COLLEGE  PLAYERS  IN  "THE  MARVELLOUS  HISTORY  OF  BERNARD  DE  MENTHON' 

AT  LORETTO  ABBEY'  (  OLLI^XJE. 


CAST: 


Bernard    Dorothea  Cain 

Richard   de   Menthon    .  . Mary   McLaughlin 

Dame  Bernoline Carol  Hamel 

Germain   Kathleen  Kirkland 

Seigneur  de  Duyngt Dorothy  La  Berge 

Seigneur   de  Beaufort    Anne    McGarry 

Menthon Aileen  Nolan 

Marguerite    Margaret  Unger 

Seigneur  de  Miolans    Anna   Gauthier 

Dame  de  Miolans    Patricia  Callen 

Miolans    Marie   Writt 

The  Fool   Lillian  McNamara 

The  Prior  of  Aosta    Mary  Tillmann 

The  Porter    Agnes  Cain 

Satan    antd    Devils — Anne   Quinlan,    Leona    Charle- 

bois,   Rita  Kohen,   Pauline  Simon, 

Frances  Clarke. 


Our   Lady    Patricia   Flood 

St.    Gabriel    Loretto   Parnell 

St.    Nicholas    Gertrude   Cain 

Pilgrims — Marie      Writt,      Mary     Purkisi,      Marion 
Flynn,  Mary  O'Sullivan,   Margaret 
Becker,      Regis      Teehan,      Sophie 
Stockwell,  Adeline  Teehan,  Aunna 
Lippert,    Aileen    Stephenson 
Bridesmaids^ — Madeline     Clancy,     Patricia     Healy, 
Beatrice  Plewes,   Claire  Tumpane, 
Ethel   McBeth,   Margaret  McCue. 
Attendants — Catherine  Loughlin,    Eleanor   Phelan, 
Eileen  Whelan,  Catherine  Carroll, 
Viola  Lynch,  Monica  Barry. 
Monks — Margaret     Parnell,      Rita     Dwyer,     Doris 
March,   Pauline  Schnurr. 


POEMS. 

A  poem   is  like  the  tasting   of  unripe  fruit. 

The  risking  of  a  tang  of  bitter  rind   .    .    . 

Or  like  the  paintimg  of  a  Raphael 

Whose  spirit  mocks  and  taunting,  fades,  to  dwell 

In  some  far-distant  cavern    of  the  mind, 

And  beat  soft  helpless  wings  'gainst  bars,  in  mute 

Demand  for  utterance.     And   failing   sobs 

Like  murmur'd  wailings   of  an  artist's  lute. 

Frances  Clarke,  3T5. 
Loretto  Abbey   College,   Univerisity   of  Toronto. 


SPRING. 

The  song   and   flower   season  comes   at  last. 
With  hopes   of  joy  and  happiness   to   be. 

When  winter's  icy  feitters  lose  their  clasp, 
And  Nature  revels  in  her  liberty. 

When  free  now  from  their  prison  'neath  the  sod, 
Up  towards  the  sun  reaches  each  new-born  thing. 

And  while  a  gentle  breeze — .the  breath  of  God — 
In  whispers  tells  the  world  —  "It  is  the  Spring!" 

Barbara    Knox. 

Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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STARS. 

It  was  a  famous  American  astronomer,  the 
late  Professor  Simon  Newcomb,  who  recom- 
mended everybody  to  go  each  alone  on  one  of 
those  clear,  sparkling  moonless  nights,  to  a 
hill  in  the  country  where  there  is  a  wide  liori- 
zon.  Arrived  at  such  place,  he  should  lie  down 
on  the  ground  and  watch  the  stars  in  their 
slow,  majestic  march  as  they  rise,  one  by  one, 
across  the  sky,  and  set. 

It  was  October,  and  well  wrapped  against 
the  nip  of  night,  I  followed  the  advice.  Soon 
after  sunset  I  took  my  place  to  watch  the  sky, 
unaided  by  other  instruments  than  my  eyes, 
like  the  Magi  who  followed  the  star  of  Beth- 
lehem, I  looked  first  towards  the  western  sky, 
before  its  stars  were  set.  The  twilight  still 
showed  a  dusky  sunset  glow  far  down  the 
horizon.  Every  October  in  the  years  1923  to 
1933  Saturn  is  visible  to  the  eye  in  the  evening, 
and  thus  is  enumerated  as  one  of  the  evening 
stars.  Although  I  speak  of  Saturn  as  an  even- 
ing star,  the  planet  is  not  a  star  at  all.  It  is 
attached  to  the  family  of  our  sun,  and  shines 
by  reflecting  his  light.  Stars,  on  tho  contrary, 
are  other  suns,  immensely  distant,  and  shine 
by  their  own  light.  Planets  a»pear  to  wander 
about  among  the  stars.  Stars  retain  their  rela- 
tive places  with  a  slight  change  from  year  to 
year. 

Stretching  diagonally  across  the  sky  from 
north-east  to  south-west,  and  passing  almost 
directly  overhead  in  the  October  evenings,  lies 
the  Milky  Way,  Like  the  bright  stars,  it 
marches  from  east  to  west  throughout  the 
night,  but  some  parts  of  it  are  always  in  view, 
for  it  is  a  belt  that  completely  encircles  the 
heavens. 

As  I  watched  the  stars  moving  through  the 
night,  I  saw  that  they  moved  by  less  and  less 
distances  and  more  and  more  aslant  to  the 
horizon,  as  I  looked  farther  and  farther  north, 


till  presently  I  found  that  some  neither  rise  nor 
set  but  describe  large  circles  in  the  northern 
sky.  Looking  towards  the  centre  of  these  cir- 
cles, I  found  the  stars  moving  less  and  less 
swiftly,  till  finally  at  the  pole  star  the  eye 
could  scarcely  see  the  motion  at  all,  unless  very 
accurately  guided  by  some  fixed  objects  in  line, 
such  as  stones  or  houses. 

Thousands  of  years  have  passed  since  men 
have  first  looked  upon  the  stars.  Yet,  as  we 
know,  their  order  has  apparently  changed  but 
little  in  all  that  time.  Stars  that  were  brightest 
then  are  brightest  now,  as  we  know  on  the  best 
of  authority. 

Since  it  is  only  the  most  harmoniou;^  rela- 
tions which  survice  the  shock  and  wear  of 
time,  unchanged,  it  is  not  surprising  that  ima- 
ginative and  poetic  natures,  contemplating  the 
enduring  splendour  of  the  matchless  heavens, 
should  have  fallen  upon  the  beautiful  concep- 
tion of  the  "harmony  of  the  spheres."  The 
thought  is  expressed  by  someone  on  a  visit  to 
the  Alpine  heights  of  Chamonix,  as  follows: 

Shine,  shine,  ye  stars  in  splendour, 

Rule  o'er  the  Alpine  night. 
Awake  the  soul's  deep  longing 

For  worlds  than  this  more  bright. 

While  on  this  lofty  mountain 
We  seem  to  Heaven  more  near; 

We  seem  to  hear  the  chorus 
Of  every  rolling  sphere. 

For  though  in  solemn  stillness 

The  planets  circle  round, 
And  through  the  constellations 

Give  neither  voice  nor  sound. 

The  listening  soul  enraptured. 
The   thoughtful   eye   can   see, 

How  like  our  Heavenly  homeland 
This  world  of  ours  may  be  ,  .    ." 

Loretto  Rozak,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago, 
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"FROM  MY  WINDOW." 

Illustration  hy  Jane  Williamson. 


View   from   Loon   Island, 

Lake    St.    Joseph, 

Muskoka. 


"One  burnished 
sheet  of  living 
oold,"  Lake  St. 
Joseph  lay  beneath 
mj'  window  on  manj" 
and  many  a  glorious 
morning  in  the  wilds 
of  Muskoka.  Some 
times  indeed  i  t  s 
M'aters  lay  bine  as  if 
the  sky  were  turned 
upside  down,  and 
sometimes  they  lay 
dark  as  a  tarn  i-n  the 


nether  world.  But  from  the  vantage  point  of 
my  window  on  Loon  Island  the  waters  of  the 
Lake  are  not  the  only  charm.  On  its  farther 
shore  rises,  tier  upon  tier,  a  deep,  dark  forest 
of  fir,  spruce,  and  pine — a  forest  still  fresh 
from  the  hands  of  its  Creator,  for  man's  ha»nd 
has  so  far  left  it  untouched.  No  woodman's 
axe  has  ever  made  the  fairies  break  their  dance 
at  dawn;  no  clang  of  engine  has  yet  sent 
nym])li  and  dryad  to  seek  their  leafy  covert. 
At  eventide  a  deej),  mysterious  silence  seems 
to  brood  over  water  and  forest.  The  great 
trees  whisjier  secrets  to  each  other,  and  even 
the  vesi)er  sO'Ug  of  the  birds  has  a  different 
note  as  if  they,  too,  were  under  the  spell  of 
Nature's  mystery. 

Jane  Williamson,  Form  V., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Out. 


The  vieAv  from  my  favorite  window  of  our 
summer  cottage  shows  the  Severn  river  wind- 
ing along  its  valley  until  it  becomes  a  mere 
silver  thread  in  the  distance.  The  right  shore 
is  thickly  wooded  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see. 
On  the  left  shore  are  huge  cliffs  and  rocks, 
with  here  and  there  a  scattered  group  of  cedars 
and  white  birches.  In  the  glimmering  light  of 
evening  the  cliffs  and  rocks  reflected  in  the 
water  become  vast  and  gloomy  caverns,  and 
the  white  birch,  ghostly  sentinels.  Far  in  the 
background  rise  the  distant  hills  whose  colour 
is  ever  varying  like  the  tints  of  an  opal. 

Yvonne  Mahony,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 


Just  opposite  the  small  dormer-window  of 
my  attic-den  stands  an  ancient  applc'-tree  with 
its  gnarled  trunk  and  rambling  branches.  In 
the  long  winter  evenings,  looking  out  through 
the  velvet  darkness,  I  ca-n  see  dimly,  my  tree 


waving  its  long  skeleton  arms  and  looking  oh, 
so  old  and  wise  as  it  stands  staunchly  against 
the  blast  of  the  north  wind.  But  with  the  com- 
ing of  Spring  it  renews  its  youth.  The  robins 
and  the  cardinals  make  their  home  in  its  leafy 
bowers  and  trill  their  roundelays  amid  a  mass 
of  ])ink-hearted  blossoms.  At  the  touch  of 
Autumn  its  burnished  leaves  glow  in  the  sun, 
and  its  branches  droop  under  their  weight  of 
rosy  fruit.  The  robins  are  .singing  their  fare- 
well song  and  a  drowsy  murmur  through  the 
branches  seems  to  be  saying,  "My  work  is 
done." 

Eleanor  Magee,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 


As  I  sit  before  my  window  a  long  path  that 
wind.s  its  way  up  the  slope  of  a  gentle  hill  at- 
tracts my  gaze.  It  is  bounded  on  either  side  by 
a  tangled  wood.  Willows,  oaks  and  wild  cher- 
ries interlock  their  branches,  and  a  tangle  of 
shrubbery  encircles  their  trunks.  Looking  out 
upon  the  varying  asi)ect.s  of  the  scene,  I  dream 
of  many  things.  In  Autumn,  the  ])ath  Avinding 
through  a  riot  of  crimson  and  gold,  might  lead 
to  the  enchanted  palace  of  the  Sleeping  Prin- 
cess. In  winter,  wheal  its  every  tree  and  shrub 
is  enshrouded  in  snow  and  ice,  the  noonday 
rays  deck  it  in  millions  of  jewels  rare,  and  it 
seems  not  a  mere  wood,  but  a  fit  haunt  for 
fairies  and  sprites. 

Helen  Burns,   Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 


"The  Mountain  looks  on  Marathon 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea." 
The  mountain  looks  at  my  window,  but  my 
window,  alas !  looks  not  upon  the  sea,  but  back 
at  the  mountain.  Right  at  its  foot  is  a  giant 
wallow-tree  which  towers  majestically  over  its 
smaller  neighbors,  and  seems  to  challenge  the 
mountain  itself,  like  another  David  and  Go- 
liath. I  have  come  to  know  the  varying  moods 
of  our  mountain.  On  dark  days  it  frow-ns  and 
looks  forbidding.  In  the  sunshine  it  smiles, 
and  dancing  rivulets  course  down  its  sides. 
Again,  enveloped  in  mist  it  seems  to  weep,  and 
the  line  of  trees  on  its  summit  takes  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  huge  watchmen  on  outpost  duty. 
But  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  the  houses 
on  its  crest  look  like  castles  with  windows  of 
molten  gold,  and  even  the  smoke  that  rises  in 
spirals  from  its  brow  looks  like  clouds  of  in- 
cense. 

Florence  Hunter,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 
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The  Jji<'utenaiit-Goverii()r  of  Ontario  and  Mrs.  Bruce  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heij^hts,  on  Febru- 
ary 24th,  1933,  with  the  pupils  who  took  part  in  the  musical  programme  in  their  honour  and  some 

of  the  students  from  Loretto  Abbey  College. 


MAN— THE  MASTER  OF  THE  WORLD. 


In  this  age  of  civilizatiotii,  man  has  proved 
himself  capable  of  enormous  brain  power  and 
intelligence.  He  has  ferreted  out  the  hitherto 
mysterious  elements  of  nature  in  his  study  of 
science,  and  has  ascended  to  the  very  pinnacle 
of  success,  where  he  stands  to-day,  calling  him- 
self the  master  of  the  world. 

But  man  is  not  merely  a  superior  type  of 
animal.  First,  he  possesses  a  soul  and  reason, 
which  the  beast  lacks.  Secondly,  the  animal 
roams  aimlessly  about  the  earth  on  all  fours, 
his  head  even  to  the  ground,  while  man  was 
created  by  God  to  walk  upright,  facing  heav- 
en, that  he  might  receive  from  his  Maker  the 
gifts  by  which  God  intended  him  to  work  out 
his  salvation.  Thus,  when  man  lowers  his 
head  towards  the  earth  in  pursuit  of  worldly 
pleasures,  where  is  this  distinction  from  the 


animal?     And  yet  he  calls  himself  the  master 
of  the  world ! 

Having  reached  the  height  of  his  glory,  he 
begins  to  wonder  why  he,  the  most  sui)reme 
being,  should  have  to  bow  his  head  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  a  greater  and  far  mightier 
Creator.  lie  reasons  that  the  man  of  long 
ago,  who  lacked  the  powerful  intelligence  of 
the  present-day  ma>n,  would  naturally  look  up 
to  God  as  far  greater  than  himself.  But  his 
insatiable  egotism  is  piqued  and  irritated  when 
he  looks  at  the  marvellous  modern  inventions 
which  owe  their  origin  and  continuation  to 
him,  arid  he  considers  that  he  has  proved  him- 
self independent  of  God.  But,  oh,  the  folly  of 
man  !  He  does  not  see  the  Hand  that  furnished 
the  material  for  his  work ;  he  does  not  see  the 
same  Hand  guiding  and  encouraging  him  in  his 


222 


THE      RAINBOW 


labour ;  he  does  not  know  that  should  this  Hand 
withdraw  its  support  and  guidance,  the  monu- 
ment of  his  achievements  would  collapse  —  a 
mighty,  worthless  ruin ! 

His  conquests  are  indeed  great.  He  has 
mastered  the  land,  the  sea  and  the  sky,  deriv- 
ing the  utmost  benefits  from  these  elements 
of  nature.  He  has  surmounted  mighty  barriers 
which  have  raised  him  above  the  wild,  uncivil- 
ized barbarian,  to  whom  the  things  God  placed 
on  the  earth  meaait  nothing.  But  he  has  over- 
looked the  most  important  conquest  of  all  — 
himself!  He  is  chained  and  bound  by  worldly 
ties;  a  mere  slave  to  his  ambitions,  whims  and 
habits.  He  is  continually  bowing  down  to  pub- 
lic opinion.  The  desire  to  appear  great  and 
magnificent  in  the  eyes  of  his  less  successful 
fellow  creatures  becomes  an  obsession.  And 
while  one  is  a  slave  he  cannot  be  a  master. 

The  term,  master  of  the  world,  could  not 
be  applied  to  him.  It  is  meant  for  the  man 
who  has  conquered  his  animal  instincts;  who 
has  complete  control  over  his  passions,  and 
keeps  his  lower  and  coarser  nature  in  subjec- 
tion to  his  upper.  This  man  may  truly  be  called 
the  master  of  the  world. 

Barbara  Knox,  E.  de  M. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


BUDDY. 

Probably  it  is  because 
Buddy  is  the  only  dog 
I  have  owned  that  I  find 
him  so  very  interesting. 
I  have  given  shelter  to 
many  stray  dogs  and 
cats,  but  usually  these 
got  returned  to  their 
owners  — ^or  got  lost  again-  But  Buddy  I  re- 
ceived as  a  birthday  gift,  whe-n  he  was  about 


three  weeks  old.  I  was  out  when  he  was 
brought  to  the  house,  and  I  came  home  to  find 
him  cuddled  in  a  small  ball  on  the  living-room 
rug,  smaller  than  a  china  dog  which  had  been 
placed  beside  him.  He  was  so  tiny  that  you 
could  hold  him  in  one  hand.  His  fur  was  a 
lovely  shade  of  brown,  and  he  had  black  eye- 
brows and  big  brown  eyes  that  always  looked 
at  you  in  a  puzzled  but  friendly  manner.  As 
he  grew  older  my  brother  taught  him  to  climb 
up  and  down  the  stairs,  which  was  a  very 
laborious  task  for  the  little  fellow.  Sometimes 
he  Avould  stay  on  a  stair,  afraid  to  come  down 
any  further.  Like  mosit  dogs,  he  is  mischie- 
vous. What  he  best  likes  to  do  is  to  grab  hold 
of  the  cuff  of  my  father's  trouser-leg  and  pull 
as  hard  as  he  can  (which  is  not  very  hard) 
while  my  father  is  trying  to  walk.  Buddy  is 
now  about  two  and  a-half  years'  old;  he  is 
still  a  small  dog,  and  he  still  has  great  big 
dark-brown  eyes  which  look  at  you  in  appeal- 
ing fashion,  especially  when  he  wants  to  be 
petted  and  noticed  —  which  seems  to  be  all 
the  time. 

Madeleine  O'Donohue. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


"JOHN  GILPIN  WAS  A  CITIZEN  ..  .." 

The  most  thrilling  ride  I  ever  had  was  not 
in  a  car,  as  most  people  would  imagine,  nor 
on  a  swift  train,  nor  even  in  an  aeroplane.  It 
was  on  an  old,  tired-out  work-horse,  an  a  farm. 
In  company  with  my  cousin,  I  had  sought  the 
])asture  in  search  of  a  favourite  colt.  Not  find- 
ing him,  Ave  picked  out  the  most  dilapidated- 
looking  horse  in  the  field.  Not  bothering  to 
put  the  saddle  on  him,  and  with  only  a  bridle, 
we  climbed  up  on  his  back,  and  gaily  off  we 
went  at  a  slow  trot  down  the  lane  towards  the 
bush-    Behind  the  bush  was  a  railroad,  and  it 
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was  to  that  our  noble  ste^d  carried  us.  It  was 
just  our  luck  that  a  train  should  pass  at  that 
moment,  and  the  horse,  frij»:htened  at  the  whis- 
tle, went  f»:allopin^  into  the  bush  with  all  speed 
possible.  I  clung  to  his  neck  for  dear  life,  and 
my  cousin  clunj?  to  me  in  the  same  fashion, 
and  we  both  wondered  if  Ave  would  ever  come 
out  alive.  Never  had  we  imagined  that  such 
an  old  horse  could  travel  so  fast.  Suddenly 
he  seemed  to  lose  all  his  vigour  as  quickly  as 
he  had  gained  it,  and  stopped  still  in  the  middle 
of  the  bush.  We  appeared  at  the  farmhouse 
one  and  a-half  hours  later,  just  as  our  relatives 
were  setting  out  to  look  for  us.  We  had  left 
the  poor  horse  in  the  bush.  But  it  is  a  ride  I 
really  enjoyed  —  not  then,  but  ever  since. 
Grwen  Byrne,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


THE  HOLY  YEAR. 

To  the  already  tired  and  troubled  world 
the  dawn  of  1933  means,  perhaps,  but  one  thing 
— another  year  of  suffering  and  sorrow.  To 
Catholics,  however,  it  should  have  an  entirely 
different  outlook.  It  is  the  birthday  of  the 
One,  True  Church— the  Catholic  Church.  Nine- 
teen hundred  years  have  passed  since  its  Found- 
er, Jesus  Christ,  chose  for  His  helpers  twelve 
ignorant  men,  and  gave  to  them  the  keys  to 
His  Kingdom.  Down  through  centuries,  per- 
secution and  false  accusations  have  been  hurl- 
ed at  its  portals  and  its  minis»ters  from  almost 
every  nation.  After  the  lapse  of  nineteen  hun- 
dred years  it  is  stronger  than  ever,  marching 
majestically  o-nward. 

In  this  time  and  age,  when  leaders  have 
openly  declared  that  in  a  few  years  they  will 
have  purged  the  world  of  any  knowledge  of 
God,  we  should  not  be  frightened  or  discour- 
aged.    This   has  happened   before,  seemingly 


sweeping  like  a  forest  fire,  only  to  find,  when 
it  has  spent  itself,  the  Catholic  Church  still  in 
existence  with  increasing  numbers. 

This  year,  then,  should  be  a  joyful  one  for 
every  Catholic,  and  as  we  try  to  prepare  for 
the  birthday  of  our  loved  ones,  we  should  try 
to  prepare  for  this  most  beautiful  birthday  by 
celebrating  it  in  a  fitting  and  pleasing  manner 
on  Easter  Sunday,  1933. 

Peggy  Simpkins,  '35. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


HOW  PEACE  VANQUISHED 
CHAOS! 

As  I  walk  along  the  silent  shore  of  Saint 
Mary's  tranquil  waters,  with  the  silvery  moon 
painting  a  sparkling  path  of  heavenly  light 
across  the  darkness,  I  am  deeply  impressed 
with  its  peace  and  beauty.  Alas!  it  was  not 
always  thus.  Do  you  wish  to  know  how  peace 
gained  possession  of  our  beloved  river? 

Then  wander  back  in  fancy 'to  the  time 
when  the  first  missionaries  visited  these  shores. 
Instead  of  quiet  waters  being  parted  by  the 
bow  of  a  stately  ship,  aglow  with  a  thousand 
brilliant  lights  which  almost  cast  into  oblivion 
the  moon's  lovely  splendour,  a  rough,  hand- 
hewn  canoe  glides  into  view.  It  is  steered  by 
strong,  brave  men,  wielding  their  paddles  with 
great  skill  to  prevent  the  small  craft  from 
being  overpowered  by  the  turbulent  waters 
of  Saint  Mary's  Rapids.  No  light  have  they 
to  guide  them  on  their  perilous  journey  save 
that  of  the  moon  and  stars. 

But  at  last  the  dangerous  rapids  have  been 
crossed.  And  along  the  Virgin  shore  there 
treads  with  silent  step  the  one  who  may  truth- 
fully be  called  the  Father  of  this  historic  city. 
His  well-worn  Rosary  slips  through  his  fingers 
as  he  fervently  prays  for  the  success  of  his 
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many  missions,  especially  for  the  conversion  of 
the  uncivilized  tribes. 

Would  that  we  had  time  to  linger  and  learn 
of  the  great  hardships  Father  Marquette  had 
to  endure,  the  many  obstacles  he  had  to  over- 
come in  bringing  to  the  tribes  of  the  Sault 
a  knowledge  of  the  true  God,  aod  thus  to  Saint 
Mary's  shores  that  beautiful  peace  that  has 
never  died. 

Not  far  from  the  shore  of  this  river  where 
the  Indians  once  indulged  in  horrible  massacres 
stands  a  huge  boulder  bearing  a  bronze  tablet 
in  memory  of  this  heroic  and  holy  missionary. 
It  is  a  tribute  to  his  extraordinary  patience, 
marvellous  endurance  and  sublime  love  —  a 
love  that  was  so  great  that  it  overflowed  into 
the  heart  of  every  one  of  the  Indians,  who  in 
their  turn  passed  it  down  to  their  present  pos- 
terity. 

Thus  where  once  chaos  reigned  supreme 
peace  now  holds  sway,  a  peace  that  is  enhanced 
by  the  natural  beauty  it  reverently  governs, 
because  it  js  constantly  radiating  from  the 
Heart  of  the  One,  True  God. 

Mary  Watson,  '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


INTERVAL. 

The  mist  draws  back  slowly,  as  if  some 
gentle  hand  were  gathering  aside  the  gossamer 
curtain,  disclosing  the  Falls,  the  trees,  the 
buildings,  illuminated  by  the  last  rays  of  the 
setting  sun ! 

Presently  little  yellow  lanterns  of  light 
flicker  into  sight,  heralds  of  the  approaching 
night.  The  busy  world  relaxes.  All  will  be 
peaceful  now.  A  lazy  stream  of  smoke  arises 
from  burning  leaves  and  slowly  winds  its  way 
above  the  trees.  The  stillness,  the  curling 
smoke  —  we  fancy  we  are   getting  the  very 


odour  of  those  leaves !  Twilight,  all  unper- 
ceived,  has  stealthily  come  upon  our  world. 

Yes,  all  is  quiet;  all  is  peace.  An  unusual 
drowsiness  overcomes  us.  It  is  the  interval — 
the  interval  between  light  and  dark — the  in- 
terval of  twilight.    We  dream 

We  start !  An  electric  sign  flashes  a  blaze 
of  colour  against  the  deepening  darkness. 
Night  and  darkness  have  now  arrived,  and 
with  them  the  busy  world  resumes  its  mad 
rush  onward.  All  earthly  things  are  surely 
transitory  —  passing  —  even  as  the  twilight. 

Noel  Rahn,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 


AN  EASTER  GIFT. 

Ann  Merriwell,  vivacious,  athletic,  the  only 
daughter  of  wealthy  parents,  is  out  for  her 
daily  "bracer."  Dressed  in  a  smart  swagger 
coat  and  a  neat  close-fitting  hat,  she  presents 
a  picture  that  invites  more  than  one  interested 
glance  from  passers-by.  A  Rolls-Royce  wheels 
up  to  the  curb,  and  Mr.  Merriwell  invites  his 
daughter  to  join  him  for  the  drive  home.  As 
they  near  the  house  he  inquires  suddenly: 
"Ann,  could  you  give  me  a  little  while  this 
evening?  There  is  an  important  matter  on 
which  I  should  like  your  opinion." 

"Sorry,  Dad,  but  I'm  going  out.  You  know 
Mrs.  Fontain  is  having  a  dinner,  and  we're 
going  to  the  Country  Club  afterwards." 

Her  father  sighed.  How  Ann  had  changed! 
No  thought  of  anyone  but  herself  any  longer! 
Well,  perhaps  he  was  to  blame  himself,  but 
he  had  tried  to  bring  her  up  as  he  should. 

Ann  went  to  the  dinner,  danced  late,  and 
returned  with  the  other  members  of  the  party 
to  the  home  of  their  hostess,  where  they  had 
supper. 
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"Extra!     Extra!     Read  all  about  the  big  King,   by   trying   to   bear   my   burden   with   a 

crash !     Extra  !     Extra !"  happy  heart  for  Thy  sake,  and  by  giving  my 

"John,  like  a  dear,  get  a  paper;  see  it  it's  life  to  the  service  of  others." 
any  of  our  friends  that's  crashed"  —  and  at  Ann   Merriwell,   coming  into   the   morning 

Ann's  invitation  John  rushed  for  the  paper. 


A  month  later,  Ann  Merriwell  is  out  walking, 
but  in  quite  a  different  district  and  in  rather 
different  attire.  The  Ann  we  first  knew  has 
gone,  and  in  her  place  is  a  quieter,  more 
thoughtful  young  woman.  The  company  her 
father  owned  has  failed,  and  they  have  been 
able  to  save  just  enough  to  buy  a  small  cot- 
tage in  the  suburbs.  One  by  one,  her  friends 
have  forsaken  her. 

"Ann,  would  you  care  to  go  to  Mass  with 
me  at  the  Catholic  Cathedral?'-'  asked  Mr.  Mer- 
riwell, hesitatingly.  Ann  had  declared  the 
year  before  that  "going  to  church  was  silly" 
and  "just  a  waste  of  time."  She  now  accepted 
eagerly. 

"It  will  be  something  to  occupy  my  time 
if  nothing  more,"  she  said  to  herself. 

Arriving  at  St.  Peter's  Cathedral,  Ann  look- 
ed about  her  in  amazement.  "Surely  the  own- 
ers of  all  these  cars  weren't  in  church?" 

After  the  Mass  was  over  Ann  and  her  father 
walked  home,  she  in  deep  thought  and  he  anxi- 
ously watching  her.  Ann  thought:  "If  all 
these  people  believe  in  those  religious  truths 
there  must  be  something  in  it.  All  over  the 
world  people  are  celebrating  Easter,  recalling 
the  Resurrection  of  Our  Saviour,  offering  gifts 

to  Him.    Wouldn't  it  be  glorious  if "  and 

so  her  thoughts  travelled  on. 

A  slight  form  hurried  into  church  for  the 
High  Mass  on  that  same  morning,  drawn  by  a 
power  she  could  not  resist.  Her  face  aglow 
with  re-awakened  love,  she  said  resolutely:  "I 
consecrate  my  life  to  Thee,  0  Risen  Lord,  My 


MISH  KSMK  THOMAS,  I.oi-i'tto 
Acmleiiiy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario, 
winner  of  Fir.st  l*riz('  in  the  Inter- 
Loretto  Poster  Contest  hel<l  during; 
the  Crusmle  (\)nventi<>n  at  Loi-etto 
Academy,  Hamilton,  Februai-s'  24th 
and  25th,    1933. 


air,  felt  a  new  peace  witiiin  her  heart.  She 
could  not  regret  what  she  had  lost.  It  seemed 
now  a  .small  price  to  i)ay  for  this  j^erfect  gift. 

Marguerite  Bedford,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 
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BEAUTIFUL  HORTA. 


I  was  subconsciously  fighting  with  sleep, 
and  I  did  so  want  to  win.  The  night  before 
I  had  firmly  resolved  to  awaken  at  five  o'clock. 
This  ''firm-resolution-to-rise"  method  had  suc- 
ceeded many  times  before.  It  had  failed,  too. 
If  only  I  might  waken  now !  Few  would  be 
up,  and  I  wanted  to  see  Horta  so  very  much. 
Purposely  I  had  left  the  port-holes  open  Avide, 
hoping  the  early  morning  breezes  of  the  Azores 
might  lend  a  hand  in  rousing  me.  When  I  did 
awake,  the  first  sound  to  reach  my  ears  was 

r^  / — -  /    ^ 


that  of  the  gong.  Twice  it  boomed  out.  Two 
bells !  I  felicitated  myself,  jumped  out  of  bed 
into  my  clothes,  grabbed  an  apple  which  I  had 
thoughtfully  procured  the  night  before 
(breakfast  was  at  eight!)  and  appeared  on 
deck  in  a  surprisingly  short  while.  I  Avill 
admit,  however,  that  the  ship  was  at  a-nchor 
and  the  sea  very  calm. 

The  picture,  I  might  say  ' '  the  living  water- 
colour,"  that  stood  before  me  when  I  came  on 
deck,  was  to  remain  with  me  always,  a  beauti- 
ful impression  that  would  never  efface  itself 
from  my  memory.  The  Azores  are  all  very 
pretty;  but  this  little  island  possessed  an  ex- 
otic loveliness  unlike  the  others.  It  seemed  to 
consist  of  only  two  large  mountains,  vividly 
green,  that  rose  up  out  of  the  sea,  with  a  mi- 
nute but  fertile  valley  at  their  feet,  where, 
snug  a-nd  cozy,  nestled  the  village  of  Horta. 


The  sun  was  just  beginning  to  peep  over  the 
top  of  the  mountain,  just  beginning  to  shed 
its  warm  rays  upon  the  little  white-washed 
houses  in  the  valley.  On  the  crest  of  one 
mountain  the  shapes  of  a  score  or  more  aged 
windmills  were  outlined  o-n  the  pale  blue  sky, 
and  somehow  their  turning  sails  brought  to 
my  mind  Don  Quixote  and  his  Avindmills.  They 
must  have  been  like  these. 

Unfortunately,  it  is  beyond  my  power  to 
depict  the  beauty  of  this  ensemble,  —  the 
cruel  dark  green  of  the  sea,  so  out  of  harmony 
with  the  inviting  little  white  houses;  the  bright 
green  of  the  towering  mountains,  with  their 
Quixotic  windmills;  the  pure,  azure  heavens; 
and  the  globe  of  orange  fire  rising  into  them, 
Avith  the  slow  majestic  pomp  of  a  proud  king — 
proud,  yet  indispensable. 

When  my  hungry  eyes  had  taken  in  every- 
thing about  me,  I  came  down  to  earth — to  the 
ship,  which,  in  spirit,  I  had  very  unconsciously 
left.  The  top  deck,  which  usually  overflowed 
with  presumptive  people,  held  only  five  this 
morning.  There  were  two  deck-stewards,  pla- 
cidly scrubbing  floors,  and  a  charming  sweet 
young  couple — besides  myself.  I  had  contrived 
to  learn  that  these  tAvo  young  people 
were  newly  -  married,  but  I  had  arrived 
no  further.  They  were  cordial,  aces  at 
deck  -  te-nnis  (Avhich  fact  Avon  for  them 
all  my  admiration),  but  much  too  ab- 
sorbed in  each  other  to  be  communicative. 
This  morning  they  seemed  equipped  to  go  off 
somewhere.  I  knew  very  Avell  that  none  could 
leave  the  ship  at  Horta,  except  to  stay,  and 
surely,  surelij,  these  two  were  not  intending  to 
live  here  on  this  forsaken  islet  in  the  middle 
of  the  ocean?     The  ship  had  dropped  anchor 
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an  hour  before,  and  was  leaviiij^  in  good  time. 
The  girl  —  she  was  but  that  —  had  already 
started  down  the  side  ladder.  **He"  came  over 
to  me  and  extended  his  hand:  "Good-bye,  little 
girl,"  he  said.  "I  am  glad  you  came  to  see  us 
off.  Marion  and  I  are  going  to  live  here,  you 
know.  1  am  the  English  representative  on  this 
island."  lie  paused,  took  in  the  island  at  a 
glance,  and  then:  "Think  of  us  'sometimes. 
Good-bye !" 

I  didn't  answer;  just  watched  him  go  over 
the  side  of  the  ship,  and  disappear. 

I  have  thought  of  them,  so  many,  many 
times.  Of  course  they  had  each  otiier,  and 
beautiful  Horta.  But  was  it  so  lovely  from 
the  inside  looking  out  at  an  endless  exi)anse 
of  sea?  I  wondered  then,  and  I  am  still  Avon- 
dering 

The  ship  began  to  move  away  slowly,  as 
though  reluctant  to  leave  them  behind.  I  sat 
down  on  a  somewhat  damp  and  chilly  deck- 
chair  to  muse  on  the  things  that  had  jUiSt  oc- 
curred :  that  island,  already  fading  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  the  two,  practically  alone  there. 
How  small  would  it  seem  to  them?  Then  I 
very  reverently  took  out  my  apple.  What  else 
could  I  do? 

Elsie  Felix,  III.  Year. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


THE  CITY  OF  DREAMS. 

New  Orleans,  historic  site  of  romance  — 
America's  Most  Interesting  City,  and  its  second 
port — is  indeed  a  marvellous  place  to  visit. 
Every  American  knows  that  the  Crescent  City 
is  teeming  with  world-renowned  historic  spots; 
and  so  it  is  not  a  matter  of  finding  interestiaig 
places  to  go  while  you  are  in  New  Orleans,  but 
rather  it  is  a  matter  of  S'clecting  the  most  noted 
of  the  thousands  of  nationally  known  places, 
which  causes  the  most  concern. 


A  few  years  ago  we  spent  the  winter  mo-nths 
in  New  Orleans,  and  of  course  we  attended 
the  annual  "Mardi  Gras,"  a  marvellous  festival 
just  before  Lent  begins.  At  this  time  the 
southern  metropolis  is  a  scene  of  gayety  and 
splendour.  It  lasts  for  about  four  days,  the 
final  celebration  taking  place  on  Shrove  Tues- 
day. 

Almost  ever  since  there  has  been  a  New 
Orlean.s  there  has  been  an  Ursuline  Convent. 
In  1737  a  band  of  Ursuline  nuns  arrived  in  the 
little  village  Bienville  had  established,  with 
the  purpose  of  educating  the  girls  of  the  com- 
munit}'.  W^ork  was  begun  on  a  convent,  and 
school-building  in  Conde  Street — -now  Char- 
tres — and  in  the  meantime  the  nuns  were  set- 
tled at  the  corner  of  Conde  and  Bienville. 
When  their  home  was  finished  they  took  pos- 
session of  it,  and  there  they  a-nd  their  succes- 
sors lived  their  quiet  lives  and  taught  the  girls 
for  ninety-four  years — until  the  youngest  of 
the  first  band  of  pupils  had  long  since  passed 
away  and  their  g]  andchildren  had  come  to 
take  their  plr.?es.  Ihe  nuns  were  in  this  home 
during  the  Battle  of  New  Orleans,  and  prayed 
so  long  and  hard  for  the  success  of  the  Ameri- 
cans that  they  have  always  believed  the  suc- 
cess of  the  Americans  was  due  to  the  interven- 
tion of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  as  a  result  of  those 
earnest   prayers. 

The  Old  St.  Louis  Cemetery,,  laid  out  in 
1718,  deserves  more  than  passing  notice.  No 
other  spot  in  New  Orleans  so  recalls  the  past 
with  all  its  history,  chivalry,  sentiment  and 
romance.  It  is  over  two  hundred  years  since 
it  was  first  opened.  During  that  time  funeral 
processions  have  daily  crossed  its  threshold, 
conveying  thither  the  dead  of  all  ages  and  of 
all  countries.  Walk  through  its  tortuous  al- 
leys and  weeds  and  you  will  find  there  the 
whole  history  of  the  city  since  the  purchase 


228 


THE      RAINBOW 


of  Louisiana  by  the  United  States.  The  old- 
est epitaph  extant  does  not  go  back  further 
than  1800.  All  are  buried  above  the  ground^ — 
go  down  four  feet  and  you  strike  water.  The 
New  Orleans  Italian  Benevolent  Society's  tomb 
is  the  most  artistic.  In  the  walls  that  surround 
the  cemetery  are  tombs  three  tiers  high.  These 
are  for  the  poor. 

An  important  historical  site  is  the  Cabildo, 
Avhere  the  ancient  municipal  authorities  of 
Spanish  times  met.  It  was  erected  in  1795. 
It  was  here  the  transfer  of  the  Louisiana  Pur- 
chase took  place  in  1803,  from  Spain  to  France 
and  from  France  to  the  United  States,  all  in- 
side of  a  month.  On  that  occasion  it  was  called 
"Maiso-n  de  Lafayette."  The  building  is  now 
the  historical  section  of  the  State  Museum. 

New  Orleans  is  the  largest  fresh-water  har- 
bour in  the  world,  110  miles  from  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  and  the  port  ranks  second  and  is  only 
excelled  by  New  York  by  a  very  small  margin. 
The  harbour  is  from  80  to  100  feet  in  depth,  and 
you  will  be  surprised  to  know  that  it  can  re- 
ceive the  largest  ocean-going  vessels. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  places  to  visit 
is  the  shrine  of  the  great  St.  Roch.  St.  Roch's 
Shrine  was  erected  in  1871  by  Reverend  Father 
Thevis,  with  his  own  hands,  in  fulfilment  of  a 
vow  that  if  none  of  this  little  parish  of  his 
died  during  the  yellow  fever  epidemic  of  1866 
and  1867,  he  Avould,  stone  by  stone,  build  the 
little  chapel  in  thanksgiving  to  God.  None  of 
his  congregation  died,  so  the  chapel  was  erect- 
ed with  his  own  hands.  To-day  the  chapel  is 
quite  a  rendezvous  for  -non-Catholics  as  well  as 
Catholics. 

Everything  that  is  "good"  in  New  Orleans 
is  "Creole."  The  highest  praise  that  can  be 
bestowed  upon  any  article  for  sale  along  the 
streets  is  this,  and  in  the  country  one  hears 
continually  the  application  "Creole  chickens," 
"Creole  eggs,"  "Creole  ponies,"  "Creole  vege- 


tables," and  so  on.  The  term  is  used  to  dis- 
tinguish the  commercial  produce  of  New  Or- 
leans and  of  Louisiana  as  distinguished  from 
that  brought  in  from  the  North  and  West. 

One  hears,  too,  the  term  "Creole  negroes," 
but  it  must  be  remembered  always  that  this  is 
a  fine  distinction,  meaning  the  blacks  and  col- 
oured people  that  are  Louisiana  bred  and  born 
and  French-speaking,  as  distinguished  from 
the  blacks  of  other  States.  "Creole"  means 
"white,"  though,  as  already  seen,  it  has  been 
given  many  shades  of  signification — shades 
which  have  been  taken  up  by  ignorant  scrib- 
blers and  gradually  accepted  by  many  North- 
erners as  meaning  Louisianians  of  mixed 
blood.  Nothing  is  more  erroneous.  The  term 
"Creole,"  according  to  such  a  standard  as 
Webster  and  Worcester,  signifies  "a  native  of 
Spanish  America  or  the  West  Indies,  descended 
from  European  ancestors."  In  Louisiana 
"Creole"  has  much  the  same  meaning  that 
"Stevens"  has  in  New  York.  There  never  was 
a  nobler  or  more  pure-blooded  race  than  the 
Creoles  of  Louisiana,  who  are  pro  ad  of  their 
descent  from  the  best  families  of  France  and 
Spain,  and  who  apply  to  themselves  the  term 
"Creole"  to  distinguish  thie  "old  families" 
of  the  State  from  the  families  of  emigrants  of 
other  countries. 

New  Orleans  is  surely  a  city  of  beauty  as 
well  as  of  historical  significance.  The  climate 
is  ideal  and  attracts  a  great  number  of  visitors 
annually.     It  is  my  "city  of  dreams." 

Agnes  Clare  Grogan,  '33. 
Loretto   Academy,   Woodlaw'n,    Chicago, 


THE  ASSIGNMENT. 


Oh!    not  a  poet  can  I  be, 

So,   why  expect  a  rhyme  from  me? 

"Dog"  rhymesl  with  "log"  and  "cat"  with  "rat," 

But  who  sees  any  art  in  that? 

Poems  were  made  "for"  folks  like  me. 

Who  cannot  write  sweet  poetry. 

Helen  Jane  Senseabrenner,  Foirm  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  iNiagara  Falls,  Ontario. 
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in  ilemoriam===l.ouis;e  Poosi 


DIED   JANUARY    14TH,    1933. 


Deeply  touched  by  the  sorrow  we  share  with 
them,  we  offer  oiir  syni:i)athy  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
J.  Boos,  on  the  death,  on  January  14th,  1933, 
of  their  daughter,  Louise,  our  school-mate  and 
companion.  Even  yet  it  is  difficult  to  realize 
that  she  who  so  recently  made  one  of  our  little 
group  in  work  and  play,  is  taken  from  us  for- 
ever here.  We  all  loved  Louise.  We  had  look- 
ed forward  to  a  brig'ht  future  for  her,  es- 
pecially in  the  world  of  music,  in  which  she 
had  begun  to  make  a  name  for  herself,  having 
already  won  two  medals,  one  of  them  the  medal 
granted  b}-  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music 
for  the  highest  standing  in  Elementary  Piano 
in  Canada.  She  was  prominent  in  school  ac- 
tivities, and  was  on  the  staff  of  the  "Rain- 
bow.' '    How  remote  all  this  seems  now,  as 

'Day  after  day  we  think  what  she  is  doing,' — 
she  who  has  ' 

'  .  .  .  gone  into  that  school 
Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  protection, 
Where  Christ  Himself  doth  rule.' 

Yesterday  she  shared  our  life;  to-daj'  she 
lives  in  eternity.  Her  going  brings  home  to  us 
a  salutary  lesson :  to  live  not  for  the  things  of 
this  world,  but  for  the  things  of  eternity.  We 
little  thought  that  she  would  be  taken  from  us; 
as  little  do  we  know  when  our  turn  may  come. 
Let  us  hope  that  when  it  does  come  our  friends 
may  look  back  upon  our  lives  with  the  senti- 
ments of  thankfulness  we  feel  in  looking  back 
upon  the  years  in  which  we  had  the  privilege 
of  knowing  Louise,  and  with  the  confidenee  we 
feel  in  an  eternity  of  happiness  for  her. 

"Laudate  pueri   Dominum!" 
"Lux    perpetua   luceat   ea!" 

The  Loretto  Pupils  of  Sedley,  Sask. 


LOUISE  BOOS. 


THE  ANGELUS. 

It  came  just  as  the  twilight  fell, 

And   darkness   closed   around, 
That  disltant  tolling  of  a  bell 

That  pierced  the  air  with  sound. 

The  laborer  lets  fall  his  hoe. 

As  o'er  the  stillness  comes  the  sound, 

And  with  his  wife,  in  accents  low. 

Thanks   God   for   all    the  blessings   found. 

Margaret   Moran,   '35. 
Loretto  Academy,   Sault   Ste.   Marie,   Michigan. 


"THE  FLOWERS  HAVE  APPEARED 
IN  OUR  LAND.   ALLELUIA."  —  (^ant.  II. 

Easter  Lilies  are  white  as  snow; 
O'er  them  breezes  softly  blow 
As  nineteen  hundred   years  ago. 

Mary  was  like  a  lily-flower 

When,  as  a  ray  of  light  into  her  bower 

St.  Gabriel  came  that  holy  hour. 

She,  immaculate  and  fair. 
Was  chosen  by  God  His  Son  to  bear. 
Whose  Resurrection  opens  now 
Heaven  —  that  we  may  enter  there. 

Loyola  SchVett,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ont. 
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CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 

Dorothy  was  a  pretty  girl;  she  wore  nice 
clothes,  and  she  was  popular  among  her  scliool 
friends. 

Coming  home  from  school  one  day  she  felt 
tired  after  having  been  up  late  the  night  be- 
fore. Something  was  troubling  her.  She  k-new 
that  she  was  pretty,  and  she  had  more  invita- 
tions than  any  other  girl  in  her  set.  Yet  there 
seemed  to  be  a  vacancy  in  her  life  that  slie 
could  not  account  for. 

There  was  a  good  fire  going  in  the  old 
lire-place.  It  brightened  the  big  living-room 
and  made  it  warm  and  cheery.  She  sat  dow.n 
in  the  big  armchair  by  the  fire,  her  feet  curled 
under  her,  and  her  "Latin"  open  on  her  knee. 
It  was  not  long  before  her  thoughts  had  drift- 
ed from  her  Latin,  in  fact  far  from  all  worldly 
nmtters. 

She  saw  herself  leading  a  procession  up  to 
the  altar;  she  was  dressed  as  a  bride  Avith  a 
long  white  dress  and  flowing  veil.  She  was  -not 
going  to  have  a  human  husband  whose  love 
might  wither  and  fade  with  the  passing  years. 
She  was  going  to  be  the  bride  of  Our  Lord, 
whose  love  would  last  through  Eternity.  She 
saw  her  mother  trying  hard  to  hold  back  the 
tears  of  joy,  and  the  proud  look  that  came 
over  her  father's  face  when  she  promised  to 


keep  her  vows  of  poverty,  obedience,  and  chas- 
tity. 

Now  she  realized  why  parties  and  pretty 
clothes  bored  her.  She  knew  that  instead  of 
being  a  great  society  worker,  her  lot  in  life  was 
to  teach  little  children  about  God,  Who  made 
heaven  and  earth, — or  to  care  for  the  poor  and 
needy.  She  knew  that  she  had  received  her 
call  and  was  glad  she  had  answered. 

Suddenly  she  heard  a  voice,  not  that  of 
an  angel,  but  of  a  worried  mother: 

"Dorothy,  it  is  nearly  time  for  dinner;  will 
3^ou  please  hurry  and  set  the  table?" 

The  spell  was  broken.  She  came  back  to 
earth.  She  knew  that  she  would  have  to  con- 
tinue life  in  the  old  routine  until  the  time  came 
to  carry  out  her  purpose.  She  knew  that  her 
mother  would  miss  her  sorely  and  at  first 
would  not  want  her  to  go.  But  why  did  she 
have  to  set  the  table  before  her  picture  was 
complete.^  But  life  is  real  and  dreams  are  only 
illusions,  and  may  waste  a  lot  of  time  and  some- 
times make  us  more  unhap])y  unless  we  turn 
them  to  account  and  live  up  to  our  ideals  when 
we  come  face  to  face  with  the  every-day  prob- 
lems of  life. 

Helen   Meehan,    Form    II.B, 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


MARCH  MORNING. 


A   pale  sun   glints   across   the  swirling  drifts; 

Bent  trees  are  cracking  with  a  silver  load; 
A  wild  gale  shrieks  in  mischief  asi  it  lifts 

A  stinging  screen  of  flakes  across  the  road. 


It  seems  mid-winter  still,  and  still  the  world 
Lies  wrapped  in  sileep  upon  the  year's  high  shelf; 

But  March  is  such  a  rogue,  his  challenge  hurled 
In  fury  cannot  hide  his  other  self. 


On  roars  the  lion,  but   the  lamb  is   bolder; 

The  madness  has  a  subtle   touch  of  play; 
The  night  wasi  Winter,  but  the  Spring,  grown  older, 

Knows  what  a  trick  of  Winter  is  to-day. 


Dorothy  Nugent,  Third  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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Ijeft  to  rijjjlit — Misses  Jeanne  McLaughlin,  Verna  Jones,  Mary  Ra^li- 

gan,  and  Mary  Seifred. 


OUR  MOTHERS. 

To    be   by   her   side    is   a    wonderful   pleasure 
Though   we   oftein   forget  and  seek   in   another, 
The  rapture  and  bliss  that  seems  to  enfold  us 
When  we  are  with   Mother. 

Her  love  is  more  precious  than  jewels  or  treasure; 
It  comes  from  the  depths  of  a  heart  like  no  other; 
And  only  in  heaven  shall  we  know  its  true  mea- 

siure — 
The  love  of  our  mother. 

Jeanne  Vrettos,  First  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


APRIL. 

Now  is  the  Spring-time  on  the  hill. 

For  every  flower  that  blows. 
The  tulip  and  the  daffodil. 

The   daisiy   and    the   rose. 

All  fair  heads  are  thrust  up  high 

From  out  their  dark  retreat. 
They  whisper  to  the  passer-by 
Of  God,  Who  is  so  sweet. 

Christina  Reid,  Form  II. 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ont. 


MOTHER  LOVE. 


I  think  of  you  as  toiling 

So   happily  for   me; 
I  think  of  you  as  loving 

The  child  that  used  to  be; 
I  think  of  you  as  kissiing 

My  hurts  to   make  them   well. 
And  thinking  thus,  I  love  you 

Far   more   than    words  can    tell. 
In  token  of  my  loving  thought 

Here's  something  sweet  from  me. 
For  Mother  mine,  whose  life  has  taught 

What   Mother-love  can   be. 

Marie  Coleman,   lA, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,   Chicago. 


SPRING. 

As  we  welcome  balmy  Spring 
And   her  praises  softly  sing. 
Bright  sunbeams  flit  across  the  green 
Bequeathing  all  a  charm  siupreme. 
O  happy  days  of  Spring! 
What  peace  and  joy  you  bring. 
Filling   hearts   with   purer   love 
For   the  great  God   above. 

Corinne  Thibert,  '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


GOLD  AND  SILVER. 


WINTER  IN  CHICAGO-LAND. 

When    the   glory    of    winter    descendeth. 

As  snow,  fashioned  purely  and  pale; 
When  the  girls  all  hurry  to  where  it  is  warm; 

And   view   from   within,   the   white  gale; 
It  is  then  that  I  love  Chicago-land, 

When    majestically   calm    and    still; 
Falls  the  sunset-glow  on  the  drifts  piled  Wgh 

In   the  yard   and   the   "I.C."   hill 
In  awe  I  admire  Niagara's  ice. 

Its  fairyland  mists  and  lights'; 
And  I  know  that  the  glory  of  whitened  plains 

Brings  beauty  to  fair  Armour  Heights. 
SitiU — I  would  choose  Niagara  in  the  Spring 

When  the  warm  mist  clothes  trees  in  soft-green. 
And  the  Abbey  is  best  in  the  Fall,  I  think. 

With    its    million-colored    ravine. 
But  it's  winter  now  in  Chicago-land 

And  Woodlawn  is  gay,  clothed  in  white, 
For  snowflakes  love  to  fall  near  our  school, 

And  rest  in  our  yard  all  the  night. 

Florence  Hayes,  '33, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,   Chicago. 


A  minute  ago  the  sun  wasi  out. 
The   garden   was    bathed    in   light; 

The  rose  of  the  moss  it  glowed  and   shone, 
It  was  a  glorious  sight. 

Now  the  garden  is  silver-filled. 

With  tinkling  drops  of  rain; 
Gently  and  siweetly,  and  modest,  too. 

It  trickles  down  the  pane. 

A  minute  ago  the  rose  was  queen 

In  the  garden  of  molten  gold; 
Hers  wasi  the  beauty  of  glitter  and  shine: 

She  spurned  the  lowly  mould. 

The  modest  lily  now  lifts  her  head 

In  the  silvery  shower  of  rain; 
She  is  the  beauty   beloved   by   all 

In  the  garden  by  the  lane. 

This   shows  that   beauty   doth   not   all   belong 

To  the  worldly,  the  ©elfish,  the  vain, 
But  the  modest  one  is  the  beautiful  one. 
As  'twas  taught  in   the  yard  by  the  lame. 

Catherine  Ellis,  age  12,  Fourth  Class. 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
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FAME    OR    SACRIFICE? 

Seated  at  the  concert-grand  piano  in  one 
of  the  most  exclusive  clubs  in  New  York  was 
a  girl  of  about  nineteen  years  of  age.  She 
looked  wonderfully  pretty  sitting  there  with 
her  pale-blue  dress  draped  softly  about  her 
slim  young  body  and  her  wavy  mint-gold  hair 
piled  up  around  her  delicate  ears.  The  girl 
stopped  playing,  and  rising  gracefully,  turned 
to  meet  the  thundering  applause  which 
followed,  as  the  last  clear  notes  of  her  silvery 
voice  died  away. 

Scores  of  admiring  eyes  followed  her  as 
she  gracefully  bowed  her  way  off  the  stage. 
But  Carolyn  St.  Leger  was  unconscious  of  all 
this  as  she  stared  with  absent  eyes  at  the  ex- 
quisite flowers  which  filled  her  dressing-room. 
In  another  moment  this  same  room  was  crowd- 
ed with  groups  of  admiring  friends,  hilariously 
congratulating  her,  and  begging  her  to  come 
to  this  or  that  party  with  them;  but  Carolj'n, 
or  "Bunnie"  as  she  was  called  by  her  friends, 
declined,  pleading  fatigue. 

Ten  minutes  later  Bunnie  jumped  into  her 
cream-coloured  sport  roadster,  a  graduation 
gift  from  Dad,  and  soon  the  careening  car  Avas 
breasting  the  hilltops  on  the  way  to  the  mag- 
nificent Westchester  estate  of  the  socially  pro- 
minent  St.  Legers. 

After  about  half  the  distance  home  had  been 
covered,  Bunnie  deftly  directed  the  roadster 
around  a  sharp  curve,  and  the  car  came  to  a 
sudden  standstill  on  a  hill  that  overlooked  a 
small  lake.  The  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun 
beat  upon  the  lake;  the  trees  looked  like  ebony 
statues  against  a  pink  sky,  and  the  water  was 
like  black  rippled  glass.  Staring  with  brown 
eyes  full  of  lovely  determination,  across  the 
expanse  of  glass-sm'OOith  water  toward  the  sun- 
ball  flaring  in  a  bank  of  purple  cloud,  Bunnie 
was  deciding  upon  a  means  by  which  to  ap- 


proach her  parents  with  her  decision.  Of 
course  she  realized  all  that  she  owed  to  her 
mother  and  father,  who  had  great  hopes  for 
her.  She  realized  the  great  sacrifice  these 
loving  parents  had  made  to  send  her  abroad 
to  Paris  and  Italy — to  study  under  the  greatest 
teachers  of  voice.  Also,  she  realized  how  keen 
their  disappointment  would  be  when  she  told 
them  how  empty  such  a  vain-glorious  career 
as  that  of  an  opera-singer  seemed  to  her.  How 
would  they  take  it  when  she  announced  that 
she  wished  to  answer  God's  call  —  for  now 
she  felt  convinced  that  He  had  called. 

Then  there  was  another  obstacle  —  Joel  — 
Joel  Gilbert,  Avho,  as  everybody  knew,  was 
deeply  in  love  with  Bunnie,  and  who  showed 
his  affection  by  tokens  she  could  not  mistake. 
Of  course  Bunnie  liked  Joel  and  prized  him  as 
one  of  her  very  best  friends.  But,  then,  who 
could  help  liking  Joel?  His  charming  and 
winning  personality  made  him  a  general 
favourite.  He  was  as  much  at  home  on  the 
golf-course  as  he  was  in  the  swimming-pool.  He 
could  swing  a  polo-mallet  with  as  much  accur- 
acy and  grace  as  he  could  waltz.  He  looked 
just  as  handsome  in  his  white  tennis-flannels 
as  he  did  in  his  black  evening-clothes.  More- 
over, Joel  was  enormously  wealthy  —  at  least 
he  would  be  some  day  in  his  own  name,  for  he 
was  the  sole  son  and  heir  of  one  of  the  coun- 
try's wealthiest  financiers.  In  addition  to  all 
these  assets,  Joel  was  a  good  boy,  and  would 
make  an  excellent  husband  for  some  girl.  So- 
ciety debutantes  envied  Bunnie,  for  well  they 
realized  that  Joel  was  one  of  the  most  eligible 
young  men  of  his  day.  Joel,  however,  had  eyes 
for  only  one  girl.  But  Bunnie,  though  she  ap- 
preciated Joel's  regard,  felt  that  she  was  called 
to  a  life  other  than  that  of  the  wife  of  Joel 
Gilbert.  She  hated  to  hurt  him,  but,  then, 
what  could  she  do  —  certainly  not  spurn  God's 
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call.  She  realized — to  some  extent  at  least — 
how  fortunate  she  was  to  be  one  chosen  by 
(jod  to  be  Ills  bride. 

When  the  moon  began  to  reflect  its  beams 
on  the  trembling  birch-leaves,  Bunnie,  as  if  she 
had  made  a  sudden  decision,  set  the  car  in 
motion  and  rapidly  sped  along  the  smootii 
eo-nerete  highway  towards  home. 

Not  very  long  afterwards  the  roadster 
coasted  jauntily  to  a  halt  in  the  driveway  of 
the  well-known  St.  Leger  mansion.  Light 
shining  through  the  French  windows  made 
known  to  Bunnie  the  fact  that  her  mother  was 
entertaini.ng  at  bridge.  Bunriie,  wishing  to 
avoid  anyone  at  this  time,  ran  up  the  back 
stairs  to  her  own  room. 

About  an  hour  after  the  laughter  of  the 
departing  guests  had  ceased,  Bimnie  heard 
footsteps  coming  upstairs  —  in  all  probability 
it  was  her  mother  coming  up  to  see  her.  In 
another  minute  Mrs.  St.  Leger  turned  the  knob 
of  her  daughter's  bedroom  door.  When  she 
opened  it  she  saw  Bunnie  lying  across  the  bed. 
Thinking  that  something  was  amiss,  she  ran 
across  the  threshold  and  inquired  of  her  dau- 
ghter what  was  wrong. 

Bunnie  slowly  sat  up,  and  a  mute  appeal 
showed  on  her  face.  The  dancing  light  and 
her  brown  eyes  receded  into  spiritual  depths. 
At  last  she  had  the  courage  of  her  convictions. 

"Mother,"  she  said,  "I  feel  that  I  must  tell 
you  something  —  something  terribly  import- 
ant." Mrs.  St.  Leger  looked  at  her  daughter 
expectantly.  Bunnie  took  a  long  breath,  look- 
ed up  at  her  mother,  who  was  so  very  dear  to 
her,  smiled,  and  then  began  a  recital  very 
different  from  the  one  she  had  given  in  the 
afternoon. 

There  followed  a  pregnant  silence.  After 
what  seemed  positive  ages  to  Bunnie,  her  mo- 
ther spoke : 


"Carolyn,  dear,"  she  said,  endearment  in 
her  tone,  "[  want  you  to  reeo-nsider  this,  and 
if  you  truly  feel  that  you  have  a  calling,  neither 
your  father  nor  I  will  stand  in  your  way." 

Needless  to  say  Bunnie  was  astounded.  She 
had  expected  her  mother  to  try  to  make  her 
see  the  folly  of  her  choice   of  life. 

Bunnie  did  reconsider;  but  the  more  she 
pondered  on  the  idea  the  more  obvious  her 
duty  seemed  to  her. 

A  few  months  later  Bunnie  entered  the 
religious  life,  and  to-day  we  may  see  her,  beau- 
tiful in  her  snowy  white  habit  and  supremely 
happy,  teaching  little  children  in  one  of  the 
poorest  tenement  districts  in  New  York  City. 
Mary  Kenny,  4th  Year. 
Loretto   Academy,   Englewood,    Chicago. 


THE    WHITE    HOUSE    CHANGES 
TENANTS. 

It  is  almost  moving  time  at  the  White  House, 
the  home  of  our  President  and  "The  First 
Lady  of  the  Land."  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Hoover  will 
move  out  and  President  and  Mrs.  Roosevelt 
will  move  in.  All  our  Preside-nts,  except  Wash- 
ington, have  lived  in  the  White  House.  When 
Washington  was  President  the  national  capital 
was  in  New  York,  and  later  in  Philadelphia. 
However,  Washington  selected  the  present 
White  House  site  and  laid  the  cornersto-ne  in 
1792.  He  lived  to  see  the  building  nearly 
comi)leted. 

John  Adams  Avas  the  first  President  to  oc- 
cupy the  White  House,  so  we  may  doubly  say 
that  his  wife  was  ' '  The  First  Lady  of  the  Land  " 
to  live  there.  When  the  Adams  reached  Wash- 
ington in  1800  the  interior  of  the  White  House 
was  not  yet  finished.  Mrs.  Adams,  in  a  letter, 
tells    of   "using    the*  great   audience-room    to 
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hang'  up  the  clothes  in."  The  President's  home 
was  the  first  public  building  erected  in  Wash- 
ington. It  was  burned  by  the  British  in  1814 
during  the  war  of  1812-1815. 

Hoban,  an  Irish  architect,  was  the  one  who 
planned  the  White  House  after  the  burning. 
A  bird's-eye  view  of  Washington  itself  is  one 
which  discloses  a  forest-like  area  of  buildings 
complete  with  its  many  modern  conveniences — 
with  domes  and  spires  breaking  the  sky-line ; 
with  the  gleam  of  marble  walls  and  the  massed 
grays  and  reds  of  the  city's  unusual  architec- 
ture. The  picturesque  sweep  of  green  "blends 
beautifully  with  the  marble-white  walls  of  the 
White  House.  Among  the  towering  buildings 
of  Washington  is  situated  the  White  House, 
which  is  o-ne  hundred  and  sixty  feet  in  length, 
built  of  freestone.  It  is  two  storeys  in  height, 
with  a  front  of  great  dignity.  Before  this 
magnificent  building  is  the  statue  of  General 
Jackson;  a  short  distance  beyond  the  south 
front  is  one  of  General  Sherman.  Just  before 
the  artistic  entrance-door  the  drive-way  sweeps 
like  a  wide  ribbon  of  gray,  before  the  fro.nt 
of  the  building.  All  is  simple,  all  is  dignified 
and  fine  with  careful  heed  to  proportion.  The 
building  is  one  that  speaks  both  of  progress 
and  stability. 

One  feature  of  special  interest,  which  was 
added  in  the  Roosevelt  administration,  is  the 
collection  of  china. 

The  names  of  the  rooms  express  great  myst- 
ery, such  as:  The  East  Room,  The  Green  Room, 
The  Red  Room  —  all  of  which  are  magnificently 
decorated,  as  if  touched  by  a  magic  wand. 

The  name  "White  House"  was  given  when 
it  was  painted  white  in  1814  to  conceal  the 
smoked  stones  of  the  Avails  after  the  fire.  Many 
changes  have  taken  place  in  the  White  House's 
long  and  interesting  history.  Mr.  Roosevelt 
will  be  the  thirty-first  President  of  the  United 


States  of  America,  and  the  thirtieth  to  live  in 
the  White  House. 

Dolores  Nugent,  III.  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


A  TRIP  ALONG  THE  SOUTH  SHORE 
OF  LAKE  MICHIGAN. 

The  starting  jioint  for  this  sight-seeing  trip 
Avill  be  Sixty-seventh  Street  and  Stony  Island 
Avenue,  the  south  entrance  to  Jackson  Park, 
which  extends  along  the  south  shore  of  Lake 
Michiigan.  Jackson  Park  was  the  scene  of 
the  World's  Columbian  Exposition  in  1893. 
Our  motor  coach  moves  rapidly  past  the  beau- 
tiful trees  and  velvet-like  lawns. 

Quickly  we  approach  the  old  Pine  Arts 
Building,  which  is  now  known  as  the  Museum 
of  Science  and  Industry,  and  Avhicli  was  con- 
structed for  the  World's  Fair  in  1893.  The  late 
Julius  Rosenwald  was  the  kind  donor  of  the 
money  with  which  to  restore  this  building  to 
its  former  beauty.  The  Grecian  style  of  ar- 
chitecture prevails  throughout  the  entire 
structure,  and  is  considered  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  designs  in  the  world.  The  building 
bears  a  resemblance  to  the  palace  of  Versail- 
les, France.  There  are  wide  terraces  on  all 
sides.  This  museum  is  now  finished  in  white 
marble.  The  entire  exhibition  space  is  said 
to  be  some  five  hundred  thousand  square  feet. 

We  move  north  along  the  outer  drive  until 
we  get  a  glimpse  of  some  of  the  buildings  con- 
structed for  the  Century  of  Progress  of  1933. 
Two  of  the  completed  buildings  are :  the  Travel 
and  Transportation  Building  and  the  Hall  of 
Science,  both  of  which  are  constructed  accord- 
ing to  the  Modernistic  style  of  architecture. 
In  contrast  to  these  buildings  is  the  exact  re- 
plica of  Fort  Dearborn,  which  is  entirely  con- 
structed of  logs. 
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Slightly  further  north  appears  Soldier 
Field,  an  immense  stadium  with  a'  seating  capa- 
city of  one  hundred  thousand  persons,  although 
the  assemblage  was  estimated  at  two  hundred 
thousand  persons  during  the  Eucharistic  Co-n- 
gress  of  1926.  This  stadium  is  dedicated  to 
the  memory  of  the  Chicago  soldiers  who  died 
during  the  World  War.  The  outstanding  ar- 
chitectural feature  of  Soldier  Field  is  the 
^  series  of  Doric  columns  beyond  the  topmost 
rows  of  seats.  This  vast  arena  has  been  the 
scene  of  many  games,  contests,  musical  concerts 
and  other  interesting  events. 

Northeast  of  Soldier  Field  we  see  the  Field 
Museum  of  Natural  History,  which  is  headed 
by  Mr.  Sta-nley  Field.  This  museum  was  estab- 
lished at  the  close  of  the  World's  Columbian 
Exposition  in  1893  in  Grant  Park,  near  Lake 
Michigan.  It  is  of  Greek  architecture,  of  the 
Ionic  order,  the  principal  fronts  about  ninety 
feet  in  height.  The  material  used  for  the  ex- 
terior is  Georgia  white  marble.  One  of  the  most 
noticeable  features  of  the  building  is  the  ter- 
race extending  aromid  the  structure.  This 
terrace  is  forty  feet  wide  and  rises  six  feet 
above  the  surrounding  territory.  The  Field 
Museum  has  a  library  of  approximately  ninety- 
two  hundred  volumes  and  pamphlets,  relating 
chiefly  to  natural  history. 

A  short  distance  northeast  of  the  Field 
Museum  our  party  cites  the  Shedd  Aquarium, 
a  gift  of  the  late  John  G.  Shedd,  pioneer  Chica- 
goan.  This  building  of  white  marble  is  octa- 
go-nal  with  a  diameter  of  three-hundred  feet 
and  with  an  octagonal  dome.  The  height  to 
the  top  of  the  dome  is  about  one  hundred  feet. 
A  broad  terrace  surrounds  the  building,  from 
which  visitors  may  view  the  surrounding  terri- 
tory. The  aquarium  contains  one  hundred  and 
thirty-two  exhibition  tanks  in  which  are  some 
four  thousand  live  fishes,  both  salt  and  fresh- 
water, representing  species  from  all  parts  of 


the  United  States.  The  president  of  the  Shedd 
Aquarium  Society  of  Chicago  is  Melvin  A, 
Traylor,  prominent  Chicago  banker. 

The  motor  coach  which  is  carrying  our 
party  of  sightseers  moves  directly  east  and 
crosses  a  bridge  to  an  island  in  Lake  Michigan 
on  which  is  built  the  Adler  Planetarium.  It 
is  the  first  planetarium  to  be  established  i« 
America,  and  was  donated  to  the  youth  of 
Chicago  by  Max  Adler,  a  Chicagoan,  former 
vice-president  of  Sears,  Roebuck  and  Company, 
The  edifice  is  one  hundred  and  sixty  feet  in 
diameter  at  the  foundation,  and  is  twelve-sided. 
Each  one  of  the  twelve  sides  is  decorated  with 
a  sign  of  the  zodiac.  The  lower  structure  is 
built  of  Minnesota  granite,  and  is  surmounted 
by  a  copper  dome.  The  interior  of  the  dome 
affords  a  realistic  view  of  the  sky  unobstruct- 
ed by  clouds,  with  more  than  four  thousand 
five  hundred  planets,  planetoids  and  stars  in 
their  orbital  movements.  Dr.  Philip  Fox,  form- 
er professor  of  astronomy  at  Northwestern 
University,  is  now  technical  director  of  the 
planetarium  and  supervises  the  daily  lectures. 

After  leaving  the  Adler  Planetarium  we 
move  directly  west,  and  in  doing  so  we  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  beautiful  Buckingham  fountain, 
which  was  donated  to  the  City  of  Chicago  by 
Miss  Kate  Buckingham  in  memory  of  her  bro- 
ther, Clarence.  It  is  located  in  Grant  Park  at 
the  foot  of  Congress  Street.  The  fountain  is 
built  of  marble  statues  in  the  form  of  four  sea- 
horses, representing  the  four  States  which 
border  on  Lake  Michigan.  The  water  gushes 
from  the  mouths  of  the  sea-horses,  and  is  tinted 
with  the  aid  of  coloured  electric  lights.  During 
the  major  display  the  water  from  the  central 
jet  shoots  as  high  as  one  hundred  feet.  Water 
also  gushes  from  the  mouths  of  r:::all  lions 
Miiich  surround  the  fountain  proper. 

Our  sight-seeing  trip  is  ended,  but  I  am 
sure  many  of  you,  my  readers,  will  be  afforded 
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the  opportunity  -next  summer,  durinp;-  "The 
Century  of  Progress  Exposition,"  of  seeing 
things  I  have  described  to  you,  and  then  only 
can  you  fully  appreciate  their  true  beauty  and 
the  charm  which  our  city  holds  for  its  citizens. 
Helen  Deutsch,  III.  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


THE   DAYS   OF    HOLY    WEEK. 

If  we  follow  the  beautiful  liturgy  of  the 
Church  during  Holy  Week,  in  which  she  de- 
picts the  great  drama  of  Christ  suffering,  we 
shall  surely  feel  a  touch  of  the  sorrow  and 
desolation  that  filled  the  hearts  of  those  who 
followed  Plim  along  the  Via  Dolorosa  and 
share,  too,  Avith  them  the  joy  and  consolation 
of  the  Resurrection. 

Palm    Sunday    opens    with    Avaving    palm 


branches  and  glad  Ilosannas  to  the  Son  of 
David,  but  even  in  this  sceaie  of  triumph  there 
is  a  presage  of  the  "Crucifige"  of  Good  Fri- 
day. In  the  Mass  and  Office  of  Tuesday  and 
Wednesday  comes  the  insistent  refrain  of 
Christ's  great  love  that  led  Him  to  suffer  and 
die  for  us.  But  on  Holy  Thursday  joy  in  His 
love  triumphs  and  the  Church  bids  us  "Glory 
in  the  Cross  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ"  for  He 
has  given  her  the  Bread  of  Heaven  to  feed 
her  children  unto  the  e-nd  of  time. 

Good  Friday,  a  day  of  sorrow  and  tears,  fol- 
lows this  "Feast  of  Light  arid  Flowers."  The 
])all  of  death  throws  its  gloom  over  all.  Jesus 
is  crucified,  and  crucified  by  and  for  our  sins. 
On  Holy  Saturday  the  Church  seems  to 
forget  the  evil  of  sin  in  the  joy  of  pardon. 
She  sings  the  "beata  culpa"  of  Adam  blotted 
out  by  the  death  of  Christ.  In  all  the  prayers 
and  ceremonies  of  the  day,  the  blessing  of  the 
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paschal   candle,    the    new    lire,    the    baptismal 

water,  there  is  a  note  of  joy,  a   foretaste   of 

the'comin«j:  Resurrection,  which  bursts  at  last 

into  the  glorious  Alleluia  of  Easter  morning. 

"This  is  the  Day  which  the  Lord  hath  made. 

Let  us  be  glad  and  rejoice  therein,"  for  His 

Resurrection  is  the  pledge  and  promise  of  our 

own. 

Margaret  Nelligan,  Form  IV. 

Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 


MUSIC  AND  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

A  few  months  ago  the  Centenary  of  the 
death  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  celebrated,  and 
a  hundred  pens  paid  tribute  to  his  genius  in 
letters,  to  his  industry,  his  love   of  folk-lore. 


his  sterling  worth,  his  many  qualities.  Amid 
this  array  of  information  ane  curious  fact,  or 
alleged  fact,  was  brought  to  light.  His  mother, 
so  the  story  goes,  wished  him  to  become  pro- 
ficient in  music,  but  his  teachers  found  that 
he  had  little  voice  and  less  ear,  and  that  only 
after  much  experience  was  he  able  to  di.stin- 
guish  one  tune  from  another. 

Now,  if  a  lover  of  Scott  were  asked  to  give 
some  outsta-nding  quality  of  his  poetry,  the 
chances  are  strong  that  he  would  unhesitat- 
ingly answer  that  it  was  the  marked  rhythm, 
the  swing,  the  melody  of  his  verse  that  carried 
the  reader  along.  There  are  few  poets  who  do 
not  fall  from  grace  occasionally  in  the  matter 
of  melod}'.  Browning  has  some  cacophonous 
lines  that  would  i)roclaim  him  fit  for  "treason. 


A  Great  Name 
Electrically 


From  the  early  days  when 
Westinghouse  gave  the  world  the 
present  system  of  alternating 
electric  current  .  .  .  the  name 
of  Westinghouse  has  been  closely 
associated  with  every  phase  of 
electrical  progress. 
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nized guarantee  of  quality  and 
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Every  House 
Needs 
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CANADIAN  WESTINGHOUSE  CO.  LIMITED  —  Hamilton,  Canada 
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stratagem,  and  spoils";  Wordsworth,  whole 
poems  that  someone  has  described  as  ''gritty 
prose."  But  even  the  lo-ng  metrical  romances 
of  Seott  do  not  lack  music.  Everywhere 
throughout  them  runs  a  strong  rhythm  and 
harmony  betAveen  sound  and  sense.  They  lack, 
of  course,  the  fine  finish  of,  for  example,  Ten- 
nyson's verse.  Tennyson's  -note,  however,  is 
that  of  the  Italian  Opera  singer;  and  Scott's, 
"The  first  fine  careless  rapture"  of  the  thrush; 
but  who  Avill  deny  a  sense  of  music  to  the 
thrush  ? 

Scott's  short  lyrics  and  ballads  are  exquisite 
in  their  melody.  Ilis  Pibroch  of  Donald  Dhu 
has  caught  the  very  swirl  of  the  bagpipes,  and 
his  Bonnie  Dundee  the  clear  war-note  of  the 
clan.  Can  it  be  that  the  melody  of  words  and 
the  melody  of  pure  «ound  are  so  far  apart  that 


Anywhere  to  Anywhere  in  the  City  $1.00. 
Driving  and  Shopping  $2.00   per  Hour. 
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one  may  possess  the  one  without  the  other? 
Apropos  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  Pibroch  of 
Donald  Dhu,  a  story  is  told  that  bears  on  the 
question  under  discussion.  Mo^cheles,  the  fam- 
ous pianist  and  composer,  was  visiting  Abbots- 
ford,  and  after  hearing  the  Pibroch  -sc  ng,  sat 
down  at  the  piano  and  played  a  brilliant  varia- 
tion of  the  theme,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
guests,  and  of  his  host;  but  Scott  was  really 
agonized  as  he  sat  listening  to  the  improvisation, 
trying  to  decide  whether  it  was  Beethoven's 
Moonlight  Sonata  —  a  composition  just  begin- 
ning to  make  a  stir  in  the  musical  world  —  or 
mayhap  God  Save  the  Queen,  that  was  being 
performed  in  his  honour. 

Perhaps  the  world  of  classical  music  was 
closed  to  Scott,  as  he  is  reported  to  have  as- 
serted, but  assuredly  the  man  who  boldly  as- 
sumed the  cloak  of  the  Scottish  Minstrels  and 
who  felt  it  his  mission  to  awake  the  "Harp  of 
the  North,"  and  touch  the  strings  with  lovi-ng 
hand,  did  not  feel  himself  alien  to  the  music 
of  his  native  land. 

Frances  Geddens,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 
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A  CENTURY  OF  PROGRESS. 

On  June  first,  nineteen  hundred  and  thirty- 
three,  forty  years  after  the  famous  Columbian 
Expositio.n,  the  gates  of  "A  Century  of  Pro- 
gress" will  be  officially  thrown  open.  The  pur- 
pose of  this  great  exposition  is  to  show  the 
world  what  mankind  has  accomplished  during 
the  last  one  hundred  years,  and  to  celebrate 
the  hundredth  birthday  of  Chicago. 

The  fair  is  unique  in  every  way.  Even  the 
opening  ceremony  will  be  an  innovation,  as 
the  gates  will  be  put  in  motion  by  energy  taken 
from  a  light-ray  of  the  star  "Arcturus,"  this 
light  ray  having  left  the  star  one  hundred 
years  ago. 

The  fair  will  be  located  in  Burnham  Park, 
which  is  made  land  on  the  Lake  Front  just 
south  of  Grant  Park.  Tt  is  therefore  in  one 
of  the  most  accessible  spots  in  Chicago,  and 
Chicago  is  in  turn  the  most  accessible  city  in 
the  country. 

No  tax  money  or  other  funds  are  used  in 
its  financing,  as  ''The  Century  of  Progress"  is 
a  private  corporation  uot  organized  for  profit. 
It  is  the  first  World's  Fair  in  history  that  has 
been  privately  financed. 

'  The  programme  of  construction  and  ar- 
rangement of  exhibits  is  well  in  advance  of 
the  original  plan,  and  the  officials  state  that 
every  single  item  will  be  ready  and  in  place 
o-n  the  opening  date,  June  first. 

The  architecture  of  the  Fair  buildings  is 
unique.  Each  building  or  group  is  the  creation 
of  one  of  the  best  architects  in  the  country, 
who  was  selected  for  his  assignment  by  a  com- 
mittee of  twelve  of  the  nation's  leading  archi- 
tects. Each  building  or  group  is  distinctive ; 
no  two  are  alike.  And  yet  all  blend  well  into 
an  harmonious  whole,  the  like  of  which  has 
never  been  seen. 

Amusements  will  be  grouped  in  a  large  area 
to  be  called  "The  Midway,"  in  honour  of  the 


amusement  section  of  Chicago's  former  fair. 
Each  concessionaire  is  investigated  carefully 
as  to  responsibility  and  character,  Amiise- 
ments  will  be  of  wide  range,  and  many  will 
be  eutirely  new.  The  Sky-Ride  will  furnish 
a  thrill  that  will  never  be  forgotten.  The 
children  will  be  greatly  interested  in  the  En- 
chanted Island,  which  is  solely  for  them.  Its 
Mushroom  Umbrella  and  Magic  Mountain  will 
furnish  them  many  delights. 

Forty-three  States  of  the  Ilnio^n  and  about 


Superior  Optical  Co, 

23  Bloor  St.  West,  Toronto. 
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Will  give  25  per  cent,  off  your  glasses  if  you 
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Weak  Foot 


It  is  also  a  wonderful  aid  In  fitting  shoes  so  they 
will  be  absolutely  comfortable.  If  you  have  any  form 
of  foot  trouble  —  weak  or  broken  down  arches,  flat 
foot,  corns,  callouses,  bunions,  painful  heels,  weak 
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diately.    This   Service   is   absolutely   free. 
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Phone  Adelaide  81  71 ,  81  72,  81  73 

HUGHES,    AGAR 
and  THOMPSON 

BARRISTERS,  SOLICITORS,  ETC. 


Frank   J.   Hughes,   K.C.;    Thomas.  J.   Agar,    K.C.; 
J.  W.  Thompson,  J.  L.  G.  Keogh,  J.  P.  McGarry. 

GENERAL    ASSURANCE    BUILDING, 
357   BAY   STREET,  TORONTO. 


Royal  Insurance 

Company,  Limited 

The  Largest  and  Wealthiest  Fire  Insurance 
Company  in  the  World. 

PERCY  J.  QUINN 

Manager 

27    WELLINGTON    ST.    E.,    TORONTO. 
Telephone  ELgin  7231. 


THE  RIPPON  ART 

Fine   Art  Dealers   and   Picture   Framers. 
Artists'  Supplies. 

Wlnsor    and    Newton's   —   Reeves    and    Sons. 

Oils,  Watercolors,  etr,. 

Greeting   Cards   for    all    occasions. 

490   BLOOR    STREET   W.      MEL.   4961. 


twenty  foreign  nationti  have  consented  to  take 
part  in  the  Fair,  and  others  are  coming  in  al- 
most daily.  Practically  all  the  large  industrial 
associations  will  exhibit.  All  fields  of  human 
activity  will  be  shown:  Art,  Music,  Science, 
Manufacture,   Agriculture,   Hygiene,   etc. 

The  Expositio-n  will  continue  until  Novem- 
ber first,  and  it  is  practically  certain  that  long 
before  it  closes  more  than  fifty  million  visitors 
will  have  passed  through  its  gates,  and  that 
the  Century  of  Pl-ogress  will  have  fulfilled  its 
purpose— ''Building  a  Better  To-morrow." 

Marguerite  Phillips,  IB. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


EASTER  LILIES. 

As  soon  as  I  thought  of  Easter,  I  thought— 
in  the  words  of  my  favourite  author — "  'I  wish 
I  could  do  something  to  bring  every  person 
closer  to  Nature  and  give  him  a  greater  ap- 
preciation of  her  flowers'  —  especially  the 
Lily." 

Some  of  my  good  friends  have  never  looked 
at  a  lily  —  really  looked  at  it;  some  have 
never  noticed  the  hidden  beauty  of  each  deli- 
cate leaf  of  its  calyx.  And,  after  all,  isn't  the 
gift  of  an  appreciation  of  the  common  things 
in  our  lives  more  important  than  many  an- 
other possession? 

Look  for  a  long  time  at  the  lily,  and  see 
what  it  will  teach  you.  It  is  more  than  a 
flower.  It  is  more  than  a  leaf,  a  stem,  and 
blossom.  It  is  a  great  poet,  a  great  teacher, 
a  great  servant.  If  you  look  long  enough  at 
the  lily  you  will  find  that  it  is  a  world  packed 
with  enchantment. 

In  the  evening,  v.'hen  the  dew  begins  its 
misty  promenade,  t'ne  clear  bright  lily  is  seen 
first ;  and  in  silence,  in  perfect  stillness,  its 
chalice,  so  pure  and  white,  drinks  from  the 
air,  and  sweetens  the  leaf  and  the  stem  Avith 
the  invisible  rourishme'iit  of  the  dew. 

There  are  few  sights  in  nature  more  in- 
spiring than  the  lily  at  Easter.  When  the 
year  begins  to  turn,  Avhen  there  is  a  slight 
hint  of  green,  the  lilies  take  on  a  brightness 
that  they  lacked  before.  It  is  as  though  they 
were  heard  to  say:  "Take  courage;  the  worst 
is  past;  brightness  and  joy  are  coming  to  you 
again." 

Let  us  all  join  the  fairest  of  flowers  as  they 
lift  their  stately  Avhite  heads  to  the  azure  sky, 
and  with  joy  murmur: 

"Let  us  rejoice, 
Christ  is  risen  again!" 

Loretto  Rozak,  IV.  Year. 

Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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OUR   MISSION   IN   LIFE. 

When  each  individual  is  created  God  assigns 
to  him  a  distinct  mission  to  perform.  Upon 
the  realization  of  this,  he  should  center  and 
direct  all  his  powers  to  fulfil  it.  This  requires 
a  perfect  moulding  of  the  character  to  the 
Divine  Will.  We  all  know  that  character  is 
what  a  person  is  in  the  sight  of  God.  It  is  not 
injured  by  temptations  or  by  the  rash  judgment 
of  man;  but  the  strong  character  endures 
throughout  defamation  in  every  form.  Alas ! 
it  perishes  when  there  is  serious  voluntary 
transgression. 

An  inspiring  example  of  one  who  shaped 
her  actions  to  meet  the  exigencies  of  the  time, 
and  also  that  of  the  Divine  Will,  is  Saint  Joan 
of  Arc.  She  has  brought  home  to  many  a 
woman  the  serious  and  sacred  mission  demand- 
ed of  her.  Has  she  not  also  forced  woman  to 
realize  that  the  refining  and  spiritualizing  in- 
fluence, Avhich  is  her  special  charm  as  well  as 
her  principal  prerogative  and  primal  duty  in 
life,  is  yet  esteemed? 

It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  Joan  knew  the 
ancient  prophecy  that  the  kingdom  lost  by 
woman  was  to  be  saved  by  woman;  and  in  her 
young  mind  it  became  blended  with  legends 
of  the  saints,  stories  of  Bible  heroines,  and  her 
own  ardent  faith  and  high  aspirations. 

Meditating  on  the  sorrows  of  France  by 
night  and  day,  she  sent  out  her  vague  hopes 
and  yearnings  in  tears  and  prayers.  Back 
they  came  in  the  visions  and  voices  which,  to 
her,  were  vital  instruments  of  the  Divine  Will. 

While  to  outward  eyes  she  lived  as  usual, 
she  had  a  life  apart  give*!  to  God  and  His 
saints.  Her  meditations,  her  prayers  and  un- 
earthly friendships  made  of  her  no  sickly 
dreamer  or  hot-brained  fanatic,  but  she  grew 
to  be  a  very  determined  and  virtuous  young 
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The  Making  of  a  Will 

Is  One  of  the  Most  Important  Duties  of  Every  Man 

and  Woman  Whether  the  Estate  Be  Large 

or  SmalL 

If  you  should  die  without  making  a  Will  your 
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JOHN  J.  FEE 

Wholesale 
BUTTER  and  EGGS 


64  FRONT  STREET  EAST 
TORONTO,  ONTARIO 

Telephones : 
ELgin8357    —    ELgin  8358 


ASK  YOUR  GROCER  OR 
BUTCHER  FOR 

CRIDLAND'S  HAM, 
BACON  and  SAUSAGE 

Plant  and  Kitchens 
COXWELL    AVE.,    TORONTO. 

Telephone   Hargrave    1143   to    1148 


Phone  Lomhard  8537 

JAMES  SMITH 

WHOLESALE  CONFECTIONERY 

Fountain  ^Yuits  and  Syrups 
58  Essex  Street,   Toronto  4. 


woman  who  heroically  sponsored  the  cause  of 
France,  and  in  return  received  martyrdom. 

In  spite  of  this  illustrious  example  and  huur 
dreds  of  others,  why  is  it  that  so  many  women 
of  to-day  neglect  their  mission  in  life  and  lose 
their  hold  upon  man  for  his  good?  Why  does 
woman,  striving  after  the  impossible  and  seek- 
ing to  shift  her  cc'ntre  of  social  gravity  in  the 
hope  of  realizing  herself  in  a  sphere  where  God 
does  not  want  her?  One  need  not  go  far  to 
find  the  reason.  Woman  is  willfully  disre- 
garding her  sublime  mission  because  she  is 
constantly  ignoring  those  Christian  ideals 
which  should  inspire  and  actuate  her  life,  no 
matter  in  what  state  she  may  happen  to  be 
placed. 

Lorraine  Finlan,  '34. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


IVIY  WISH. 

Whenever  I  go  to   sileep  I  dream 

Of    great,    large    dishes    of    nice    ice-cream. 

Chocolate,  pink,  im  bowls  piled  high 

As  if  they  were  mountains,  up  to  the  sky. 

On   warm   and   sunny    Summer   days 
I  lie  on  the  ground,  and  as  I  gaze 
At  the  pearly  clouds,  to  me  they  seem 
Like  heaping  .saucers  of  white  ice-cream. 

If  I  could  have  one  wish — no  more — 

I    know   what   I   would    usie  it   for; 

I  would  wish  for  galloms  of  good  ice-cream 

To   make    poor   children's    faces   beam. 

Geraldine   Hoss,    IB, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


WINTER  FUN. 

The  snow  is  falling  thick  and  fast, 
Vv'^inter  fun  haa  com'e  at  last; 
Now  the  snow  is  piling  high. 
Nearly  reaching  to  the  sky! 

Out  the  children  fast  all  run 
To  begin  their  winter  fun. 
Making    snowmen    with    delight — - 
Every    little   winter    sprite. 

Rita  Shook,  age  12. 

St.   Cecilia's  School,  Toronto,   Ont. 

(Sent  by  Marjorie  Holmes,  aged  12 — Editor.) 
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AUNT   DOROTHY. 

Aunt  Dorothy  sat  at  his  desk,  shirt-sleeved 
and  chewing  at  the  end  of  a  briar,  while  all 
around  him  the  reporters  rushed  he*re  and 
there,  throwing  copy  into  baskets,  answering 
telephones,  cutting  up  newspapers,  and  gener- 
ally behaving  as  if  the  e-nd  of  the  world  were 
going  to  catch  thera  with  their  work  half- 
finished.  The  "Daily  Watch"  was  in  process 
of  being  produced. 

UniConcerned,  Aunt  Dorothy  typed  on.  The 
compositors  were  waiting  for  his  column: 
''Your  Troubles  Solved  by  Aunt  Dorothy," 
and  it  was  not  quite  ready.  At  last  he  shouted : 
"Tommy,  take  that  lot  downstairs.  It's  all  I 
have  time  to  do."  lie  turned  again  to  the  pile 
of  letters  before  him.  These  replies  would 
have  to  go  by  mail.     The  first  letter  read: 

"Dear  Aunt  Dorothy:  Please  tell  me  how 
I  can  cure  brittle  finger-nails, 

"Yours   sincerely,    Mary   Jones." 

The  next  letter  on  the  pile  was  from  Agnes 
Downing,  and  asked  for  a  remedy  for  falling 
hair.  Aunt  Dorothy  put  it  aside  and  typed. 
Having  finished  the  letters  he  leaned  back  in 
his  chair,  re-filled  his  pipe,  and  called :  "Tommy 
— you  can  put  these  in  their  envelopes." 

Next  morning  Mrs.  Agnes  Downing  received 
her  answer  from  Aunt  Dorothy. 

"Well,"  said  Agnes,  "this  seems  queer  ad- 
vice, but  I  suppose  the  older  woman  knows 
best,  and  I  must  remedy  this  falling  hair." 
She  took  the  scissors  and  cut  about  an  inch 
off  her  hair.  She  sat  a  few  moments,  then  re- 
read the  letter.  "As  short  as  possible,"  it  said ; 
so  she  took  the  scissors  and  cut,  cut — her  pretty 
black  hair  falling  to  the  floor.  After  she  had 
completed  this  she  soaked  the  remaining  hair 
in  the  prescribed  glycerine.  She  dried  it  and 
went  to  look  in  her  dresser  mirror.    The  result 
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The  Machine  That  Made  Coal  An 
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^     did  not  please,  because  she  gave  a  little  scream 
and  wept  for  hours. 

Mr.  Downing,  returning  from  the  office 
that  evening,  opened  the  door  and  began  his 
usual  salutation.  ''How  are  you  this  .  .  .  ." 
He  stopped  in  the  hall,  dumbfounded,  as  his 
wife  appeared.  Seeing  the  horrified  look  on 
her  husband's  face  made  Mrs.  Downing  go  in- 
to another  fit  of  weeping.  And  somewhere  in 
the  city  Mary  Jones  cleansed  her  nails  with  a 
"good  antiseptic"  and  awaited  the  result  of 
her  efforts. 

Patricia  Canning,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,   Toronto. 


PAQUES. 

Les  chandelles  brillent  isur  I'autel; 

Leurs  flarmmes  se  levent  vBirs  Notre  Dieu; 
EHes  sont  majestueuses — ^^si  belles, 

Quoique  plus  humblesi  que  nous. 

Les  lis  de  Faques  sont  la  aussi, 

Tout  blancs,  avec  de  ror  aux  coeurs; 

lis  s'ouvrent,  ils  prlent,  celsi  beaux  lis, 
Au  Createur  de  toutes  les  fleurs. 

Le  Bon  Dieu  aime  bien  les  lis, 

Et   les  royales  chandelles   ausBd. 
O!   je  veux  etre  comme  eux, 

Car  voyez  comme  ils  sont  pres  de  Lui! 

Vivian  McMahon,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


TROM   MY  WINDOW." 


Looking  from  my  window  on  a  night  in 
June,  I  can  see  the  waters  of  our  bay  smooth 
and  clear  as  a  mirror,  while  tiny  wavelets  gent- 
ly lap  the  shore.  The  lady  moon  and  all  her 
satellites  are  reflected  in  it,  and  make  a  bright 
pathway  across  the  waves.  Now  and  then  a 
sail-boat  flits  through  the  shining  path  and  is 
lost  in  the  darkness.  Across  the  bay  the  my- 
riad lights  of  the  city  gleam,  and  its  tall  build- 
ings are  silhouhetted  against  the  clear  sky. 

Helen  Goodrow,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 
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EASTER  LILIES. 

Easter  lilies — tall,  stately,  pure  and  wliito, 
filled  the  large  Avi-iidow  of  the  shoj).  But  in- 
stead of  the  display  before  him,  the  man  saw 
another  shop-window,  and  a  little  boy  stand- 
ing- gazing  into  it  ...    . 

lie  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  eight  years 
of  age.  Over  his  shoulder  a  paper-bag,  almost 
as  large  as  himself,  hung  dejectedly.  The  big 
tears  would  well  up  in  his  eyes.  Again  he 
gazed  at  the  lovely  blooms!  Again  he  stared 
at  the  few  coins  in  his  hand.  No,  not  enough 
yet  to  buy  his  Mother  the  Easter  lilies. 

"Buy  a  paper,  Mister,"  cried  the  boy. 

"No,  I  have  one,"  replied  the  hurrying 
pedestrian. 

If  only  some  one  would  answer,  "Sure,  I 
want  a  paper,  little  boy,"  but  no;  somehow 
to-day  on  his  corner  there  seemed  small  de- 
mand for  papers.  The  lilies  would  bring  such 
joy  to  his  sick  mother,  and  "little  sister" 
would  enjoy  their  fragile  loveliness. 

Patiently,  hopefully,  he  watched  the  passing 
crowd.  One  yearning  hour  had  passed  since 
lie  had  first  gazed  at  the  stately  lilies,  and  he 
had  sold  only  five  more  papers.  Once  more 
his  footsteps  strayed  to  the  beautiful  array  in 
the  window.  Once  more  he  gazed  longingly 
at  them  and  then  at  his  few  coins-  Timidly 
he  went  to  the  big  door,  lifted  the  heavy  latch 
Avith  both  his  hands.  Slowly  he  made  his  way 
down  the  aisle  where  flowers  seemed  to  bow 
to  him  on  either  side,  with  friendly  nods.  Over 
a  long  table  at  the  back  a  pretty  woman 
greeted  him.  Her  smile  put  new  hope  in  him. 
Very  timidly  he  made  his  request,  and  counted 
out  his  pennies  to  her. 

Homeward,  carrying  his  precious  parcel,  he 
hurried  excitedly.  Quickly  he  opened  the 
door. 

"Mother,"  he  gasped,  "just  guess  what  I 


liave !  Easter  Lilies !— f or  you  and  little  sister !" 

A  weary,  lined  face  raised  itself  froni  a 
pilh)w  in  a  rocking  chair,  near  the  old  stove, 
and  tried  to  smile. 

"Easter    lilies;    but    where    did    you    get 
them  ? " 

The  little  sister  eagerly  grasped  the  boy's 
hand.  Together  they  untied  the  strings  and 
removed  the  paper,  without  answering  the 
Mother.  Then  holding  up  the  plant  for  her  to 
smell,  the  little  boy  said  hopefully,  "They're 
for  you.  Mother."  Kneeling  by  the  rocking- 
chair  the  two  laughing-eyed  children  grasped 
the  hands  of  the  poor,  tired  Mother,  ignora-nt 
of  her  serious  condition.  She  bent  her  head, 
and  smiled,  madonna-like,  at  her  little  ones. 

"They  are  like  your  souls,  those  Ea.ster 
lilies,  clean  and  pure;  and  you  must  always 
keep  your  hearts  as  pure  as  the  lilies  are  to- 
day. We'll  put  them  on  the  window-ledge,  so 
the  people  passing  by  can  see  them  too." 

As  they  turned  away  to  do  her  bidding,  the 
smile  o-n  her  worn  young  face  faded  and  a 
white,  tired  hand  fell  limply  over  the  arm  of 
the  old  rocking-chair. 

Again  they  grasped  her  hands,  these  two 
tiny  mites,  and  suddenly  the  little  boy  realized 
how  cold  his  Mother  was- 

"Mother,  Mother,  you  are  so  cold."  Eagerly 
the  searching  eyes  waited  for  an  answer. 
"Mother,  answer  me;  don't  you  hear  m^e?" 


DR.  L.  D.  LEONARD 

DENTIST 

Room  200  Brass  Buildinsf 

7  Adelaide  St.  W. 
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Avenue  Road  Hill. 


1  3 1   Farnham  Avenue,  Toronto. 


PRIVATE  DAY   SCHOOL  FOR   BOYS    UNDER 
DIRECTION  OF  CHRISTIAN  BROTHERS. 

REV.  BROTHER  ALFRED,  F.S.C.,  LL.D.,  Principal. 

COURSES  : 

HIGH  SCHOOL  DEPARTMENT:    Classes  leading  into  Toronto   University.     Special 
attention  to  Latin  and  Greek  for  Students  intending  to  study  for  the  Priesthood. 
COMMERCIAL  DEPARTMENT:   Complete   Course  embracing  study  of  French  and 
Spanish  Languages.  \ 

PREPARATORY  DEPARTMENT:  For  Third  antt  Fourth  Book  Grade  Pupils,  featur- 
ing in  a  special  manner  Conversational  JYench  anV  Vocal  Culture. 
EXCELLENT  CLASSES  in  Physical  Training,  Cadet  Work,  etc. 

A  school  ideally  located  for  quiet  and  study  in  the  midst  of  Nature's  best; 
thirteen  and  one  half  acresi  of  trees,  lawns  and  gardens;  magnificent  campus,  large 
airy,  sunlit  classrooms;  miost  healthful  conditions  for  school  life. 

Send  for  Booklet,  or,  better,  come  and  see  "Oaklands." 

For  infoTmation  regarding  admission,  fees,  courses,  etc.,  address:  Rev.  Brother 
Alfred,  Principal,  131  Farnham.  Avenue;  or  call  Kingsdale  2151  between  9.00  a.m. 
and  5.00  p.m. 


Little  sister  turned  to  the   boy   question- 
ingly. 

"Why  doesn't  Mother  answer?" 

"I  guess  Mother's  going  to  Daddy,"  sobbed 

the  little  boy. 

*        *         #         »         # 

The  man  smiled  to  himself.  It  always  made 
him  feel  happy  to  see  a  window  full  of  Easter 
blossoms.  It  seemed  to  bring  his  mother  back 
to  him  again,  thinking  of  the  pot  of  lilies  he 
had  given  her  long  ago. 

Muriel  Joan  Benner,  Form  II. 
Loretto   Academy,    Stratford,    Ont. 


COURTESY. 


I  Avas  surprised,  not  to  say  shocked,  the 
other  day,  when  visiting  a  friend,  I  saw  a 
little  boy,  about  five  or  six  years  old,  stamping 


his  foot  at  his  mother.  I  had  an  irresistible 
longing  to  take  him  over  my  knee  —  but,  being 
a  guest,  I  refrained.  To  my  mind,  this  lack  of 
respect  for  parents  is  largely  due  to  too  much 
freedom.  Parents  are  so  unselfiish — wishing  to 
give  their  children  everything  —  with  the  re- 
sult that  ma-ny  children  are  spoiled;  they  grow 
into  selfish,  self-centered  boys  and  girls.  They 
see  only  the  ''provider"  in  their  parents.  Never, 
or  rarely,  to-day  do  children  consider  that  par- 
ents like  to  have  their  children  show  some  sign 
of  gratitude.  They  work  hard  all  day,  and  at 
night  they  like  to  gather  at  dinner  with  a 
happy,  cheerful  family,  who  appreciate  a  good 
home.  Surely,  we  children  owe  our  parents 
something !  Surely  they  have  done  enough  for 
us  —  given  us  good  homes,  education,  and 
every  advantage,  asking  only  love  and  its  natu- 
ral comcomitant  —  respect.  A  saying  of  St. 
Augustine's   comes  to  my  mind:   *'Love   God 
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and  do  as  you  like";  which  means,  that  if  we 
love  God  we  will  do  ooily  the  things  that  are 
pleasing  to  Him.  It  is  the  same  with  our  par- 
ents. We  may  say  we  love  them,  but  do  we 
show  it  by  treating  them  with  the  courtesy 
and  respect  due  them?  —  for  "actions  speak 
louder  than  words." 

Our  aim  in  life  should  be  to  try  to  model 
our  home  after  the  humble  dwelling-place  of 
Nazareth,  where  the  Holy  Family  lived.  It 
ought  not  to  be  hard  —  for  was  not  Jesus 
Christ,  Son  of  God,  subject  to  His  Blessed 
Mother?  In  our  mothers,  we  should  see  the 
image  of  the  Immaculate  Mother  Mary,  and  in 
our  fathers  the  image  of  St.  Joseph.  We  should 
try  to  be  lovingly  subject  to  them  as  Jesus 
was,  for  when  God  could  be  so  subject  how 
easy  it  should  be  for  man. 

I  see  again  a  lack  of  respect  in  church;  it 
seems  impossible,  but  sadly  true.     On  Sunday 


morning  people  come  walking  in  to  Mass  fifteen 
twenty  minutes  late,  sometimes  through  their 
own  fault.  They  distract  everybody,  crawl  over 
people  to  secure  a  seat,  bustle  about  getting 
out  a  prayer-book,  and  by  the  time  they  have 
finished,  everyone  around  them  is  distracted. 
If  a  person  mu^t  be  late,  a  considerate  thing  to 
do  would  be  to  kneel  at  the  back  of  the  church 
or  slip  quietly  into  a  vaca>nt  seat.  The  dis- 
respect shown  by  people  rushing  out  of  the 
church  before  the  priest  leaves  the  altar,  is 
perhaps  the  most  frequent  common  insult  com- 
mitted by  modern  people  against  God  and 
priest.  We  should  try  to  remember  where  we 
are  and  Who  is  present,  and  not  be  like  the 
Pharisees  who  walked  away  while  Jesus  spoke 
to  them.  The  priest,  as  celebrant  of  the  Mass, 
represents  Christ  offering  Himself  anew  for 
our  salvation.  The  congregation  represents  the 
faithful  ones  who  gathered  at  the  foot  of  the 


Among  your  acquaintances,  you  will  find  more 
friends  of  CANADA  DRY  than  any  other  beverage. 
For  it  is  recognized  everywhere  as  the  finest  of  Ginger 
Ales. 

This  is  simply  because  Canada  Dry  Ginger  Ale  is 
made  by  a  special  exclusive  process.  All  the  full-bodied 
flavour — all  the  aromatic  fragrance — of  the  pure  Ja- 
maica ginger  root  are  retained.  Long  after  you  open 
the  bottle  it  still  sparkles  with  life.  And  Canada  Dry 
irradiates  all  its  water  with  the  ultra  violet  ray.  No  won- 
der when  you  break  the  seal  and  pour  CANADA  DRY 
into  your  glass  it  looks  like  liquid  sunshine!  No  won- 
der it  is  healthful  and  so  good  to  drink ! 

THE  CHAMPAGNE  OF  GINGER  ALES 
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Cross;  therefore  our  attitude  should  be  like  to 
theirs  —  prayerful,  sorrowful  and  reverent. 
******** 

Some  called  it  a  five  o'clock  rush,  but  to  me 
it  was  like  a  stampede,  as  the  street-car  drew 
to  a  halt.  People  pushed,  shoved,  and  nearly 
stepped  on  little  children.  When  finally  inside, 
it  g"ave  me  a  shock  to  see  a  row  of  men  seated 
while  women  stood.  The  saying,  "The  age 
of  chivalry  is  gone/'  seemed  to  fit  perfectly ; 
but,  after  all,  women  are  nor  \vhat  thty  were. 
They  act  like  men,  talk  like  men,  diess  like 
men  (perhaps  less  modestly),  so  naturally  men 
feel  that  since  women  try  to  imitate  them,  why 
should  they  show  them  more  courtesy  than 
they  show  to  other  men?  The  only  way  women 
will  ever  gain  that  lost  respect  is  to  act  as 
women.  Our  Blessed  Lady  never  behaved  in 
this  manner  —  yet  she  enjoyed  her  girlhood 
days,  A  man  who  sees  a  Avomaai  drinking  and 
smoking  loses  every  ounce  of  respect  he  ever 
had  for  her.  God  made  Mary,  a  woman,  His 
Mother  —  He  expects  men  to  place  woman  on  a 
pedestal  and  look  up  to  her  —  but  He  also 
expects  woman  to  uphold  her  position  as  queen 
of  the  home,  a  loving  and  guiding  mother  — 
not  a  woman  who  spends  her  days  in  interests 
or  amusements  outside   the  home. 

Even  in  school,  with  the  example  of  our 
religious  teachers  daily  before  us,  we  some- 
times forget  ourselves  in  this  great  matter  of 
courtesy.  Obviously  the  girls  who  behave  self- 
ishly and  discourteously  at  school  will  do  the 
same  at  home  and  abroad.  One  of  the  greatest 
advantages  of  a  school  such  as  ours  is  the  cul- 
ture it  gives  —  a  culture  that  can  only  be  ac- 
quired  by   living   constantly    with   those   who 


know  the  value  of  the  little  courtesies  of  every- 
day. Loretto  girls  of  past  years  were  co.n- 
spicuous  for  their  gracious,  courteous  man- 
ners. Yes!  we  see  it  at  re-unions  —  silver- 
haired  grandmothers,  with  the  lovely  grace  of 
the  days  when  they  were  school-girls. 

Let  not  the  rush  of  modern  times  make  us 
less  courteous  —  but,  as  someone  has  said,  let 
us  be  "ever  courteous  of  eye,  and  ever-courte- 
ous of  ear;  ever  courteous  in  word,  and  ever 
courteous  in  deed"  —  at  home,  at  school,  at 
church  and  in  public,  and  so  pass  down  to  our 
children  a-nd  grand-children  the  traditions  of 
our  Alma  Mater. 

Ellen  Michaud. 

Loretto  School  of  Stenography, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


THE    TREE    OF    A    "SHUT-IN." 

Beside    my   bedroom    window    grows 

A  stately  willow  tree, 
And  Oinly  God  Who  made  it  knows 

How    much    it    means    to    me. 

When    Perserphone   trips    the    fields, 

And   coimes   with   joyful    mein. 
To    wake    from    dreams    the   slumbering    earth, 

She  clothes  my  tree  in  green. 

And    Red    Breast    sings    from    its    top-most    bough 

To   his    mate   and    lusty   brood. 
Or,   home  from   a  foray  across  the  lawns, 

He   drops   them    a   worm    for   food. 

When    Autumn   waves    her   magic   wand 

She  turns  its  green  to  gold, 
And  the  saucy  squirrel  finds  leavy  nook 

For    his   store    against   winter's    cold. 

Grim  Winter  weaves  it  a  robe  of  white 

With   icicles   on    its   crest; 
The  sun  god  makes  It  a  dazzling  nymph 

With  diamonds  om  head,  and  breast. 

In  every  dresis,   in   every  season. 

It  is  beautiful  to  see, 
And  every  day,  of  every  year, 

I  thank  God  for  my  tree. 

Grace  Dion,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 
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THE    HYENA. 


MARCH. 


(With  thanks  to  E.  A.  Poe  for  the  idea). 

It  was  night  and  I  was  weary, 

And   the  wind  was   howling  dreary- 
Through  the  window  of  my  room  and 

Through  the  transom  of  my  door. 
Too  I  'Siuffered  qualms  of  conscience 

And    deplored    miy    indiscretion 
For  a  couple  of  cheetse-sandwiches  that 

I  had  eaten  just  before — (only  two,  and  not 
one  more! ) 


As  I  pondered,  nearly  napping,   on 
These  things,  there  came  a  tapping, 

Just  a  tapping,  oh!   so  lightly. 
On  the  panel  of  my  door. 

"  'Tis   gloime  visitor,"   I   mumbled. 
And  I  grumbled  as  I  stumbled, 

"O  these  visitors  who  knock  this  time 
Of  night  upon  one's  door" — 
(Mumbled  this,  and  something  more). 


Month  of  rains.,  and  snows,  and  blowing, 
Month  of  frozen  brooks  a-flowimg. 
Month  of  small,  Spring-flowers  growing. 
Summer's  scent  isi  on  your  breath. 

Promises,  of  joy  you're  bringing 
And  they  set  our  hearts  to  singing. 
While  the  robins  back  are  winging, 
All  proclaiming  Winter's  death. 

Fickle  March,  you're  most  deceiving — 
And  we'ire  very  unbelieving, 
Even  now  we  are  conceiving 
Doubts  of  this  mo'Sit  radiant  day. 

For  we  know  that  by  to-morrow 
From  old  Winter  you  will  borrow 
Storms  that  plunge   us  all  in   soTrow — 
Truly,  Spring  comes  but  with  May! 

Ida  Mae  Flood,  Third  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


Presently  my  soul  grew  •sitronger. 

Hesitating,   then,  no  longer, 
I  said,  "Madam,  have  the  kindness 

My  forgiveness  to  implore. 
For  the  truth  is  I  was  napping 

When  so  rudely  you  came  tapping. 
At  this  unheard-of  hour,  upom  the  panel  of  my 
door — " 

Only  thisi,  and  some  words  more! 


But  my  eyes  grew  wide  with  terror — 
Who  was  drawing  near  and  nearer 

To  my  bed,  but  a  hyena 

From  the  night's  Plutonian  shore? 

Not  the  least  obeisance  made  it. 

Not  a  minute  stopped  or  stayed  it. 

Not  the  least  attention  paid  it. 

Stood  there  grinning  on  the  floor. 
Perched  and  grinned  and  nothing  more. 


RAIN. 

What  is   that   merry   sound   I  hear 
That's    clearly   ringing    in    my    ear? 
It   beats  a  tune  upon   the  pane: 
How    well    I    know    then    it    is    rain. 

It  merrily  dances   in   the   brook, 
CreepHi  into  every  hidden   nook; 
It  wakes  the  flowers  from  out  their  dre."ms 
Upon  the  banks   of  wayside  streams. 

Beauty  and  joy  the  rain  must  bring 
To  every  happy,  living  thing. 
As  it  iswishes  through  the  murky  sikies 
And  in  new  sunburst  slowly  dies. 

La  Verne  Ryan,  First  Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


I  could  only  gasp  and  sputter. 

But  the  moment  I  felt  better, 
I  said  unto  the  hyena — 

Only  this  and  nothing  more — 
"Get  thee  hence,  thou  big  hye-na, 

Thou,  from  night's  Plutonian  shore. 
"Ha,  ha,  laughed  the  huge  hyena — 

"I  decamp?     No,  never  more!" 


As  I  pondered  on  this,  bleakly. 

Someone  turned  the  light  on  quickly, 
And   I   looked   up   in   amazement — 

My  hyena  was  no  more! 
But  this  fright  had  one  real  blessing. 

For  it  taught  me  one  good  lesson: 
Do  I  look  upon  cheese  tempters? 

I  do  not — 'no!  never  more! 

Mae  Caffrey, 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Outarlo. 


THE   CLOCK   IN   THE   CLASS-ROOM. 

I  am  a  clock  you  all  do  know. 
Placed  on  this  wall  some  years  ago; 
I  watch  the  "lates"  who  saunter  past. 
Reproaching  me  that  I'm   too  fast. 

Pupils  labouring  o'er  each  page. 
Appeal  to  me  at  every  stage; 
I  like   to  watch   their   expressions  fade. 
As  my  hands  slowly  make  the  grade. 

Pupils   would   lose   faith   in   me, 
If  I  could  tell  half  that  I  see; 
But  I  can  only  say  tick-tock — 
Who  can  keep  secrets  like  a  clock? 

Edytha  Collyer,  III. A, 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 


LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION. 

LORETTO  ABBEY,   TORONTO. 

Patroness ..  MOTHER   GENERAL   M.    ST.    TERESA,    I.B.V.M. 
Honorary  President ..  MOTHER  M.  BONA  VENTURE,  I.B.V.M. 

Honorary  Vice-President    MRS.   FRANK   CASSIDY. 

President       MRS.  DAVID  O'MEARA. 

73  Lyndwood  Ave.,  Toronto. 
First    Vice-President    MISS  HELENE  ST.  CHARLES, 

422  Sherbourne  St.,  Toronto 
Second   Vice-President    MRS.  FRANK  CLANCY, 

497  St.  Clair  Ave.  W., 

Toronto. 
Treasurer       MISS  MAY  O'CALLAGHAN, 

1  Sultan  Street,  Toronto. 
Recording    Secretary  MRS.    J.    DEVINE, 

399  Glencalrn  Ave.,  Toronto 
Corresponding  Secretary    MRS.  WILLIAM  LYONS, 

49  Poplar  Plains  Cres., 

Toronto. 
Convener  of  House  CommitteeMRS.  THOMAS  H.  ANDISON, 

200  Russell  Hill  Road, 

Toronto. 
Convener  of  Entertainment  .MRS.  FRED  WOODS, 

491   Markham  St.,   Toronto. 
Convener    of    Membership    . .  MRS.    JOHN    LEE, 

54   Spencer  Ave.,    Toronto. 
Convener  of  Press    MRS.    WILLIAM   FOX, 

63  Sherwood  St.,   Toronto. 

PRESIDENTS  OF  LORETTO  ASSOCIATIONS. 

Loretto   Abbey   College.  Miss  GERALDINE  MALONEY, 

Toronto      16  St.  Joseph  St.,   Toronto. 

Niagara  Falls      MISS  FLORENCE  MULLIN, 

624    South    West    Street, 

Lima,    Ohio. 
Hamilton,    Ont MRS.   J.   J.   BUCKE. 

Stratford,    Ont MISS    HARRIET    BLAIR, 

Stratford,    Ont. 
Englewood,  Chicago     MISS  MARY  HOG  AN, 

6438    Stwart    Ave.,    Chicago, 

111. 
Sault    Ste.    Marie,    Mich MISS   IDA   RANSOM, 

Joliet,  111.   (St.  Mary's  Aca-     MISS  WINNIFRED  BANNON, 

demy)      214  Glenwood   Avenue, 

Joliet,    Illinois. 

Woodlawn,  Chicago      MISS  MADELINE  HANRAHAN 

7127  East  End  Ave.,  Chicago. 

New    York,    N.Y MISS  E.  C.  O'MEARA, 

Barblzon  Club,   140  E.   63rd 
St.,    New    York. 

Detroit,    Mich MISS    LORETTO    DUPUIS, 

3032    Pingree    Avenue, 

Detroit,    Mich. 

Buffalo,   N.Y MISS    RUTH    McCONKEY, 

297  Lexington  Ave.,  Buffalo, 
N.Y. 
Graduates'    Club,    Loretto       MISS  DOROTHEA  CAIN, 
Abbey   College  School,  480  Brunswick  Avenue, 

Tor®nto Toronto. 

Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary . .  MRS.  ROBERT  B.  MUNROE. 


The  Loretto  Alumnae  Association  will  hold  its 
third  quarterly  meeting  on  Tuesday  afternoon, 
April  25th,  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights. 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  will 
be  at  half-past  three.  There  will  be  a  musical 
programme  and  tea. 


Alumnae  attended.  The  Illinois  Federation  of  Ca- 
tholic Alumnae  were  the  guests  of  the  Madames 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  during  the  period  of  the  Con- 
vention, March  17th,  18th  and  19th. 


LORETTO  ALUMNAE,  ENGLEWOOD,  CHICAGO. 

A  very  successful  linen  shower  was  held  for 
the  Convent  in  the  High  School,  February  3rd. 
Refreshments  were  served. 

At  the  State  Convention  held  at  Barat  College, 
Lake  Forest,  Illinois,  Miss  Mary  Hogan,  president, 
acted  as  delegate,  and  Miss  Berenice  Hanlon  as 
alternate  delegate.     Many  other  memibers  of  the 


BUFFALO  CHAPTER. 


The  Buffalo  Chapter  of  the  Loretto  Alumnae 
Association  held  its  annual  meeting  for  the  election 
of  officers,  in  October,  1932,  with  resultsi  as  fol- 
lows: Honorary  President,  Mrs.  W.  Maddigan; 
Past  President,  Miss  Mary  Maxwell;  President,  Miss 
Ruth  McConkey;  Isit  Vice-President,  Mrs.  Edgar 
Black  (Myra  Heintz);  2nid  Vice-President,  Miss 
Mary  Sweeney;  3rd  Vive- President,  Miss  Alice 
Goetter;  Treasurer,  Mrs.  Summers  (Genevieve  Bo- 
land) ;  Recording  Secretary,  Miss  Kathleen  O'- 
Leary;  Chairman  of  Publicity,  Miss  Kathleen  Cul- 
linane;  Correstponding  Secretary,  Miss  Marie  Sulli- 
van. 

In  February  a  Bridge  party  was  sponsored  by 
the  Senior  Group  (those  who  attended  school  pre- 
vious to  1920)  of  the  Buffalo  Chapter.  The  co- 
chairmen  were  Mrs.  Joseph  Arbogast  (Estelle 
Forestell) ;  Mrs.  John  F.  Condon  (Kathleen  Smith) ; 
and  Mrs.  J.  Emmtett  Kilroy    (Kathleen  O'Leary). 


LORETTO  ALUMNAE,  STRATFORD,  ONTARIO. 

The  election  of  new  officers  took  place  at  the 
meeting  on  Feb.  18th,  with  results  as  follows: 
President,  Missi  Harriet  A.  Blair;  1st  Vice-Presi- 
dent, Miss  Eva  Hartleib;  2nd  Vice-President,  Miss 
Elizabeth  Quinlan;  Treasurer,  Miss  Doris  Quilter; 
Correspoiuding  Secretary,  Miss  Kathleen  Kelly;  Re- 
cording Secretary,  Miss  Mary  Dolan;  Convener 
Entertainment  Committee,  Miss  Mary  Kappele; 
Convener  House  Committee,  Mrs.  Harold  Du- 
charme;  Convener  Mem,bership  Committee,  Miss 
Mary  McCauley;  Convener  Press  Committee,  Mise 
Teresa  Macklin. 

A  delightful  "Old-Time"  Party  was  held  at 
the  Academy,  on  Shrove  Tuesday,  at  which  Miss 
Blair,  the  President,  in  a  plum-coloured  silk  gown, 
rare  old  lace  and  jewellery,  made  a  charming  hos- 
tess. Mrs.  Borland  appeared  as  "Aunt  Het,"  and 
Mrs.  McParland,  one  of  the  first  pupils  of  the 
Academy,  told  of  the  joys  and  struggles  of  its 
pioneer  days. 

At  the  regular  monthly  meeting,  on  March 
6th,  Miss  Sarah  Way  was  elected  Second  Vice- 
President  to  replace  Miss  Quinlan,  whose  sudden 
death  removes  one  of  Loretto's  most  cherished 
alumnae. 


LORETTO   ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION,   DETROIT. 

The  Loretto  Alumnae  Assiociation  of  Detroit, 
comprising  former  students  of  Loretto  Academies 
in  both  Canada  and  .the  United  States,  held  their 
election  recently.  The  results  arei  as  follows: 
President,  Mi&si  Loretto  Dupuis,  Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.;  Vice-President,  Mrs.  H. 
Hamilton  Nichols,  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ont.; 
Recording  Secretary,  Miss  Eileen  Teahen,  Loretto 
Abbey,  Toronto;  Corresponding  Secretary,  Miss 
Margaret  Moriarity,  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford, 
Ont.;  Treasurer,  Mirs.  F.  N.  Wilsion,  Loretto  Abbey, 
Toronto,  Ont.  The  election  took  place  at  the 
League  of  Catholic  Women's  headquarters  in  De- 
troit, and  following  a  luncheon,  bridge  was  en- 
joyed. 
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other  interesting  meetings  of  the  Detroit  and 
Windsor  Chapter  of  Loretto  Alumnae  have  been 
held.  At  the  February  meeting  in  the  home  of 
Mrs.  F.  N.  Wilson  (Bernadette  McNab,  Loretto 
Abbey),  Treasurer,  Detroit,  in  the  form  of  a 
Bridge-Tea,  the  members  filled  six  tables.  The 
March  meeting  was  held  at  the  home  of  the  Vice-- 
President, Mns.  H.  Nicholisi  (Guelph  Alumnae),  in 
Windsor,  and  was  much  enjoyed  by  the  thirty 
present.  Miss  Claire  Coughlin,  B.A.,  Loretto  Ab- 
bey, prepared  and  read  the  paper  on  Irish  Poetry, 
published  in  this  issue.  A  Bridge-Tea  followed. 
On  April  list  a  Luncheon  Meeting,  at  which  Dr. 
Grace  Perdue,  Loretto  Abbey  Alummae,  will  be 
the  speaker,  will  be  held  at  the  Catholic  Activi- 
ties Bldg.,  Detroit.     It  will  be  followed  by  Bridge. 


Congratulations  to  Mother  M.  Euphemia  Don 
Carlos,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont.,  whose  Diamond  Jubilee  in  religious  life  was 
celebrated  on  January  1st.  Thisi  happy  event  re- 
calls that  two  of  her  three  sisters,  members  of  the 
community.  Mother  M.  Angela,  and  Mother  M. 
Camilla,  also  celebrated  their  Diamond  Jubilees, 
and  Mother  M.  Joseph,  her  Golden  Jubilee. 


Congratulations  to  Mrs.  Frank  J.  Hughes  (Edna 
Moore,  alumina  of  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford),  otu 
the  recent  honor  to  her  husband,  appointed  a  judge 
of  the  Supreme  Court  of  Canada. 


Congratulations  also  to  Mrs.  W.  D.  Wilson 
(Nan  Hodgson),  on  the  success  of  her  little  nine- 
year-old  daughter,  Virginia,  in  winning  the  Bronze 
Medal  (Third  Class  International  Test)  in  Figure 
Skating.  Virginia  has  the  distinction  of  being  the 
youngest  child  in  Canada  to  have  this  standing. 

Three  deaths  in  close  succession  have  recently 
taken  from  amongst  us  beloved  members  of  the 
Community,  in  each  case  full  of  years  and  of  good 
works: 

On  January  11th,  1933,  Mother  M.  Justina  O'- 
Neail,  I.B.V.M.,  died  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour 
Heighte,  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty-six  years, 
of  which  sixty-eight  were  spent  in  religion.  She 
was  the  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Daniel 
O'Neail  of  Paris,  Ontario,  and  was  one  of  four 
sisters  to  enter  the  Institute  b.V.M.,  at  Loretto  Ab- 
bey, all  of  whom,  as  well  asi  three  brothers,  pre- 
deceased her.  Her  sisters  were  Mother  Mary  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  who  died  in  1876,  and  is  buried 
at  Niagara;  Mother  M.  Anastasia,  who  died  in  To- 
ronto in  1882;  and  the  second  Mother  Mary  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  who  died  in  Hamilton  in  1919. 
Mother  Justina  had  successively  filled  many  im- 
portant posts  in  the  Institute,  at  Belleville,  Ham- 
ilton, Stratford,  Guelph,  and  Toronto. 

On  March  20th,  Mother  M.  Emilie  Murphy, 
I. B.V.M. ,  died  in  Hamilton,  after  an  illness  of  over 
three  months.  She  po&seseied  outstanding  gifts  of 
mind  and  heart  and  a  graciousness  as  sincere  as  it 
was  winning.  She  had  taught  in  the  schools  of 
the  Institute  in  Toronto,  Stratford,  Hamilton,  and 
Guelph,  where  she  was  afterwards  Superior,  and 
was  especially  successful  with  boys,  who  continued 
devoted  to  her  in  after  life,  relying  always  on  her 
friendship  and  the  strength  of  her  prayer®.  She 
leaves  to  mourn  her  loss  one  brother,  Mr.  J.  Mur- 
phy, and  one  sister,  Mrs.  O'Connor,  both  of  To- 
ronto. 


On  March  22nd,  Sister  M.  Ildefonse  Mahon, 
I.B.V.M.,  died  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights. 
She  had  always  been  remarkable  for  her  spirit  of 
zeal  and  of  cheerfulnessi  and  for  her  solicitude  for 
the  comfort  and  happiness  of  others.  During  the 
long  years  while  she  was  stationed  at  Loretto  Ab- 
bey, Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  and  Loretto 
Abbey  College  and  Schools,  Brunswick  Avenue,  her 
motherly  kindne&si  to  the  pupils  won  for  her  a 
host  of  life-long  friends  who  loved  to  keep  in 
touch  with  her.  She  leaves  a  sister,  Sister  M.  Lid- 
wina,,  I. B.V.M.,  to  whom  we  offer  heartfelt  sym- 
pathy. 

Eternal  rest  grant  them,  O  Lord! 


MARRIAGES. 


Miss  Mary  Callen,  alumina  of  Loretto  Abbey 
College  School,  Toronto,  and  graduate  nurse  of  St. 
Michael'si  Hospital,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Charles  A.  Callen,  Toronto,  to  Dr.  James  T.  Danis, 
Toronto.  Reverend  C.  W.  James  performed  the 
ceremony  in  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  on  February 
28th,  1933.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Danis  will  live  on  Ingle- 
wood  Drive,  Toronto. 

Miss  Mary  Sweeney,  graduate  of  19  29,  of  Lor- 
etto Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Sweeney,  to  Mr.  Thomas  O'- 
Brien, on  February  25th,  1933. 

Mis3  Phyllis  Marjorie  McAtee,  graduate  of  class 
of  1929,  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leander  McAtee,  to  Mr.  Jonathan 
Roy  Cole,  on  Jan.  23rd,  1933. 

Miss  Marian  Newman,  alumna  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  and  graduate  nurse  of  St. 
Mary's  Hospital,  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y;,  to  Mr.  Otto 
Loescher,  in  October,  193  2.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Loes- 
cher  are  living  at  Sagaman  Apartment®,  Niagara 
Falls,  N.Y. 

Miss  Mary  Frances  Keating,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Hamilton,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Sarah  Keat- 
ing, to  Mr.  Frederick  Nettleto.n,  on  Jan.  7th,  1933. 

Miss  Margaret  Ryan,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Ryan 
and  the  late  Hugh  Ryan,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  John  C. 
Patton,  on  September  7th,  1932. 

Miss  Phoebe  Briscoll,  graduate  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam Briscoll,  to  Mr.  Frank  Cheney,  on  Dec.  26th, 
193  2,  in  New  York. 


CONGRATULATIONS   TO: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Benjamin  Augustine  (Katy  Agnes 
Pirtle,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls), 
on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  Jan.  12th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert  Fink  (Evelyn  Home, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Fallsi),  on 
the  birth  of  a  son,  on  Dec.  29th,  193  2. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fred.  Peterson  (Rose  Johnison, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  on 
the  birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richardson,  Guelph  (Anne  Malone, 
former  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  and 
Guelph),  on  the  birth  of  twin  daughters,  on  Feb. 
8th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frederick  Pesel  (Pauline  Pigeon, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford),  on  the 
birth  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Noonan  (Adele  Gyse- 
linck,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn, 
Chicago)  on  the  birth  of  a  son  on  Feb.  8th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Nelson  Page  (Marjory 
Strieker,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn, 
Chicago),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  Jan.  5th,  1933. 
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Dr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Mahoney,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont., 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  H.  MicGovern,  Toronto, 
on  the  toirth  of  a  son,  on  Dec.   19th,   1932. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  O'Connell,  Detroit,  on 
the  birth  of  a  son,  on  Feb.  23Td,  1933. 


LORETTO  OFFERS  DEEPEST  SYMPATHY  TO: 

Mr.  Courtemanch,  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 
and  to  their  daughters.  Sister  M.  Isobel,  I.B.V.M., 
St.  Cecilia's  Convent,  Toronto,  and  Mrs.  Colgan, 
Toronto,  and  other  memibers  of  the  family. 

Mother  M.  Beniti,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy, 
Woodlawn,  Chicago;  Mother  M.  St.  Wilfrid,  I.B. 
V.M.,  Loretto  Academy,  Englewood,  Chicago;  Mo- 
ther Katharine  Connolly,  R.S.H.,  Grand  Coteau, 
La.,;  Miss  Sara  Connolly  and  Mr.  Robert  Connolly, 
Belmar,  N.Y.,  on  the  death  of  their  sister,  Missi 
Mary  Ellen  Connolly. 

Mother  M.  St.  Margaret,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Ab- 
bey College,  Brunswick  Avenue,  on  the  death  of 
her  father. 

Mrs.  Joseph  George  Carroll,  244  Russell  Hill 
Road,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her  husband,  and 
to  their  son,  Mr.  Louis  Carroll,  Fort  Erie,  and 
daughters,  Missi  Frances  Carroll,  and  Mrs.  J.  L. 
Seitz. 

Mrs.  Henry  Byrne,  and  family,  Toronto,  on  the 
death  of  her  husband.  Miss  Teresa  Byrne  is  a 
pupil  of  Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick 
Avenue,  Toronto. 

Mr.  Leo  Healy,  207  Springdale  Boulevard,  To- 
ronto, and  family,  on  the  death  of  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Thomson,  Scranton,  Pa.,  on  the  death  of 
her  husband.  Dr.  C.  E.  Thomson,  and  to  their  son. 
Dr.  C.  E.  Thomson,  Jr.,  and  other  members  of  the 
family. 

MisRes  Mary  and  Emma  Sieferling,  on  the  death 
of  their  mother. 

Mr.  Frank  O'Connor,  Mr.  Joseph  O'Connor, 
Miss  Anne  O'Connor,  and  Miiss  Grace  O'Connor, 
on  the  death  of  their  father,  Mr.  William  Bernard 
O'Connor,  brother  of  the  late  Archbishop  O'Con- 
nor, Toronto. 

Mr.  W.  J.  Dillon,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  his 
wife,  and  to  their  daughters,  Misses  Loretto  and 
Claudia  Dillon,  and  son,  Mr.  Alfred  Dillon. 

Misses  Katherine  and  Alecia  Mallon,  Mrs. 
James  J.  McCarthy,  Toronto,  and  Mrs'.  J.  J.  Scully, 
Montreal,  and  their  brothers,  on  the  death  of  their 
sister.  Miss  Mary  Mallon,  daughter  of  the  late 
John  Mallon. 

Mr.  J.  Murphy  and  Mrs.  O'Connor,  Toronto,  on 
the  death  of  their  sister.  Mother  M.  Emilie,  I.B.V.M., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Byrnes,  Balcaris,  Collingwood,  Ont.,  and 
family,  on  the  death  of  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour  (Margaret  Byrnes),  New  York. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fred.  Lee,  and  their  family, 
Belleville,  Ont.,  on  the  death  of  their  daughter. 
Miss  Alma  Lee. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Maguire,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  their  daughter.  Miss  Emily  Maguire,  a  pupil  of 
St.  Helen's!  School,  Toronto. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kelly,  and  family,  Toronto,  on 
the  death  of  their  son.  Reverend  Brother  Francis, 
of  the  Christian  Brothers,  of  the  faculty  of  the 
University  of  Alberta. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  E.  Hayes,  and  family,  Peter- 
borough, Ont.,  on  the  death  of  their  daughter.  Miss 
Alice  Hayes,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege, June,  1932. 


Mrs.  E.  J.  Madden  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband.  Dr.  E.  J.  Madden,  and  to  his  sis- 
ter, Mrs.  John  Long,  Chicago,  and  other  rela- 
tives. 

Mrs.  T.  Hurley,  and  family,  Belleville,  Ont.,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  his  sister,  Missi 
Anna  Hurley,  President  of  the  C.W.L.,  Belleville. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boos,  Sedley,  Sask.,  on  the  death 
of  their  daughter.  Miss  Louise  Boos,  a  pupil  of 
Loretto,  Sedley. 

Mrs.  James  McSherry,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  the  death  of  her  brother, 
Lance-Coirp.  Edward  Sinan.  Miss  Patricia  Mc- 
Sherry is  a  pupil  of  Loretto  College  School,  Bruns- 
wick Avenue,  Toronto. 

Mrs.  Michael  Coyle,  Sunderland,  Ont.,  on  the 
death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  Timothy  Doyle. 

Mrs.  John  O'Donoghue,  and  family,  Stratford, 
Ont.,  on  the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  his  sis- 
ter. Miss  Mary  O'Donoghue,  and  brothers,  Mr.  James 
O'Donoghue,  and  Mr.  Frank  O'Donoghue. 

Mrs.  Edgar  Bergholtz  (Margaret  Burchill, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  and 
family,  Hillsdale,  N.J.,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band, and  to  the  memberst  of  his  family  and  rela- 
tives 

Mrs.  J.  R.  Stockwell,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  to  their  daughters.  Misses 
Veronica  and  Sophie  Stockwell. 

Miss  Eleanor  O'Neail,  Dannell  Cottage,  Paris, 
Ont.,  Mr.  D.  R.  O'Neail,  and  Mr.  H.  C.  O'Neail, 
Paris,  and  their  brothers  and  sisters,  on  the  death 
of  their  aunt.  Mother  M.  Justina,  I.B.V.M. 

Mr.  Frank  Wakefield  and  family,  Guelph,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Anglin,  and  family,  Ottawa,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  the  Right  Honourable  F.  A.  Ang- 
lin, Chief  Justice  of  Canada,  and  to  his  brother, 
Mr.  Arthur  W.  Anglin,  K.C.,  Toronto,  and  other 
relatives. 

Mr.  Joseph  Quinlan,  Mr.  Terrance  Quinlan,  and 
Dr.  P.  F.  Quinlan,  Stratford,  Ont.,  on  the  death 
of  their  sister.  Miss  Elizabeth  Quinlan.  The  late 
Miss  Quinlan  was  one  of  the  first  pupils  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Stratford,  and  a  conistant  benefactress 
of  the  Academy,  as  of  every  other  good  work  in 
the  community.  At  the  time  of  her  death  she 
was   2nd  Vice-President  of  the  Alumnae. 

Mrs.  Mary  Storey,  Detroit,  on  the  death  of  her 
daughter.  Miss  Rose  Storey,  and  to  Reverend  W.  J. 
Storey,  C.S.B.,  St.  Michael's  College,  Toronto,  bro- 
ther, and  Sister  M.  Veronica  of  the  Community  of 
the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  Munro,  Mich.,  sis- 
ter. 

Mrs.  Charles  Walter,  her  son,  Reverend  Leo  J. 
Walter,  O.Carm.,  and  other  members  of  the  family, 
on  the  death  of  Mr.  Walter. 

Mrs.  Bernard  Donnelly  (Mary  Fenlon),  and 
family,  on  the  death  of  her  husiband,  and  to  his  sis- 
ters. Sister  M.  Bernard,  of  the  Maryknoll  Sisters, 
China,  Mrs.  McGrath,  and  Mrs.  McCann,  and  other 
members  of  the  family  and  relatives.  Very  Rever- 
end John  Fenlon,  S.S.,  Provincial  of  the  Sulpi- 
cian  Fathers,   is  a  brother-in-law. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Connor,  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husiband.  Miss  Anna  Connor  (daughter)  is 
a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,   Chicago. 

Mrs.  C.  C.  McCarthy,  and  family,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband.  Miss  Mary  McCarthy  (daughter) 
is  a  graduate  of  Loretto  Academiy,  Woodlawti,  Chi- 
cago, of  the  class  of  1930. 
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Reverend  Henry  Walsh,  D.D.,  and  Reverend 
James  Walsh,  D.D.,  pastor  of  the  Church  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  Chicago,  formerly  assdstant  at  St. 
Bernard's,  Englewood,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of 
their  mother. 

Mrs.  Pennett,  on  the  death  of  her  daughter, 
Miss  Rosalind  Pennett,  and  to  Misses  Catherine 
and  Joan  Pennett,  sisters,  pupilsi  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy, Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

Mrs.  John  Mahoney,  Jr.,  Joliet,  111.,  and  family, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  Mrs.  John 
Mahony,  Sr.,  his  mother,  and  Mrs.  Charles  Wallace 
and  Miss  Margaret  Mahoney,  sisters,  graduates  of 
St.  Mary's  Academy,  Joliet. 

The  relatives  of  the  late  Alice  Hennessey,  gra- 
duate of  St.  Mary's  School,  Joliet,  111. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Hennessey,  and  family, 
Chicago,  on  the  death  of  the  former's  father,  Mt. 
Edward  Hennessey,  Sr. 

Mrs.  Leyden  (Marcella  Murray),  alumna  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Englewood,  and  other  members 
of  the  family,  on  the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs. 
Murray. 

Mr.  Frank  Corcoran  and  family,  on  the  death  of 
his  wife  (Vera  Fallon),  and  to  her  parents,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Fallon,  and  family.  Very  Reverend  F.  V. 
Corcoran,  CM.,  head  of  De  Paul  University,  Chi- 
cago, is  a  brother-in-law. 

Mrsi.  J.  I.  Fensom,  17  Silverbirch  Avenue,  To- 
ronto, on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  Dowson, 
widow  of  the  late  Charles  A.  Dowson. 

Reverend  E.  J.  McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  on  the  death 
of  his  father. 

Mr.  E.  F.  Henderson,  and  family,  Toronto,  on 
the  death  of  his  wife. 

Mr.  Lawrence  McManus,  and  family,  on  the 
death  of  his  wife.  Miss  Marguerite  McManus, 
daughter,  is  a  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Wood- 
lawn,  Chicago. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mulcahey,  Reverend  Eugene  V. 
Mulcahey,  Reverend  George  Mulcahey,  Miss  Kath- 
erine  Mulcahey,  and  Mrs.  James  O'Neil,  on  the 
death  of  Miss  Bernadette  Loyola  Mulcahey. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Berrigan  (Florence  Glynn,  alumna 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  on  the  death 
of  their  infant  son. 

Mr?.  James  J.  Callahan  (Josie  Harden,  gradu- 
ate of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls),  4816 
South  Kenwood  Ave.,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of 
her   mother,   Mrs.   Harden. 

Mrs.  Rieger,  on  the  death  of  her  husband.  Pro- 
fessor J.  Ernest  Rieger,  Dean  of  Music,  Niagara 
University,  and  to  Dr.  E.  M.  Reiger,  son,  and  Mis© 
Vera  Rieger,  daughter. 

The  relatives  of  the  late  Miss  Elizabeth  Mullen, 
former  pupil  of  Loretto  Abbey,  and  member  of 
Detroit    Chapter   Loretto   Alumnae,    on    her   death. 

Miss  Helen  O'Leary,  and  Mr.  Harold  O'Leary, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  death  of  their  mother. 

Mr.  Rowan,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  death 
of  his  wife,  and  to  their  daughters,  Miifses  Eva, 
Beatrice  and  Marguerite,  all  alumnae  af  Loretto 
Academy. 

Misses  Margaret  and  Louise  Hilborne,  Loretto 
Abbey  College  School,  on  the  death  of  their  grand- 
mother. 


Gorman  (Mary  Anne  Sullivan)  passed  to  her  etern- 
al reward  at  the  age  of  seventy-nine. 

Contemporary  with  the  late  Bishop  Dowling'e 
sister,  Mrs.  O'Gorman  had  belonged  to  the  flrs.t 
class  of  Loretto,  Hamilton,  and  saw  the  school 
grow  from  its  inception  to  to-day,  when  its  gra- 
duates are  known  from  sea  to  sea.  The  noble  ex- 
amiple  of  her  interest  in  the  Alumnae  is  a  chal- 
lenge to  the  loyalty  of  good-will  of  the  Alumnae 
members  to  their  Alma  Mater.  May  God  grant 
her  everlasting  rest.     R.I. P. 

Mary  M.  Bucke,  '28. 


SEDLEY  CHRONICLE. 

Jan.  4th — Our  school  was  honored  by  a  visit 
from  Mother  General.  The  pupils  were  assembled 
in  the  upper  hall  and  welcomed  Mother  General 
by  "A  Greeting  Song."  Jean  Wheeler  read  an 
address  of  welcome  and  Yvette  Giroux  presented 
a  spiritual  bouquet. 

Jan.  23rd — The  usual  Mary  Ward  banquet  was 
held  at  the  Convent.  The  evening  was  spent  in 
games  and  a  treasure  hunt. 

Feb.  14th — The  Convent  Boarders  enjoyed  a 
Bridge  Party.  On  Friday  a  second  celebration  in 
honour  of  St.  Valentine  was  held,  when  "Mrs. 
Oakley's  Telephone"     was  presented. 

Mar.  2nd — ^"Mrs.  Oakfley's  Telephone"  was 
heard  at  school  to-day. 

Mar.  10th — Grades  XI.  and  XII.  were  guests 
at  a  "Health  Play"  presented  by  the  Junior  Red 
Cross  of  Gradesi  IV.,  V.  and  VI. 

Mar.  17th — We  enjoyed  our  Bridge  Party  in 
honour  of  St.  Patrick's  Day.  Miss  May  Warnke 
was  the  fortunate  winner  of  a  coveted  green  bag. 

Our  last  item  bears  no  date,  for  its  benefits 
cannot  be  reckoned  by  time.  We  do  not  know 
how  to  express  our  appreciation  to  the  Mission 
Crusade  of  Loretto  College  School  for  the  lantern 
that  arrived  a  short  time  ago.  It  is  very  valuable 
to  us  now,  but  its  use  for  our  summer  Catechism 
course  will  be  beyond  value. 


MRS.   DAVID   O'GORMAN. 

Another  link  was  broken  in  the  great  chain  of 
Loretto  graduates  from  Mount  St.  Mary,  Hamil- 
ton,  when   on   January   9th,    1933,   Mrs.    David   O'- 


HONOUR  LIST  of  pupils  who  also  sent  in  ar- 
ticles of  merit  that  space  doeisi  not  permit  us  to 
publish:  Loretto  Abbey,  Misses  Mary  Pickett, 
Agnes  Purtle,  Marguerite  O'Connell,  Mona  Lang, 
Isabel  Haanan,  Christina  Allen;  Loretto  High 
School,  Englewood,  Chicago,  Misses  Charlotte  Not- 
ter,  Marmion  Cunningham,  Lois  Bsiwin,  Annette 
Farrell,  Helen  Neilson,  Elizabeth  Healy,  Claire 
Smith,  Loretto  Maleski;  Loretto  Academy,  Nia- 
gara Falls,  Mary  Moore,  Noel  Rahn,  Helen  Jane 
Sensenbrenner;  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chi- 
cago, Misses  Betty  Rose  Mier,  Mary  White,  Elsie 
Felix,  June  Heatherly,  Loretto  Rozak,  Theresa  Sul- 
livan, Vivian  McMahon,  Janet  Hannigan;  Loretto 
Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.,  Misises  Vallie 
King,  Mary  Jacques,  Miriam  Wolf,  Kathyrn  Leh- 
man, Atlas  Johnson,  Claudia  Reinhard,  Betty 
Graham,  Anna  Coughlin,  Agatha  McNaughton; 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Miss  Frances  Whitta- 
ker;  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Miss  Mary  Ryan; 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick  Avenue, 
Toronto,  Misses  Kathleen  Breen,  Christine  Dinan, 
Helen  Collins,  Claire  Bradley,  Barbara  Young,  Mar- 
garet Vahey,  Doris  McFarland,  Ruth  Noonan,  Agnes 
Fleming,  Elda  Seitz,  Marie  Piccininni;  Rosella  Lee, 
Peggy  Manley,  Helen  Carlin,  Bernice  Hagen;  St. 
Cecilia's  School,  Misses  Marjorie  Holmes,  and 
Marie  Browse. 
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LORETTO    ABBEY,    ARMOUR    HEIGHTS. 

Dec.  17th — The  Abbey  girls  to-day  played  "Santa 
Claus"  to  sixtynthree  under-privileged  children.  All 
kindisi  ot  good  things  to  eat  helped  make  a  good 
time.  Toys  and  clothing  were  packed  in  strong 
paper  bags,  and  the  smiles  om  happy  little  faces 
fully  repaid  our  well-spent  afternoon. 

Dec.  22nd^ — ^Christmas  holidays  are  at  hand! 
And  a  merry  group  leave  to-day  at  noon  amidst 
good-byes  and  the  joyousi  "Merry  Christmas" 
wishes. 

Jan.  14th — Our  senior  basketball  team  leaves 
for  Hamilton  this  morning  to  play  the  Niagara 
girls.  The  best  team  always  wins  —  and  we  didn't 
mind  losing  to  ■siuch  excellent  players.  Score. — 
32-10. 

Jan.  17th — The  Loretto  Alumnae  hold  a  very 
successful  meeting  this  afternoon.  An  interesting 
programme  follows  in  which  Miss  Nadine  Haris 
renders   several   delightful   piano  tielections. 

Jan.  18th — Posters  at  every  turn  help  to  pre- 
pare us  for  Retreat.  At  the  first  Sodality  meeting 
of  the  year  Retreat  is  the  chief  topic.  Misses  Mary 
Boland  and  Barbara  Knox  entertain  us  with  a 
skit — "Sally  Sodality  and  Chic  Collegiate." 

Jan.  19th — Opening  night  of  Retreat  given  by 
Reverend  Father  C.  Keating,  S.J.  We  resolve  to 
make  this  Retreat  the  best  yet  —  and  we  hope 
that  it  really  was. 

Jan.  23rd — Mary  Ward's  Feast  Day — and  the 
closing  of  our  Retreat.  The  traditional  banquet 
is  held  in  the  evening,  and  short  sketches  of  Mary 
Ward's  life  are  given  by  Missies  Hannan,  Purtle 
and  Dunn.  Dancing  in  the  recreation  room  fol- 
lows, and  a  happy  but  tired  group  go  cheerfully  to 
bed. 

Jan.  26th — Our  day  is  brightened  by  our  first 
Mission  meeting  of  the  new  year.  Chinese  babies 
are  bought  with  our  miite-box  fund. 

Jan.  27th — Reverend  Father  Corbett,  from  the 
Niagara  University,  thrills  us  with  hisi  experiences 
of  the  past  ten  years  in  China. 

Jan.  28th — ^Our  Athletic  Instructress,  Miss  Bar- 
ker, chaperoned  a  group  of  the  Abbey  girls  to  the 
Eglinton  Hunt  Club  to  see  a  disiplay  of  horseman- 
ship and  also  a  thrilling  game  of  polo. 

Jan.  29th — Right  Reverend  Bishop  MacDonald 
honours  us  with  a  visit,  and  ^tells  us,  in  his  inter- 
esting way,  the  story  of  the  Holy  Housle  of  Loreto. 
He  kindly  answers  our  questions,  and  rounds  out 
the  evening  by  reading  from  his  book  of  latest 
jokes. 

Jan.  31st — Second  Form  entertains  usi  with  a 
Mission  programme.  Slides  of  China  are  shown, 
and  a  clever  dialogue  by  Misses  Mayo  Jones  and 
Joan  McLaughlin  ifollows.  Congratulations,  Second 
Form!      You  are  leaders!  in   our  Mission  Unit. 

Feb.  2nd — Our  Chapel  Fund  is  enriched  by  a 
piano  recital  given  by  Miss  Nadine  Haris,  a  [pupil 
of  Miss  Mona  Bates.  The  Abbey  is  proud  of  our 
talented  musician. 

Feb.  3rd — Our  first  week-end  of  the  new  year. 

Feb.  9th — Third  Year  Oratorical  Contest!  We 
find  that  we  have  many  promising  sipeakers.  First 
place  is  given  to  Miss  Eleanor  O'Meara  and  second 
place  to  Miss  Elizabeth  Meech. 


Feb.  11th — Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  Feast  Day! 
A  procession  in  the  evening,  followed  by  the 
crowining  of  her  statue  at  the  grotto.  The  gradu- 
ates went  to  "St.  Michael's  versus  'Varsity"  hockey 
game.  Several  of  the  Sodalists  attended  the  Con- 
vention at  Buffalo  and  were  hospitably  entertained 
overnight  at   Loretto,   Niagara. 

Feb.  13  th — ^Miss  Rea  Mooney,  a  Loretto  girl 
from  Ireland  now  appearing  with  the  Abbey  Thea- 
tre Players,  paid  us  a  visit,  accompanied  by  Rever- 
end Father  Manley  and  Miss  Manley. 

Feb.  14th — St.  Valentine's  Day.  Sigma  Nu  en- 
tertains at  a  bridge  party.  Miss  Patricia  Ryan 
won  first  prize  and  Miss  Agnes  Purtle  the  consola- 
tion prize.  Sodality  meeting  this  afternoon,  and 
the  girls  who  had  attended  the  convention  in  Buffa- 
lo bring  back  to  us  much  of  the  wonderful  spirit 
and  enthu'Siiasm   of  that  meeting. 

Feb.  21st — We  attend  the  College  Girls'  play 
in  Loretto  College  Auditorium:  "The  Marvellous 
History  of  St.  Bernard."  Congratulations  are  offer- 
ed to  all  taking  part  in  the  wonderful  production. 

Feb.  25th — The  tenth  anniversary  of  Loretto 
Hamilton's  C.C.S.M.C.  Miss  Barker  takes  a  num- 
ber of  our  Crusaders  to  Hamilton.  Wonderful 
Kitories  are  brought  back  to  us  of  the  afternoon 
spent  at  Mount  St.  Mary's. 

Feb.  26th — We  make  our  Lenten  resolutions 
and  agree  upon  a  "daily  six." 

Feb.  27th — His  Honour,  the  Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor of  Ontario  and  Mrs.  Bruce  honour  us  with 
their  presence.  Tea  is  served  in  the  Reception  room 
with  the  Senior  College  girls  attending.  Members, 
of  the  Alumnae  assisted. 

Feb.  27th — Right  Reverend  Monseigneur  Pucci, 
Domestic  Prelate  to  His  Holiness,  paid  us  a  short 
visit  to-day.  A  numiber  of  graduates)  attend  "The 
Donovan  Affair"  given  by  the  Newman  Club  in 
the    Eaton    Auditorium. 

Feb.  27th — Our  Shrove  Tueisday  party  was 
something  new  —  a  Solomon  Grundy  party.  We 
had  many  delightful  games,  and  prizes  were  won 
by  Miss  Ruth  Burns  and  Miss  Isabel   Hannan. 

March  3rd — Our  siecond  week-end,  which  was 
prolonged  by  a  half-holiday  given  by  His  Honour, 
Lieutenant-Governor   Bruce. 

March  9th — Mission  meeting.  We  hear  of  the 
terrible  suffering  in  Western  Canada  in  a  letter 
from  Monsignor  Janssen.  Every  Friday  in  Lent 
is  to  be  Generosity  Day,  by  which  we  hope  to 
raise  a   goodly  sum   for  mii^tsion   purposes. 

March  11th — Another  visit  to  the  Eglinton 
Hunt  Club,  this  time  to  see  Junior  girls  riding. 
This  treat  is  due  tO'  Miss  Barker. 

Florence  Goldsmith,   E.    de  M. 
Mary  Lynch,  E.  de  M. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  NIAGARA  PALLS,  ONT. 

Jan.  8th — We  return  to  sichool  ready  for  work 
after   many  varied   Christmas  festivities. 

Jan.  11th — Skating  at  the  city  arena,  which  is 
reserved  for  our  school  on  Wednesday  from  four 
to   five   o'clock. 

Jan.  16th — Something  new  and  different  in 
the   way    of   school    activities.      Our    first   archery 
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lesson  enjoyed  by  all,  despite  the  fact  ithat  not  a 
few  arrows  were  broken,  and  that  the  target  was 
more  frequently  missed  than  hit.  Played  the 
Abbey  at  Hamilton  and  won. 

Jan.  19th — Chemistry  class  enjoyed  an  exciting 
and  instructive  afternoon  at  the  Liquid  Air  Plant. 
Jan.  20th — Played  Guelph  team  at  Hamilton 
with  a  score  of  34 — 20  in  our  favour.  Our  oppon- 
entsi,  who  had  previously  won  from  Loretto,  Ham- 
ilton, played  excellently,  and  we  are  looking  for- 
ward to  our  encounter  with  them  next  year.  We 
are  again  the  proud  possessors  of  the  Inter-Loretto 
Basketball  trophy,  having  won  five  out  of  six 
games. 

Jan.  22nd — Annual  banquet  in  honour  of  the 
saintly  Mother  Mary  Ward,  Foundress  of  the  In- 
stitute to  which  our  dear  Loretto,  Niagara,  belongsi. 
A  delightful  evening  with  a  varied  programme. 
One  feature  was  a  contest  among  the  students 
to  find  out  who  knew  nHost  about  Mary  Ward. 
Miss  Yvonne  MacEvoy  obtained  first  prize.  Miss 
Mary  Moore  and  Missi  Helen  Sensenbrenner  tied 
seconds. 

Feb.  1st — Miss  Margaret  Hendley  entertained 
us  with  a  beautiful  piano  recital.  Her  skill  and 
charm  won  appreciative  applause.  Reverend  Bro- 
ther Anthony,  O.Carm.,  also  delighted  us  with 
some  choice  numbers  in  his  own  artistic  manner. 
Feb.  5th — A  most  interesting  lecture  on  Rome 
given  by  our  former  Religious  Instructor,  Reverend 
Father  Gabriel,  O.Carm.,  who  had  spent  some  years 
in  the  Eternal  City.  The  illustrations  —  many 
of  them  entirely  neiw  to  us  —  for  example,  the 
Catacombs,  added   greatly  to   the  lecture. 

Feb.  12th — A  Sodality  Conference  in  Buffalo. 
From  the  delegates'  enthusiastic  reports  we  judge 
the  meeting  was  most  successful.  Practical  re- 
sults— We  have  great  plans  for  the  future. 

Feb.  21st — The  charmiing  play,  "Quality  Street," 
given  by  our  Senior  class  to  help  the  Missions, 
called  forth  many  flattering  comments.  We  feel  it 
was  a  success.  A  series  of  debates  during  Janu- 
ary and  February  in  Form  IV.  English  class  proved 
interesting  and  informing.  In  each  case  the  nega- 
tive  side    had   the  victory. 

Feb.  26th — 28th — Our  annual  Retreat  —  a  most 
Inspiring  one  - — •  was  given  by  Reverend  Joseph 
Keating,  S.J.  One  more  immeasurable  blessing  to 
add  to  our  wealth  of  spiritual  treasiure. 

Feb.  26th — As  the  C.C.S.M.C.  meeting  at  Lor- 
etto, Hamilton,  coincided  with  our  Retreat,  we  had 
a  smaller  representation  there  than  we  could  have 
wished;  however,  two  of  the  Religious  and  Miss 
Mary  Moore  represented  us  and  brought  our  sin- 
cere congratulations  to  the  Loretto  Unit  on  the 
tenth  birthday  of  itsi  excellent  work  for  the  Mis- 
sions 

In  the  C.C.S.M.C.  poster  competition  on  this 
occasion  our  Miss  Esme  Thomas'  po&ter  won  first 
prize,  and  Miss  Gilberte  Belcourt's  received  hon- 
ourable  mention 

March  8th — Mission  meeting,  in  which  Miss 
Mary  Moore  gave  an  enthusiastic  account  of  the 
C.C.S.M.C.  meeting  in  Hamilton.  More  plans  adopt- 
ed to  further  the  good  cause. 

March  8th — The  Inter-Class  Volley  Ball  Tour- 
nament commenced  tc-day  with  much  enthusiasm. 
Our  Saturday  riding-classes  are  still  fascinating. 
March  8th — We  are  all  very  sorry  to  hear  of 
the  death  of  our  dear  friend.  Professor  Rieger, 
Dean  of  Music  at  Niagara  University,  who  com- 
posed  the  music   to   our  school  song,   "Ave   Maria 
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Loietto,"  and  gave  us  most  interesting  talk.=?'  on 
music.  The  spiritual  bou:iuet  from  the  r.chool 
was  brought  to  the  home  by  Miss  Kathleen  Hunt 
and  Miss  Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner. 

March  12th — Our  heartfelt  thanks  to  Reverend. 
Father  John,  O.Carm.,  and  Rev.  Father  Joseph, 
O.Carm.,  for  the  beautiful  and  soulful  Sunday  ser- 
mons they  have  in  turn  given  us.  Father  John's 
to-day  on  Eternity  will  remain  with  us  throughout 
our  lives. 

Mae  Caffrey. 


LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,   ENGLEWOOD, 
CHICAGO. 

Dec.  16th — A  pound  party  was  given  for  the 
poor  —  an  excellent  party  for  an  excellent  cause. 
Enough    food   for   seven    baskets   was   collected. 

Dec.  23rd — The  Juniors  thought  it  time  to 
give  an  example  of  their  dramatic  ability.  What 
better  time  to  give  this  exhibition  than  when  the 
girls  were  in  a  mild  and  mellow  mood,  thinking 
of  the  coming  holidays?  With  the  moral  of  "The 
Christmas  Spirit"  to  meditate  upon,  the  girls  must 
have  spent  a  holy  Christmasi. 

Jan.  8th — '"Betty,  Behave!"  on  Jan.  8th  and 
"The  Flame  Leaps  Up"  on  Jan.  20th  were  two  plays 
presented  by  the  Seniors  in  order  to  secure  a 
radio  for  the  club  room.  It  is  evident,  from  the 
ability  displayed  in  these  plays,  that  our  Senior 
graduation  play  will  equal  those  of  former  years 
in  histrionic  talent. 

January  26th  —  31st  —  This  time  was  spent 
in  preparing  for  examinations.  Harassed  looks 
prevailed  before  the  ordeal,  replaced  by  that  "I- 
should-have^done-better"  look  afterwards. 

Feb.  Isit — 3rd — Retreat  was  given  by  Reverend 
Father  Lennon.  The  recollection  of  the  girls  so 
impressed  the  Faculty  that  it  is  rumoured  there 
was  thought  of  making  veils  a  part  of  our  uniform. 

Feb.  8th — 12th — That  personage  whom  we  have 
laughingly  nicknamed  "Old  Man  Winter"  had  a 
surprise  in  store  for  Chicago.  School  was  dismiss- 
ed during  these  days  because  of  the  heavy  snow 
and  sub-zero  weather. 

'■•  Feb.  13th — A  continuance  of  our  holidays.  Lin- 
coln's birthday  arrived  in  time  to  prolong  our  vaca- 
tion. School  wasi  resumed  after  a  week  of  rest 
with'  new  vim,   vigour  and  vitality. 

Feb.  22nd — Now  I  know  why  Washington  was 
one  of  our  greatest  Presidents.  He  gave  us  a  holi- 
day  when   we  most   appreciated   it. 

Feb.  28th — Two  plays  were  given  by  the  Sopho- 
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PIGOTT 
CONSTRUCTION 

Company,  Ltd. 

General 
Contractors 

Recent  Contracts: 

Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Nurses'  Home,  St.  Michael's  Hospital, 

Toronto. 

St.    Mary's   Church,    Tillsonburg. 


HAMILTON,    CANADA. 

(Pigott   Building). 


CANDLES 

For  Every  Purpose 


Mass    Candles 
Benediction  Candles 
Votive  Candles 
Sanctuary    Lights 
Votive  Lights 
Sick    Call   Candles 
St.    Blaise   Candles 
First   Communion 

Candles 

Decorated  Feast 

Day  Candles 

Incense 
Charcoal 
Lighting   Tapers 
Altar  Accessories 


Dinner   Tapers 
Banquet    Candles 
Wedding  Candles 
Anniversary  Candles 
Monogrammed    Candles 
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mores  in  order  to  raise  money  for  a  radio  in  the 
recreation  room.  The  plays  were  succeseful,  and 
the  school  is  now  well  equipped  with  radios. 

March  9th — The  entire  school  visited  the  Cen- 
tury oif  Progress.  This  project  proimisee  to  be  the 
most  tremendous  thing  that  Chicago  has  under- 
taken. 

Colourful  foreign  villages  with  their  natives, 
from  every  continent,  will  be  displayed,  as  well 
as  Indian  settlements,  gigantic  athletic  and  recrea- 
tional fields.  We  will  in  truth  spe.nd  countless 
hours  viewing  rows  of  exhibition  buildings,  gaily 
coloured  booths  by  the  hundreds,  anthropological 
exhibits,  the  railroad,  aviation,  steamboat  and 
electric  displays,  the  Maya  temple,  the  replica  of 
Old  Fort  Dearborn,  the  Shedd  Aquarium,  the  Adler 
Planetarium,  and  countlesis  other  places  for  play 
and    relaxation. 

March  10  th — School  was  dismissed  in  order 
that  those  who  wished  might  attend  the  funeral 
of  Mayor  Cermak,  whose  sad  and  untimely  death 
has  spread  an  aura  of  sorrow  and  sympathy  over 
Chicago. 

Margaret  Nim&. 


LORETTO  A(  ADEMY,   SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MK^HIGAN. 

Nov.  15th — As  a  reward  to  the  Fresihmen  who 
ranked  highest  in  attendance  at  Mass  during  Octo- 
ber, the  three  other  classes  of  the  Academy  enter- 
tained them  at  a  party  in  the  recreation  hall; 
Cards  and  dancing  were  enjoyed  and  lunch  was 
served. 

Jan.  6th — The  first  basketball  game  of  the  sea- 
son was  a  grand  victory  for  Loretto.  We  defeated 
the    Public    High    School    Freshmen,    13 — 8. 

Jan.  13th — The  team  scored  another  victory 
for  Loretto.  After  a  difficult  struggle  we  defeated 
the  High   School   Juniors,    16-15. 

Jan.  20th — The  next  basketball  game  was  play- 
ed with  the  Seniors,  the  star  team  of  the  High 
School.  After  difficult  playing  on  the  part  of 
each  team  the  game  resiulted  in  a  tie  — 17-17, 
leaving   the   two   teams   tied   for   first   place. 

Jan.  26th — Loretto's  Freshmen  team  was  not 
so  successful.  The  High  School  Freshmen  defeat- 
ed   them' — 2-12. 

Jan.  30th — The  girls  on  the  team  were  quite 
elated  because  they  were  able  to  comipete  with 
the  Canadian  Collegiate  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 
But  we  were  sadly  defeated,  the  final  score  being 
8 — 29. 

Feb.  3rd — A  sad  day  for  the  team.  The  High 
School  Seniors  broke  the  tie  by  a  score  of  4 — 24, 
and   Loretto   moved   into    second    place. 

Feb.  10th — Another  victory  for  Loretto.  We 
defeated  the  High  School  Sophomores  4 — 15.  Our 
Freshmen  girls  were  not  so  successful.  They  lost 
to   the   High   School    Freshmen    2 — 12. 

Feb.  20th — A  delightful  surprise.  Reverend 
Father  Seifert,  Daggot,  Michigan,  gave  a  most  in- 
teresting talk  on  Theresa  Neumann,  whom  he  saw 
while  travelling   in  Europe. 

Feb.  21st — The  Junior  class  entertained  at  a 
dance  in  the  Elks'  Temple  this  evening.  The 
guestsi  enjoyed  a  programme  of  variety  dances. 
The  affair  was  excellently  managed  and  proved 
most  successful. 

Margaret  McEvoy,   '33. 
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LORETTO    ACADEMY,    WOODLAWN, 
CHICAGO. 

Jan.  4th — -School  resumed  after  the  Christmas 
holidays.  The  delightful  holiday  spirit  which  has 
been  apparent  for  the  last  few  weeks  still  pervades. 
Jan.  22nd — Our  enterprising  Freshmen  gave  a 
party  that  made  all  other  classes  look  to  their 
laurels.  The  unusual  talent  displayeid  by  our 
Freshies   brings  to  mind: 

"Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  sierene 
The   dark   unfathomed  caves   of   ocean   bear," 
of  the  immortal  Goldsmith. 

Jan.  26th — In  honour  of  our  Foundress,  Mary 
Ward,  the  Senior  Class  presented  a  programme  in 
the  assembly  hall.  The  first  part  of  her  magnifi- 
cent life  was  given  by  Miss  Loretto  Rozak,  the 
second  by  Miss  Betty  Mier,  and  the  finale  by  Miss 
Agnes  Grogan. 

Jan.  27th — Our  Science  Club  entertained  the 
student  body  this  afternoon  with  an  interesting 
programme.  An  amusing  skit  on  modern  school 
life  was  well  given  and  thoroughly  enjoyed.  Short 
sketches  of  the  lives  of  great  scientists  also  proved 
enjoyable.  The  programme  concluded  with  a  play, 
"Father  Malacy,"  in  which  the  actresses  acquitted 
themselves   admirably. 

Feb.  2nd — To-day  Loretto  is  a  scene  of  much 
rejoicing.  Our  beloved  Mistress  of  Schools  has 
returned  to  us  after  several  weeks  of  serious  ill- 
ness. 

Feb.  7th — To-day  is  the  day  of  the  far-famed 
snow  storm.  The  few  who  made  their  weary  way 
through  the  snowy  walks  and  streets  felt  them- 
selves   victoriousi. 

Feb.  20th — The  Sophomore  Class  entertained  us 
in  honour  of  dear  old  St.  Valentine's  Day.  This 
was  one  of  the  cleverest  parties  of  the  year.  In 
addition  to  a  dainty  minuet  given  by  a  group  of 
"old  fashioned  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  they  pre- 
sented Edmund  Rostand's  "Romancers,"  a  master- 
piece presented  in  a  masterly  fashion.  Refresh- 
ments and  dancing  culminated  this  extremely  en- 
joyable afternoon. 

Feb.  27th — Many  weeks  of  hard  practice  on 
the  part  of  the  Junior  and  Senior  Music  Class  cul- 
minated in  the  presentation  of  "Evangeline,"  a 
cantata  by  the  illustrious  Noble  Cain.  The  cast  is 
to  be  complimented  on  the  excellent  choral  work 
throughout.  The  Freshmen  and  Sophomores  pre- 
sented a  clever  musical  comedy,  "A  Day  In  Hol- 
land." Coimlpliments  are  due  to  the  excellent  act- 
ing throughout  the  production.  The  whole  per- 
formance boire  testimony  to  the  efficient  direction 
it  received. 

March  6th — The  Senior  English  Class  entertain- 
ed the  students  with  some  excerpts  from  John 
Drinkwater's  "Abraham  Lincoln."  The  portrayal 
of  these  important  historical  events  is  thoroughly 
enjoyed  by  an  appreciative  audience. 

March  7th — Doctor  Hanrahan,  the  father  of 
one  of  our  former  pupils,  gave  an  interesting  illus- 
trated lecture  on  the  care  of  the  teeth.  We  are 
deeply  grateful  to  the  doctor  for  this  active  in- 
terest in  our  welfare  and  for  the  informatioin 
gained  through   his  excellent  discourse. 

March  8th — A  great  many  secret  conclaves,  re- 
hearsals, songs,  etc.,  are  going  on.  Its  meaning? 
Ah!  —  The  Senior  Play  to  be  given  some  time  in 
April. 

Agnes  Clare  Grogan. 
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LORETTO  ACADEMY,  HAMILTON,  ONTARIO. 

Jan.  14th — We  enjoy  a  basketball  game  here 
between  Toronto  and  Niagara  Falls. 

Jan.  23rd. — Mary  Ward's  Day!  We  are  privi- 
leged to  have  Reverend  Brother*  Anthony,  the 
famous  pianist,  play  for  us,  and  are  completely 
charmed  by  his  exquisite  performance.  Later,  the 
members  of  the  Students'  Council  are  guests  of 
the  boarders  at  supper.  A  delightful  evening  of 
bridge  closes  this  happy  birthday  of  our  holy 
Foundressi. 

Jan.  28th — Loretto,  Niagara  Falls,  wins  after  a 
mosit  exciting  game  against  Loretto,  Guelph, 
Hamilton  being  selected  as  neutral  ground  for  the 
game. 

Jan.  31st — Fourth  Form  presents  "Julius  Cae- 
sar." A  thoroughly  fine  and  praisieworthy  perform- 
ance is  given  by  each  and  every  member  of  the 
cast,  who  areas  follows:  Julius  Caesar,  Miss  Helen 
Burns;  Marcus  Antonius,  Miss  Jean  Whittaker; 
Marcus  Brutus,  Miss  Catherine  Nolan;  Cassius, 
Miss  Yvonne  Mahoney;  Casca,  Miiss  Marie  Berry; 
Decius  Brutus,  Miss  Grace  Dion;  Cimber,  Miss 
Constance  Clifford;  Trebonius,  Miss  Isabel  St.  Ar- 
naud;  Ligarius,  Miss  Helen  Goodrow;  Cinna,  Miss 
Margaret  Nelligan;  Lucius,  Miss  M,.  McDowell; 
Portia,  Miss  Marion  Hayes;  Calpurnia,  Miss  Doro- 
thy  Field. 

A  short  but  delightful  musicale  precedes  the 
play  with  the  following  programme:  Duet,  Hunga- 
rian Dance  No.  2,  Misses  Catherine  Nolan  and  Betty 
Thorpe;  song,  Three  Green  Bonnets,  Miss  Peggy 
Allen;  violin  solo.  Rose  Petalsi,  Miss  Nancy  Doug- 
las;  song.  An  April  Girl,  Miss  Frances  Giddens. 

Feb.  14th — 16th — Our  Retreat!  Three  glorious 
days  filled  with  innumerable  graces  and  blesisdngs. 
Reverend  Father  Augustine,  O.P.,  is  our  inspiring 
Retreat  Master. 

Feb.  25th — To-day  our  Crusade  Unit  celebrated 
its  tenth  anniversary  with  a  most  successful  con- 
vention. Our  hall  was  well  filled  with  Crusaders 
and  delegates,  everyone  of  whom  manifested  an 
edifying  spirit  of  zeal  and  interest.  Reverend 
Mother  St.  Teresa,  I.B.V.M.,  Superior-General  of 
the  Institute  in  America  made  us  happy  by  her 
presence. 

In  a  well-delivered  address  of  greeting,  Miss 
Jean  Whittaker,  President  of  the  Unit,  welcomed 
the  delegates  and  visitors.  We  were  honoured 
with  the  presence  of  the  Right  Reverend  Monsignor 
J.  J.  Blair,  President  of  the  Catholic  Crusade  Ex- 
tension Society,  and  Reverend  V.  Dermody.  To 
the  latter  our  Unit  gratefully  owes  its  origin. 

Reports  on  the  spiritual  works,  correspondence 
and  financial  achievements  of  the  Unit  were  given 
by  the  members  of  the  Crusade  Executive.  Fol- 
lowing the  reports,  Mies  Mary  Moore,  representa- 
tive delegate,  conveyed  the  congratulations  of  our 
fellow-Crusaders  at  Niagara  Falls,  and  toM  of 
the  work  being  done  there.  Second  Form  then 
entertained  with  a  graceful  Scotch  dance.  Next, 
the  little  ones  delighted  us  with  their  novel  Rhythm 
Band.  Greetings  and  congratulations  from  Tor- 
onto were  expresed  by  Miss  Catherine  Bucher. 
First  Form  contributed  a  charming  Shamrock 
Dance  for  our  entertainment.  "The  Angel's 
Touch,"  a  Crusade  play,  was  presented  by  Second 
Form,  with  the  following  characters:  Discourage- 
ment, Miss  Katherine  McCulloch;  Selfishness,  Missi 
Barbara  MacGibbon;  Crusaders,  Misses  Josephine 
Reynolds,  A.  Doyle,  Constance  Field,  Helen  Dillon, 
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Margaret  Glover,  Betty  Thorpe,  Teresa  Doyle;   An- 
gel,  Miss   Eleanor  Dingledlne. 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Blair  then  spoke  on 
the  impoverished  conditions  of  the  missions  in 
Western  Canada,  emphasized  their  needs,  and  ex- 
horted us  to  continue  praying  and  saving  for  this 
worthy  cause.  A  brief  speech  from  Reverend  V. 
Dermody,  followed  by  the  Crusade  Hymn,  brought 
the  programme  to  a  close.  Among  the  instructive 
exhibits  was  a  complete  outfit  for  a  Mission  Chapel, 
sent  by  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Blair. 

The  first  prize  for  the  best  Mission  Crusade 
poster  was  won  by  Miss;  Esme  Thomas,  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  with  honourable  mention 
to  Miss  Gilberte  Belcourt,  also  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls.  Second  prizes  went  to  Miss  Doreen 
Howorth,  Loretto  Abbey,  Toronto,  and  Missi  Kath- 
leen Goetz,  Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  Bruns- 
wick Avenue,  Toronto,  with  honourable  mention, 
to  Misses  Ruth  Bach,  Allison  Goodyear,  Juliet  Gal- 
asso,  Rita  Disseau  and  Gertrude  O.'Gorman. 

Feb.  25th — A  very  special  musical  treat  given 
by  a  choir  of  young  boys  under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  Philip  Austin. 

Feb.  26th — At  our  Alumnae  meeting,  Miss  Mary 
Ward,  of  the  Dickens'  Fellowship  Association,  gives 
an  interesting  and  instructive  talk  on  the  immortal 
Charles  Dickens  and  his  Works.  After  a  hearty 
vote  of  thanks  is  tendered  to  the  speakeT,  tea  is 
served  by  the  membersi  of  the  Executive. 

March  8th — "Resolved:  That  Canadians  enjoy 
a  better  form  of  government  than  the  United 
States"  is  the  motion  dis'cussed  in  an  open-house 
debate  to-day.  Miss  Frances  Giddens,  leader  of 
the  Government,  gives  a  splendid  speech  on  the 
political  advantages  enjoyed  by  Canadians.  Missi 
Jean  Whittaker,  the  leader  of  the  Opposition 
forces,  ably  and  eloquently  defends  the  American 
Constitution.  Speeches  from  the  floor  are  given  by 
Misses  Eleanor  Randall,  Jane  Williamson,  Frances 
Whittaker,  Mary  Hennessy,  Helen  Burns,  Grace 
Dion,  E.  Magee  and  Norma  Santos.  No  doubt 
influenced  by  patriotic  sentiments,  the  vote  of 
the  House  gives  the  victory  to  the  afiiTmative  side. 
The  Speaker  of  the  House  is  Miss  Marie  Berry, 
the  Clerk,  Miss  Catherine  Nolan. 

March  11th  — -  A  basketball  game  played  at 
Guelph.  After  a  most  closely-contesited  struggle 
Guelph  wins  with  a  score  5  6 — 46. 

Norma  D.  Santos. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  STRATFORD,  ONT. 

The  season's  ninth  Fortnightly  Recital,  spon- 
sored by  the  Perth  County  Music  Teachers'  Fedwa- 
tion,  was  held  at  Loretto  Academy  the  evening  of 
February   twenty-fourth. 

The  auditorium  was  filled  with  the  parents  and 
friends  of  the  youthful  performers,  who  exhibited 
marked  musical  ability,  and  each  number  of  the 
programme  was  accorded  generous   applause. 

Miss  Lotta  White  presided  over  the  programme 
and  was  aEsisted  by  Miss  Cora  B.  Ahrens  and  Mrs. 
A.  J.  Flanigan.  H.  A.  Clark,  past  president  of  the 
Federation,    was   also   present. 

The  following  Loretto  pupils  contributed  vocal, 
violin  and  piano  numbers  in  solo  and  ensemble: 
Misses  Dorothy  and  Shirley  Holmes,  Mary  Quinlan, 
Low  Ducharme,  Margaret  Flanigan,  Monica  Baker, 
Catherine  McAndrews,  Helen  Atchison,  lona,  Ilene, 
Irma  and   Loretta   Siegner,    Mary   Leyes,    and   Pat- 
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rick  Munnelly,   Jerome  Leyes,   Felix  Whaling  and 
James    McCardle. 

The  class  leaders  for  the  term  are:  Form  III., 
Miss  Irene  Le  Souder;  Form  II.,  Miss  Margaret 
Pocock;   and  Form  I.,  Miss  Margaret  Culliton. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH,  ONTARIO. 

Jan.  28th — Our  basketball  players  met  the 
players  from  Loretto,  Niagara,  in  Hamilton.  We 
enjoyed  the  day,  lost  the  game,  and  heartily  con- 
gratulate the  Falls  team  on  holding  the  cup  they 
won   last  year. 

Feb.  25th — We  were  invited  by  the  Crusade  Unit 
at  Mount  St.  Mary's,  Hamilton,  to  send  delegates 
to  their  tenth  birthday  celebration.  Three  of  our 
Crusaders  went,  and  we  expect  an  account  of  this 
interesting  event  at  our  next  meeting.  We  wish 
Mount  St.  Mary's  Crusade  Unit  "many  happy  re- 
turns of  the  day." 

March  6th,  7th,  8th — Retreat!  It  opened  on 
Sunday  evening,  and  for  three  days  we  had  the 
most  helpful  and  inspiring  Retreat,  conducted  by 
Reverend  Father  Lellis.  We  thank  him  for  every 
minute  he  gave  us,  and  we  hope  our  prayers  will 
help  repay  a  little  of  what  we  can  never  repay  in 
any   other   way. 

March  11th — Hamilton  paid  us  a  long-promised 
visit  and  played  a  game  of  basketball.  We  won — 
but   we  worked   foir   it! 


REGINA,    SASKATCHEWAN, 

Jan.  29th — On  thisi  Sunday  about  four  hundred 
Sunday  School  children  of  the  Parish  of  the  Little 
Flower  were  assembled  in  the  Parish  Hall  to  hon- 
our our  pastor.  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  J. 
Janssen,  on  the  occasion  of  his  appointment  as 
Domestic  Prelate  to  Hisi  Holiness,  Pope  Pius  XI. 
The  children  - — •  the  boys  on  one  side  and  the  girls, 
ill  white,  on  the  other  —  occupied  the  stage,  beau- 
tiful with  eve-rgreens  and  decorations  in  two  shades 
oC  puTple.  The  hall  was  filled  with  our  parents 
and  friends.  The  charming  programme  included 
the  chorus,  "Vivat  Pastor  Bonus,"  hymns  by  the 
Sunday  School  Choir,  a  song  by  the  little  girls,  a 
recitation  by  the  little  boys,  and  an  address,  read 
by  Miss  Annie  Hornstein,  of  which  an  illuminated 
copy  was  afterwards  presented  to  Monsignor  Janst- 
sen.  The  best  part  of  the  whole  enteirtainment 
was  when  the  Monsignor  spoke  to  us  himself.  He 
spoke  of  hisi  love  for  all  the  children  and  his  de- 
sire to  know  us  better  so  that  he  might  be  a  real 
father  to  us.  This  is  the  first  time  that  the  whole 
school  has  been  assembled  for  our  pastor,  and  it 
was  a  very  happy  one. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVENUE,  TORONTO. 

Jan.  9th — Back  to  school  after  a  wonderful 
(Christmas   vacatioin. 

Jan.  18th — The  Sodality  Club  meets  to  elect 
an  executive.  Our  congratulations  to  Miss  Dymp- 
na  McConvey,  elected  president;  Miss  Marguerite 
Harrist,  vice-president;  Miss  Ruth  Hobberlin,  sec- 
retary, and  Miss  Eleanor  McCarthy  treasurer;  also 
to  Misses  Rita  McGarvey  and  Patricia  Sullivan, 
sacristans.     As  a.n  advertising  committee  we  now 


have  Misses  Eleanor  Ciceri,  Peggy  Manley  and  Pat- 
ricia McSherry. 

Jan.  20th — The  monthly  meeting  of  our  Unit 
of  the  C.C.S.M.C,  at  which  Miss  Catherine  Ballard, 
president,  presides.  We  decide  to  collect  money 
to  send  lanterns  to  the  Loretto  Missions  at  Sedley 
and  Regina.  The  business  meeting  concluded.  Miss 
Margaret  Sullivan  and  Miss  Verona  Johnson  give 
interesting  and  instructive  papers  on  "The  Modern 
Enemies  of  the  Church"  and  on  "Communism." 

Jan.  20th — To-night  a  well  attended  exhibition 
basketball  game  marks  the  close  of  our  basketball 
activities  for  this  year. 

Jan.  23rd — In  honour  of  the  feast  of  our  noble 
Foundress,  Mary  Ward,  we  are  given  a  party.  And 
if  anyone  thinks  we  didn't  enjoy  ourselves   .    .    .    ! 

Feb.  10th — At  this  Crusade  meeting  we  make 
more  plans  for  our  Missionary  activities,  and  also 
check  up  on  the  present  means  of  raising  funds  for 
the  lanterns;  the  various  classes  are  having  bridges 
at  school,  and  at  their  homes;  we  have  had  a  tag 
day  and  a  series  of  candy  and  apple  sales;  one  room 
had  a  Saturday  tea-dance;  and,  in  addition,  we  have 
used  various  other  ingenious  methods.  At  the  con- 
clusion of  the  business  of  the  meeting  Miss  Helen 
Brooks  gives  a  paper  on  that  popular  present-day 
topic.  Technocracy. 

Feb.  21st — School  was  dismissed  early  this 
afternoon  to  let  us  attend  "The  Marvellous  History 
of  Saint  Bernard,"  put  on  by  the  Loretto  College 
players.  And  it  speaks  well  for  the  play  when  we 
say  that  .the  only  ones  who  isaw  it  were  those  who 
peeped  through  the  windows,  for  the  hall  was 
filled  to  capacity  even  before  we  arrived. 

Feb.  28th — The  end  of  the  month,  bringing 
with  it  Shrove  Tuesday  and  the  last  day  before 
Lent.  After  a  celebration  we  go  home  to  eat  pan- 
cakes, to  decide  on  our  Lenten  resolutioms,  and  to 
prepare  for  our  Retreat. 

March  1st — The  three-day  Retreat  for  the  Seni- 
ors seems  a  fitting  way  to  spend  the  first  days  of 
Lent.  We  spend  three  grace-laden  days  in  prayer 
under  the  direction  of  Reverend  E.  J.  Byrne,  C.S.P. 

And  perhaps  it  would  be  a  suitable  opportunity 
to  thank  Father  Byrne  for  conducting  such  an  in- 
teresting, and,  we  hope,  profitable,  Retreat,  as  well 
as  for  giving  us  instructive  weekly  half-hours  of 
Christian  Doctrine. 

March  10th — At  our  March  Crusade  meeting  we 
are  greatly  pleased  to  hear  the  letters  of  apprecia- 
tion announcing  the  receipt  of  the  lanterns  sent 
out  West.  And  with  renewed  enthusiasm  we  de- 
cide on  further  activities. 

We  wish  to  thank  Saint  Anthony's  Unit  of  the 
C.C.S.M.C.  for  their  co-operation  in  supplying  Re- 
gina and  Sedley  with  the  slides  which  make  pos- 
sible the  use  of  our  lanterns. 

March  15th — The  headlight  on  this  Sodality 
Club  meeting  is  the  paper  by  Miss  Rita  Huntley 
on  the  Miraculous  Medal. 

March  17th — We  are  given  a  half-holiday  in 
honour  of  Saint  Patrick  —  but,  then.  Saint  Pat- 
rick has  always  been  popular! 

And  all  this  time  our  Choral  Classi,  and  especi- 
ally the  Select  Choir,  enthusiastically  practise 
singing  under  the  enjoyable  and  interested  direc- 
tion of  Reverend  Father  Ronan.  It  is  with  sincere 
gratitude  that  we  offer  our  thanks  to  Father  Ronau 
for  his  unfailing  and  encouraging  interest. 

And  as  the  contest  approaches  excitement  rises! 

Mary  McConvey. 


AVE  MARIA  LORETTO! 

".  .  .  Oh,  ivhen  we  leave  this  place  of  rest, 
Watch  o'er  us  still,  0  Mother  bless  d; 
Though  pain  and  sorrow  touch  each  heart, 
Oh,  lead  us  still,  from  sin  apart. 
Unto  Thij  Son,  whose  works  we  see, 
Here  w'here  thy  children  sing  to  thee : 
Ave  Maria.  Loretto! 

'When  lengthening  shadows  o'er  our  way 
Bid  us  our  tremhling  steps  to  stay; 
The  rainbow  bending   'neath  thy  feet, 
Thy  outspread  hands  the  weary  greet. 
0  Mother  mild  where  e'er  we  roam, 
Call  all  Loretto' s  children  home! 
Ave   Maria,   Loretto!" 


VERY   REVEREND    H.    S.    BELLISLE,    C.S.B. 

Superior  of  St.  Michael's  College  in  the  University  of 

Toronto. 
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By   VERY  REVEREND   H.    S.    BELLISLE,    C.S.B. 
Superior  of  St.  Michael's  College,  in  the  Uni  versity  of  Toronto. 


T~\  URING  the  past  few  years  you  have  been 
^^^  in  search  of  knowledge.  That  your  search 
has  not  been  in  vain  is  evident  from  your  re- 
cent triumph.  The  University  has  awarded 
you  a  degree,  the  sym!bol  of  her  approval.  Your 
quest  has  carried  you  sometimes  out  upon  the 
high  seas  where  the  storms  are  violent,  some- 
timies  into  sheltered  bays  and  protected  rivers, 
sometimes  across  the  desert,  sometimes  up  the 
steep  and  rugged  mountain.  But  you  have 
courageously  surmounted  all  obstacles  and  have 
received  the  well-merited  award. 

In  this  life  virtue  is  more  important  than 
knowledge.  Knowledge  has  been  often  identi- 
fied with  power.  But  power  unless  controlled 
by  virtue,  works  not  to  our  advantage,  but  to 
our  detriment.  Our  Lord  gives  us  a  solemn 
warning,  "Easier  is  for  a  camel  to  pass 
through  the  eye  of  a  -needle  than  for  a  rich 
man  to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
This  applies  not  only  to  silver  and  gold,  but 
to  the  riches  of  the  mind  which  will  feed  the 
flame  of  pride  unless  controlled  by  the  Chris- 
tian virtues.    "Knowledge  puffed  up." 

Leadership  is  often  suggested  to  the  Uni- 
versity graduates  as  an  obligation  imposed  by 
academic  success.    But  to  lead  it  is  necessary 


to  know  where  we  are  going.  St.  Paul  was  a 
great  leader  of  men.  "Be  ye  followers  of  me 
as  T  am  also  of  Christ."  This  kind  of  leader- 
ship is  true  leadership.  If  we  would  lead  to 
the  advantage  of  ourselves  and  others  we  must 
be  followers  of  Christ.  Thomas  a  Kempis  tells 
us  that  he  alone  safely  commands  who  has  first 
learned  how  to  obey. 

The  virtue  of  obedience  was  practised  per- 
fectly by  Our  Lord  during  His  life  on  earth. 
He  was  obedient  even  unto  death.  "My  meat 
is  to  do  the  will  of  Him  Who  sent  me."  "Not 
my  will  but  Thine  be  done."  The  Blessed  Mo- 
ther of  God,  under  whose  proteetion  your  Col- 
lege has  grown  in  grace  and  wisdom  before 
God  and  men,  by  an  act  of  obedience  made 
possible  the  redemption  of  our  race.  "Be  it 
done  unto  me  according  to  Thy  word."  With 
reason  then  does  the  Christian  virtue  of  obe- 
dience rank  high  in  the  hierarchy  of  the  vir- 
tues. St.  Thomas  places  it  as  the  summit  of 
the  moral  virtues  and  immediately  below  the 
theological  virtues. 

The  malice  of  sin  consists  in  preferring 
things  created  to  God..  The  measure 
of  man  is  not  the  angel,  nor  man, 
nor       wealth,       nor       power,        nor        any 
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created  thing,  no  matter  how  excellent, 
but  God.  In  our  present  civilizatio-n  man  is 
oftentimes  regarded  as  of  less  value  than  a 
machine.  He  is  measured  not  in  relation  to 
God,  but  in  relation  to  the  amount  of  work  he 
can  do.  But  in  a  Christian  civilization  man  is 
either  good  or  bad  not  in  relation  to  any  crea- 
ture, but  in  relation  to  God. 

Hence  the  virtues  take  their  place  in  the 
scale  of  perfection  in  so  far  as  they  unite  us 
more  closely  to  God.  Thus  the  virtues  of 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity  are  justly  placed 
first.  Immediately  following  these,  ranking 
first  amongst  the  moral  virtues  is  the  virtue  of 
obedience.  For  by  obedience  we  make  a  sac- 
rifice of  our  Avill  to  God.  This  is  most  pre- 
cious in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord,  for  by  this  vir- 
tue we  sacrifice  the  power  which  uses  all  other 
goods.  Charity  a-nd  obedience  are  closely  re- 
lated. "He  who  says  that  he  knows  God  and 
does  not  keep  His  commandments,  is  a  liar  .  .  " 
"He  who  keeps  His  word,  in  him  the  charity 
of  God  is  perfect."  Saint  Thomas  says  that 
where  true  friendship  is  there  the  wills  are  so 
closely  knitted  together  that  they  function  as 
one. 

To  think  of  the  reign  of  Alexander  VI,  is  to 
recall  one  of  the  most  distressing  periods  in 
the  lo-ng  history  of  the  Papacy.  One  of  the 
members  of  the  Pontifi^'s  ecclesiastical  family 
withstood  him  to  the  face.  He  forgot,  in  the 
vehemence  of  his  attack,  the  dignity  of  the  of- 
fice so  unworthily  represented.  He  came  to  a 
sudden  stop.  He  found  himself  face  to  face, 
not  with  the  Pontiff,  but  with  Christ  Himself. 

Pius  XI,  has  spoken  many  times  during  his 
Pontificate.  It  is  our  duty  as  Catholics,  first 
to  know  what  he  has  said  and  then  to  do  our 
best  to  put  it  in  practice.  "He  who  will  not 
hear  the  Church  let  him  be  to  thee  as  a  heathen 
and  a  publican."    Who  in  the  Church  of  God 


has  a  better  right  to  speak,  who  has  a  more 
pressing  obligation  to  speak  than  he  who  is 
the  visible  representative  of  Christ  on  earth? 
You  are  planning  to  gather  together  all 
the  Loretto  graduates  for  the  purpose  of  be- 
coming better  aequainted  with  Christian  prin- 
ciples expressed  so  well  by  the  mediaeval  saints 
and  scholars.  St.  Michael's  will  be  pleased  to 
co-operate  in  any  way  you  suggest  in  further- 
ing this  movement.  We  will  then  be  working 
together  to  accomplish  the  will  of  our  Holy 
Father,  the  Pope,  and  hence  the  Avill  of  God. 
Professor  Maritain  does  not  hesitate  to  say 
that  if  Catholic  schools  and  scholars  had  fol- 
lowed whole-heartedly  Pope  Leo  XIII  when 
he  prescribed  St,  Thomas  as  the  "common 
doctor  for  our  time"  we  Catholics  would  com- 
mand every  intellectual  highway  in  the  world. 


S^ain  after  ©rougfjt 

By    P.    J.    COLEMAN,    M.A. 

Praised  be  God  for  the  rain 

After  the  shrivelling  heat — 
Joy  to  the  parching  plain, 

Joy  to  the  drooping  Avheat; 
Joy  to  the  tender  shoot 

Bursting  from  loam  and  clod, 
Joy  to  the  ripening  orchard  fruit — 

Glory  and  praise  to  God! 

Lo,  how  the  leaves  rejoice 
Over  the  glistening  lands ! 

Lifting  a   murmurous  voice. 

Clapping  their  little  green  hands: 

"Frost  He  sendeth  and  rain, 
Dew  to  the  thirsting  sod, 

Life  to  the  dry,  dead  grass  and  the  grain- 
Praise  and  glory  to  God !" 

Each  in  its  own  good  time 

He  in  His  bounty  sends. 
Hail  He  giveth  and  rime, 

Snow  from  His  hand  descends. 
Rain  for  green  things  that  grow. 

Out  of  the  skies  above 
Falleth  in  season  on  earth  below — 

Praised  be  God  for  His  love ! 


LORETTO     RAINBOW 


trte  Snsititute  of  iWebiaetial  ^tubiesi 

By  REVEREND  GERALD  B.  PHELAN,  Ph.D,. 

Agirtge    de    Philoeophie     (Louvaln), 
Director,    the  Institute  of  Mediaeval   StudieH',   Toronto. 


/"^  ATHOLIC  thought  can  transform  all  ages, 
^-^  all  cultures,  all  civilizations,  every  human 
way  of  life.  It  is  Universal.  Go  ye  into  the 
luhole  world — Teach  all  nations— I  am  with  you 
all  ages. 

Mediaeval  culture  presents  the  most  perfect 
example  in  history  of  the  power  of  Catholic 
thinking  to  regenerate  a  civilization.  Since 
the  sixteenth  century  its  influence  has  been  o-n 
the  wane.  To-day  we  have  practically  lost 
the  secret  of  understanding  life  in  a  Christian 
spirit  and  of  living  in  harmony  with  the  teach- 
ings of  the  Master,  the  Light  of  Life.  Yet 
Catholic  thought  must  be  able  to  resurrect  that 
spirit,  to  renew  that  life  a-nd  to  transform  our 
culture  and  our  civilization  as  it  did  those  of 
earlier  ages. 

The  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  grew 
out  of  the  purpose  and  efforts  of  Saint  Mich- 
ael's College  to  give  its  students  a  thoroughly 
Catholic  training  for  life  in  our  day.  (Things 
which  grow  are  far  more  interesting  than 
things  that  are  made).  At  first  it  was  not 
entirely  clear  just  how  those  efforts  should  be 
directed  and  whither  they  would  lead.  But 
with  a  sure  sense  of  true  values  the  staff  of  the 
College  concentrated  on  philosophy. 

Little  by  little.  Honour  Philosophy  became 
the  most  highly  developed  undergraduate 
course  in  the  College.  Prominenit  Catholic 
scholars  accepted  the  invitation  to  become 
members  of  the  staff.  The  nucleus  of  a  library 
containing  the  sources  of  Catholic  philosophy 


and  culture  was  formed.  Graduate  work  was 
begun  with  a  small  group — priests  and  stu- 
dents in  law  who  had  received  their  B.A.  de- 
gree in  Honour  Philosophy.  And  when  the  time 
came  it  was  found  that  these  efforts  were  just 
what  was  required  for  the  establishment  of  an 
Institute  dedicated  to  the  study  of  the  period 
in  which  Catholic  thought  and  Catholic  life 
formed  the  basis  of  culture  and  civilization. 

The  aim  of  the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Stu- 
dies is  not  to  tur-n  back  the  hands  of  the  clock 
nor  to  revive  the  Middle  Ages.  No !  we  can- 
not live  in  the  thirteenth  century  if,  for  no 
other  reason,  then  simply  because  we  are  some 
six  hundred  years  too  late.  History  has  gone 
on  since  mediaeval  times  and  no  amount  of 
speculatio-n  can  blot  out  what  has  been.  We 
are  living  in  a  different  age,  an  age  which 
separates  us  from  the  thirteenth  century  by 
all  that  interval  of  human  living  and  human 
action,  yet  we  can  and  must  incorporate  into 
this  modern  age  the  thought  a-nd  the  life  which 
made  the  Middle  Ages  Christian,   Catholic. 

The  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  aims, 
therefore,  to  study  the  thought  and  life  which 
so  transformed  European  culture  and  civiliza- 
tion, to  catch  up  the  broken  thread  of  tradi- 
tion and  to  weave  it  into  the  fabric  of  our  mo- 
dern age.  Its  work  is  research.  Its  students 
are  apprentices.  Its  professors,  guides.  Its 
hope  is  in  those  it  trains  to  do  scholarly  work 
in  a  Catholic  spirit.  Its  future  is  in  the  hands 
of  God  for  whose  love  and  in  whose  honour  it 
was  founded. 
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TRIBUTE  TO   HIS   MEMORY   BY  PUPILS   OF 
ST.  BRIDE'S  SCHOOL 


THE  Reverend  William,  J.  Lynch,  the  late 
Pastor  of  St.  Bride's  Church,  was  one  of 
the  most  beloved  priests  in  all  Chicago.  He 
was  loved  immensely  and  intensely  by  all  of 
his  parishioners,  and  es- 
pecially by  the  school 
children. 

Father  Lynch  Avas  born 
in  Kilkenny,  Ireland,  and 
educated  at  Carlow  Col- 
lege. Following  his  ordi- 
nation in  1892,  he  came  to 
America.  His  first  ap- 
pointment was  as  assist- 
ant at  St.  Columbkille's 
Church.  While  there  Fa- 
ther Lynch  had  as  his 
altar  boys  the  now  Most 
Reverend  Edward  F.  Ho- 
ban,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Rock- 
ford,  and  the  Most  Rever- 
end Bernard  J.  Shiel, 
D.D.,  V.G'.,  Auxiliary 
Bishop  of  Chicago.  After 
that  he  was  selected  to 
become  Pastor  of  Saint 
Catherine  of  Genoa  Church,  Chicago. 

Twenty-two  years  ago  Father  Lynch  came 
to  St.  Bride's  Church.  Since  then  the  pro- 
gress of  the  parish  has  been  marvellous. 
While  here  he  built  a  school  and  rectory, 
and  obtained  a  convent  for  the  nuns  so  that 
they  could  have  a  residence  in  the  parish. 

The  only  living  member  of  Father  Lynch's 
immediate  family  is  his  sister,  Sister  M.  Jose- 


pha,  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  in  Australia,  with 

whom  we  sympathize  deeply. 

The  keynote  of  Father  Lynch's  life  was  his 

sympathetic  understanding  of  his  people.  He 
believed  and  practised  the 
creed  that  a  pastor  must 
be  a  spiritual  father  as 
well  as  a  guide  awd  leader 
to  his  people. 

Bill  Bryar. 
St.  Bride's  School, 
Chicago. 


THE  LATE  REVEREND  WILLIAM  J. 
LYNCH. 

It  is  hard  to  find  words  to  express  the 
debt  of  gratitude  Lor&tto  owes  to  Father 
Lynch,  the  wholly-devoted  friend  of  the  Com- 
munity, as  the  children  of  his  school  have 
so  justly  said — a  man  and  a  priest  after 
God's  oivn  heart. 


Reverend  William  J, 
Lynch,  the  beloved  pastor 
of  St.  Bride's  parish,  died 
on  April  19th,  1933,  after 
a  long  and  painful  illness. 
He  was  born  in  Kilken- 
ny, Ireland,  and  educated 
at  Carlow  College.  He 
came  to  America  follow- 
ing his  ordination  in  Ire- 
land in  1892,  and  was 
first  appointed  as  assist- 
ant to  Father  Burke,  late 
Pastor  of  St.  Columbkille's  Church.  Later  he 
Avas  selected  as  Pastor  of  St.  Catherine  of  Ge- 
noa's Church,  and  twentj^-two  years  ago  was 
sent  here  to  succeed  the  Reverend  Timothy 
O'Sullivan. 

During  his  many  years  at  St.  Bride's  he  was 
dearly  loved  by  all  his  parishioners,  and  his 
many  kindly  visits  to  the  scho(»l-'':hildren  were 
greatly  missed  when  he  grew  ill. 
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He  kept  in  close  contact  with  all  the  people 
of  his  parish,  and  if  any  of  them  were  ill  Father 
Lynch  would  always  find  time  to  visit  thom 
daily  and  to  bring  comfort  and  cheer  to  tliem. 

The  Most  Reverend  Edward  F.  Hobai:,  D.D., 
Bishop  of  Rockford,  and  the  Most  Reverend 
Bernard  J.  Shell,  D.D.,  V.G.,  Auxiliary  Bishop 
of  Chicago,  many  times  served  as  altar  boys 
for  Father  Lynch  at  St,  Columbkille's,  and  they 
were  among  the  mourners  at  his  funeral. 

At  the  Solemn  Requiem  Mass,  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Thomas  F.  Egan,  of  St.  Sabina's  Church, 
was  celebrant,  assisted  by  Reverend  Father  D. 
Lanigan  of  St.  Carthage  Church  and  Reverend 
Father  Timothy  Rowan,   editor  of  the  "New 


World,"  as  deacon  and  sub-deacon.  Reverend 
Father  Peter  Cameron,  another  former  altar 
boy  of  Father  Lynch,  arranged  a  special  musi- 
cal programme  and  directed  St.  Bride's  Choir. 
The  mourners  were  many.  Two  Bishops,  more 
than  a  score  of  Monsignori,  nearly  two  hun- 
dred priests  and  nuns  from  all  Communities  of 
the  Arc*hdiocese,  together  with  almost  every 
parishioner  in  St.  Bride's  parish,  and  many 
friends  from  other  places,  assembled  in  the 
upper  and  loM'er  churches  to  pay  their  last  re- 
spects to  the  dead  pastor  —  a  man  after  God's 
own  Heart  —  the  Reverend  William  J.  Lynch. 

Betty  Anne  Lynch. 
8th  Grade,  St.  Bride's  School,  Chicago. 


TO  THE  ROSE. 

O,  the  beauty  of  a  rose! 

Of  a  rose, 

That  at  earliest  tint  of  dawn  doth  unclotH'e, 

Doth  unclosCi, 

To  be  the  eye's  most  great  delight. 

To   give   fragrance  with   the  light; 

O  the  rapturous,  wondrous  beauty 

Of  a  rose. 


O  the  radiant  blushing  beauty  of  a  rose! 

Of  a  ros.e 

That  no   most  trivial  secret  will   disclose. 

Will  disclose. 

No  love  whisper  will  it  tell 

Though  it  throb  in  each  small  cell; 

O  the  raresit,  listening  silence  of  a  rose! 

O   the  cooling,   ever   freshness   of  a   rose! 

Of  a  rose. 

That  in  a  tranquil  garden  gently  blows, 

Gently  blows; 

O  the  clearness'  of  its  dew 

That  doth  make  its  newness  new, 

O,  the  chrystallinic  chasiteness  of  a  rose! 

O  the  regal,  stately  beauty  of  a  rose! 

Of  a  ros©, 

That  with  timid,  hanging  head  so  shyly  growisi. 

Shyly   grows! 

Be  it  stately,  be  it  coy. 

It  imparts  a  subtle  joy. 

O  the  miracle  that  God  wrought,  called  the  rose. 

Called  the  rose! 

LfOis  Eswin,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


OUR  HOLY  HOUSE  OF  LORETTO. 

Hark,  through  the  peaceful  isilence 
Rings  the  Angelus,  sweet  and  slow; 
Through  the  distant  halls  of  the  holy  house 
Of  Loretto,  its  echoes  flow. 

Vaguely,  silently,  slowly. 
The   dark-garbed   figures  (show 
Against  open  doorway,  and  candle-gleam, 
To  the  chapel  as  they  go. 

Sheltered  by  these  protecting  walls 
While  hither  and  yon  we  roam. 
We'll  remember  that  here  they  pray  for  us 
In  Loretto's  holy  home. 

Julia  Heatherly, 
Loretto  Academiy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


"LTMQUAM  ALTIOR." 

(Our  Class   Motto). 

O  dear  Lord,  hear  our  loving  plea, 

Keep  us  ever  near  to  Thee, 

Our  peace  be  found  tbrough  Thee  in  prayer. 

Lord,  "ever  higher"  in  Thy  care. 

Stay   with    us.   Lord,    throughout   each    day. 
Guard  us,  teach  us,  that  we  may 
The  tide  of  life  now  bravely  face. 
Lord,  "ever  higher"  in  Thy  grace. 

We  are  Thine  own.     Grant,  dear  Lord,  then 
That   we  may,  with  Thy  sweet  aid,   when 
In  prayer  and  grace  and  love  we've  grown, 
Riisie  "ever  higher"  to  Thy  throne. 

Margaret  Nims,  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  Academy,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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trije  CatJjetiral  of  Cfjartresi 

By  ELLEN  O'MEARA. 

(Miss    Ellen    O'Meara,    President,    Loretto    Circle,    New  York  City,  N.Y.) 


Central  door, 
South  Porch. 


West    Front:    Detail   of 

Statuary  at  left  of  central 

portal. 


Miss   O'Meara   on    the   steps   of 
the  North  Porch. 


nplIE  impressions  made  by  a  visit  to  Char-  that  there  is  an  interval  of  four  hundred  years 
■^  tres  are  indellible.  They  begin,  m  fact,  between  them;  and  there  is  the  whole  history 
before  the  visit  itself — impressions  of  its  great  of  Gothic  in  that  span  alone, 
age,  of  its  high  repute  for  extraordinary  We  approach  the  beautifully  recessed  door- 
beauty,  and  of  the  reverence  with  which  it  is  ways  with  their  wealth  of  carving  and  statu- 
regarded  by  every  artist  and  traveller.  If  ary,  so  profuse  and.  yet  so  perfect,  but  just 
one  has  already  seen  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,  or  now  our  eagerness  is  for  the  interior,  and  we 
Rheims,  or  Mo-nt  St.  Michel,  the  spell  of  the  do  .not  linger. 

Gothic  has  a'lready  been  woven,  and  one  comes  The  door  opens  and  we  enter.     There  it  is 

to  Chartres  tingling  with  the  thrill  of  a-ntici-  before  us.  that  long,  long  vista  of  lofty  columns 

pation  about  to  be  realized.  with  arch  after  arch  leading  us  swiftly  to  the 

Such  at  least  were  our  feelings  as  we  ap-  end.    We  have  an  instant  impression  of  propor- 

proached  the  town  and  saw  the  Cathedral  out-  tion  and  distance,   of  delicacy    and    strength 

lined  sharply  against  the  sky.     Its  beauty  of  combined  in  an  extraordinary  union.    The  first 

line  and  proportion  is  immediately  noticeable,  sight  of  that  lively  interplay  of  columns  and 

and  its  two  towers,  so  utterly  unlike,  at  once  arches  is  breath-taking, 

excite  one's  interest  and  curiosity.     We  learn  But  something  else  there  is  that  is  claim- 
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ing  our  attention^ — color,  and  such  color!  Glori- 
ous, sparklinji:,  vibrating,  the  stained  glass  of 
the  thirteenth  century  here  before  our  very 
eyes!  Color  that  glows  and  sparkles  as  if  it 
were  coming  through  piles  of  precious  stones! 
It  drips  down  the  long  columns  and  lies  in  lu- 
minous i)ools  on  the  stones  of  the  floor.  It 
changes  with  every  passing  cloud,  it  varies 
with  the  hour  of  the  day  and  the  strength 
of  the  sunlight.  The  rich,  deep  blue  of  count- 
less saj)phires,  the  marvellous  blue  of  Char- 
tres,  the  color  of  the  Virgin  Mother  whose 
shrine  it  adorns,  mingles  here  with  the  glow- 
ing red  of  the  ruby,  symbol  of  the  ardor  of  the 
builders  of  that  far-aw^ay  century.  Our  kind- 
ly guide,  M.  iloguet,  le  gardien  de  la  Cathe- 
drale, 'Speaks  to  us  of  that  "superbe  elan  de 
foi"  which  inspired  those  builders.  He  tells 
us  of  that  deep,  popular  inspiration  wdiich 
united  all  the  community  in  the  accomplish- 
ment of  this  one  work.  Men  and  women,  noble 
and  bourgeois  and  peasant,  having  confessed 
their  sins  and  re-nounced  all  enmities,  har- 
nessed themselves  to  the  carts  like  beasts  of 
burden  and  dragged  to  the  church  the  huge 
stones  quarried  and  cut  five  miles  from  the 
town. 

The  windows  especially'  show  that  the  work 
was  close  to  the  hearts  of  the  people  at  large. 
While  the  windows  of  the  transepts  were  the 
gifts  of  the  royal  family  of  France,  those  in 
the  nave  and  the  apse  are  practically  all  gifts 
of  the  guilds.  More  than  forty  guilds  are  re- 
presented in  more  tha-n  a  hundred  windows  of 
perfect  form,  each  telling  in  a  series  of  gor- 
geous medallions  some  .story  of  the  Old  or  New 
Testament.  The  low^est  medallion  represents 
the  guild  itself,  a  signature,  as  it  were.     Thus 


in  one  window  we  have  the  shoemaker  at  his 
bench  tapping  gaily  away  at  a  shoe;  in  an- 
other the  merry  wine-merchant  with  his  well- 
laden  cart  and  his  sturdy  horse.  The  drap- 
ers and  furriers  gave  the  beautiful  window 
depicting  the  legend  of  St.  Eustace,  and  the 
butchers  did  their  duty  by  the  Prodigal  Son. 
At  the  base  of  the  glorious  Charlemagne  win- 
dow the  rich  fur  merchant  displays  a  luxuri- 
ous mantle  to  a  woman  customer  while  her 
husband  stands  behind  her  remonstrating  in 
dismay  by  signs  to  the  merchant.  The  tail- 
ors and  tanners,  the  carpenters  and  coopers, 
the  stone-cutters  and  even  the  water-carriers, 
all  are  perpetuated  in  this  most  marvellous  of 
records. 

There  is  a  wealth  of  sculpture  in  this  won- 
derful old  cathedral.  There  are  hundreds  of 
beautiful  statues  elegant  in  design,  charming  in 
detail  and  eloquent  indeed  of  the  faith  that 
inspired  the  whole  work.  True  it  is  that  the 
charm  of  a  Gothic  cathedral  is  inexhaustible. 
Of  Chartres  it  is  an  abiding  joy. 


ON  COMMENCEMENT. 


Four  yeare  .    .    .  four  years  ...  so  quickly  passed 
away, 

That  now  a  sense  of  sorrow  overwhelms 
The  heart   like  shadows   these  dear   convent-walls 
now  lay 

Moon-silvered  on  the  flowers,  the  g^rass,  the  elmis'. 
Farewells,  spoken  'mid  tears  of  love  sincere, 

Soon   must  be  said.     But  our  memories  always 
Will  woriS'hip  your  high  banner  floating  here. 

Dear  Alma  Mater  of  our  High  School  days! 
Here — where  all  good  friends  and  happy  laughter 

Strengthen  the  bond  of  comradeship;  and  sorrow 
Seems  some  far-oif  dream — we  will  not  linger  after 

That  long  procession  climbs  the  stage  to-morrow. 

Buit    in    the   chapel,    chaining    prayer   on    prayer, 
Will  our  dear  nuns  still   guide  uls'  safely,   there. 

Loretto  Rozak,  '33, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 
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#ratruateg  of  ?.oretto  ^bbep  College 
in  tte  ^nibersiitp  of  tlToronto 

Receiving  Baccalaureate  and  Post-graduate  Degrees 
at  Convocation,  June  iq^^ 


Left  to  right — Top  row:  Miss  Margaret  linger,  B.A. ;  Miss  Mary  Purkis,  B.A.;  Miss  Lillian  McNamara, 

B.A. 
Second  row — Miss  Mary  Fitzpatrick,  M.A.;  Miss  Mary  McLauglUin,  B.A.;  Miss  Agnes  Cain,  B.A.;  Miss 

Aileen  Nolan,  B.A.;  Miss  Marie  Writt,  B.A.;  Miss  Anna  McGarrj',  B.A. 
Third   row — Miss      Dorothea      Cain,      Miss      Kathleen     Kirkland;      Miss     Leona     Charlebois,     B.A.; 

Miss    Gertrude    C'ain,    B.A.;     Miss    Isabel    Maloney,     B.A.;     Miss     Audrey     Oharbonneau. 
Front  row — Miss  Madeline  Clancy,  B.A.;  Miss  Victoria  Mueller,  Ph.D.;  MLss  Dorothy  La  Berge,  B.A.; 

Miss  Caroline  Hamel,  B.A. 
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l^aletiictorj) 


By  MISS  MARY  PURKIS. 

Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto.     Jnne  Otli,  1938. 


XT  THEN  Miranda,  brought  up  from  infancy 
^  ^  on  a  desert  isle,  sees  the  King  of  Naples 
and  the  grandees  of  Milan  landing  on  the 
shore,  she  exclaims:  "0  brave  new  world  that 
has  such  people  in  it!"  to  which  her  experi- 
enced father  merely  replies,  "Aye,  'tis  new 
to  you !"  Even  so,  the  wise  Prosperos  of  the 
audience  must  bear  with  Miranda  if  in  the 
experience  of  to-day  she  forgets  ,  for  the  time, 
that  many  generations  before  her  have  stood, 
as  she  now  stands,  on  a  coign  of  vantage  such 
as  this,  and,  looking  backward  as  well  as  for- 
ward, must  have  been  moved  by  the  same  in- 
spiration to  utter  similar  se>ntiments.  Relying 
then  on  this  indulgence  on  the  part  of  our 
auditors,  and  thrusting  that  common  experi- 
ence, comes  out  a  little  differently  in  each  per- 
sonality, let  us  express  some  of  those  feelings 
w;hich  arise  in  us  at  this  moment  and  are  too 
strong  to  be  repressed. 

It  would  indeed  be  unnatural  if  we  did  not 
rejoice  in  this  day  as  one  of  the  happiest  in 
our  lives,  when  we  stand  here  at  last  as  gra- 
duates of  the  University  of  Toronto,  of  St. 
Michael's  College,  and  of  Loretto.  It  has 
been  a  goal  of  desire  for  four  years  and  has 
been  preceded  by  that  proportion  of  strenuous 
work  which  makes  it  precious.  But  the  mere 
attainment  of  an  academic  degree  is  but  a 
small  part  of  that  for  which  we  find  reason,  to 
be  joyous  and  thankful,  when  Ave  consider 
what  the  past  four  years  have  brought  us, — 
happy  years, — in  which  we  have  had  access 
to  the  full  circle  of  knowledge  offered  by    a 


great  University,  with  the  privilege  of  spend- 
ing them  under  the  shelter  of  Loretto's  roof- 
tree  and  under  her  fruitful  guidance ;  years  in 
which  we  have  formed  lasting  friendships  a-nd 
participated  in  a  life  which  has  left  us  a  store 
of  sweet  memories. 

We  have  gained  knowledge  which  we  trust 
will  fit  us  for  our  work  in  life;  but  Loretto 
has  given  us  a  treasure  far  more  precious — 
Vision,  which  is  for  life  itself — Vision  which 
unifies  and  puts  in  due  order  all  that  we  have 
learned  and  gives  it  an  eternal  value  for  us. 
What  is  great  in  ancient  culture  is  not  lost 
but  realized  more  fully  in  the  light  of  this 
Vision.  Plato  and  Aristotle  are  not  super- 
seded, but  take  on  a  new  significance,  when 
we  see  them  ministering  to  the  thought  of  St. 
Augustine  and  St.  Thomas,  in  such  wise  that 
these  Greek  philosophers  themselves  would 
take  joy  in  finding  their  noblest  speculation:? 
thus  transcended  through  grace  and  revela- 
tion. 

The  poet,  in  the  words  of  Mr.  Chesterton, 
exists  to  show  small  men  how  great  they  are. 
The  coming  of  the  Christian  conception  of  the 
Universe  made  a  vast  difference;  the  Chris- 
tian poet  had  a  more  vivid  hope  than  the  pa- 
ga-n  poet,  even  when  he  w^as  more  stern  he  was 
always  less  sad;  but  yet  from  first  to  last  the 
poets  teach  in  a  continuous  tradition.  So  it  is 
that  Homer,  in  showing  how  one  hero  may 
err  and  another  hero  may  fail,  makes  common 
men  realize  how  great  the  emotions  really  are 
^which  they  in  a  small  way  have  experienced. 
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:5Tr>  liORETTO  ABBEY  (  OLLEGE,   UNIVERSITY    OF  TORONTO. 

Standing — Misses   Rita   Dwj'er,   Irene   Allen.   Margaret  Ash,  Fi-ances  Clai'ke,  Margaret  Parnell,  V^iola 

Lynch,  Catherine  Carroll,  Pauline  Simon. 
Seated — Misses  Monica  Barry,   Eileen  Harding,  Lillian  McCarthy,   Eileen  Whelan,   Catherine  Lough- 

lin,    Eleanor    Phelan,    Pauline    SchnuiT,    Doris  March. 


Aeschylus,  though  o'ershadowed  by  the  an- 
cient conception  of  fate,  shows  us  darkly  the 
working  out  of  man's  perverse  will. 

Virgil,  who  can  still  make  us  feel  "the  tears 
of  things"  in  a  line  of  half-divine  music,  ex- 
presses as  no  ancient  voice  has  done  a  yearn- 
ing for  the  farther  shore.  But  in  Dante,  Avho 
saw  Virgil  as  one  who  bore  a  light  behind  to 
enlighten  those  who  followed,  though  it  did 
not  aid  his  own  steps,  Avho  took  this  beloved 
pagan  poet,  the  symbol  of  human  reason,  as 
his  guide  through  half  his  pilgrimage,  in 
Dante  the  Vision  shines  forth  in  all  the  splen- 
dour of  the  Christian  revelation.  In  the  Odys- 
sey of  our  souls  since  entering  the  paths  of 
student  life  at  Loretto,  nothing  has  been  of 
greater  moment  than  acquaintance  with  this 
poet,  with  whom  love  is  supreme,  the  moving 
force  of  the  Universe,  and  of  God  Himself,  th% 


net  by  which  He  draws  all  creatures  back  to 
Himself. 

May  this  Vision  which  our  religious  teach- 
ers have  used  every  means  to  keep  uplifted 
before  our  eyes,  and  which  we  this  year  have 
seen  once  again  strikingly  displayed  in  the 
memorable  drama  of  "St.  Bernard  de  Men- 
thon"  never  be  lost  to  our  sight  in  the  years 
that  are  to  come !  For  only  as  we  see,  can  we 
act  our  part  toward  the  healing  of  a  sick  and 
wounded  world. 

For  the  rich  opportunities  afforded  us,  a 
deep  and  abiding  gratitude  to  our  dear  par- 
ents is  due,  for  not  without  great  personal 
sacrifice  on  their  part  have  we  been  privileged 
to  enjoy  them.  May  our  lives  be  a  proof  that 
these  are  not  mere  words. 

We  have  come  to  the  parting  of  the  ways, 
and  the  severing  of  t)onds  so  closely  knit  be- 
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3T4  LORETTO  ABBEY  (  OLLEGE,   UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO. 

Standing — Misses  Margaret  McCue,  Marion  Flynn,    Regis    Teehan,    Clare    Tumpane,    Rita    Kohen. 
Seated — Misses  Ethel  McBeth,   Sophie  Stockwell,    Patricia  Callen,*  Beatrice  Plewes,  Margaret  Bicker, 
Gertrude   Tackaberry. 


tween  teachers  and  classmates  would  be  noth- 
ing short  of  tragic  did  we  not  feel  that  Lor- 
etto  is  our  true  home  forever,  where  at  any  time 
we  may  return  and  be  received  again  into  the 
heart  of  our  Alma  Mater.  A  supreme  ideal 
held  in  common  will  keep  us  true  to  one  an- 
other and  to  her.  But  that  no  accident  may 
in  years  to  come  have  power  to  estrange  us,^  a 
plan  is  even  now  being  formed  by  which  a 
centre  for  the  study  of  Christian  thought,  art 
and  literature  is  to  be  established  at  Loretto, 
drawing  its  ins:piration  and  support  from  the 
Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies.  In  the  activi- 
ties of  this  centre  all  Loretto  graduates  from 
Los  Angeles  to  Newfoundland,  from  Calgary 
to  New  York,  shall  participate.  Thus,  those 
influences  from  which  we  have  derived  the 
most  priceless  benefits  while  at  college  will 
be  continued  and  developed  instead  of  waning 


with  the  lapse  of  time,  and  our  eyes  being 
strengthened  and  clarified,  truth  shall  grow 
clearer  as  the  years  go  by. 

"Not  that  the  semblance  of  the  Living 
Light  doth  change. 
But  that  our  Vision  quickening 
There  new  miracles  descry." 


CONSOLATION. 


I  could  not  linger  lonely  on  the  hills, 

Warmed   by   a  tranquil   sun's   slow   vital  strength, 

Watching  a  twilight  throwing  its  dusky  length 

Along  a  sky  of  crimson,  grey  and   gold^ — 

Nor  crush   the  shy  wildflower  to   my  breaist 

Drinking  the  fragrance  of  a  rose  pink-tipped; 

Following  an  elfin  cloud  that  slyly  slipped 

Its  fleecy  moorings  in  a  sea  of  blue^ — 

Their  chajrm  would  not  be  mine  to  cherish,  dear, 

Had  I  not  known  your  smile  and  childish  tear. 

For  in  these  things  is  beauty  fou'nd, 
And  in  all  beauty,  I  find  you. 

Dorothea  Cain,  3T3. 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto. 


14 


LORETTO     RAINBOW 


J^OUKXTO  AlilJKV  LOljLbXiE  i\  THE   LMVEKSITV  OF  TOKOMO. 

Rose-Garland  Processional  escorting  the  Graduates  to  the  Auditorium  for  the  Graduation  Exercises, 

on  June  9th,    1933. 
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Miss    Victoria    Mueller, 
Ph.D. 


In  the  course  of  his  mas- 
terly address  on  Catholic 
Education,  delivered  in  the 
Auditorium  of  Loretto  Ab- 
bey College  on  the  occasion 
■of  final  exercises  in  honour 
of  the  Loretto  Graduates 
of  St.  Michael's  College, 
University  of  Toronto,  on 
June  9th,  1933,  the  Rever- 
end Gerald  B.  Phelan, 
Ph.D.,  Agrege  de  PhiloG'o- 
phie  (Louvain),  Director  of 
the  Institute  of  Mediaeval 
Studies^  Torointo,  remark- 
ed: "Allow  me  to  congra- 
tulate in  a  special  manner  Miss  Victoiria  Mueller, 
Ph.D.,  and  Miss  Mary  Fitzpatrick,  M.A.  It  was  my 
privilege  to  be  a  member  of  the  examining  com- 
mittees which  recommended  the&e  two  gifted  stu- 
dents to  the  University  for  the  degrees  of  Doctor 
of  Philosophy  and  Master  of  Arts,  respectively.  I 
am  no't  revealing  state  secrets  m  telling  you  that 
they  both  passed  brilliant  examinations  and  were 
unanimously  approved  by  the  committees  in 
charge."  This  address,  a  masterpiece  of  clear  and 
forceful  reasoning,  has  js'ince  been  published  in 
pamphlet  form  by  the  Institute  oi  Mediaeval 
Studies,    St.    Michael's   College,    University   of   To- 

Dr.   Muoller  Honored. 

Dr.      Victoria      Mueller     was      guelst     of     hon- 
our    at     a     tea     given     on     Sunday,     June     11th, 


Miss  Mary  Fitzpatrick, 
M.A. 


by  the  Faculty  of  the  Col- 
lege. Receiving  with  Dr. 
Mueller  were  the  Superior, 
the  Dean  of  the  College  and 
members  of  the  Faculty. 
The  reception  room  was 
fragrant  and  beautiful  with 
Richmond  roses  in  silver 
baskets.  The  tea  table,  ali?o 
centred  with  red  roses  and 
lighted  with  candles  in  sil- 
ver holders,  was  presided 
over  by  Miss  Mary  Power 
and  Miss  Geraldine  Maloney. 
Assisting  were:  Miss  Molly 
and  Miss  Joan  HopkiniS', 
Miss      Margaret      Laughlin, 

Miss  Catharine  Mace,  Miss  Margaret  Unger 
and  Miss  Dorothy  Laberge.  Among  the  gue®tiS' 
were:  Reverend  Dr.  Cody,  President  of  the 
University  of  Toromto;  Reverend  Father  Bell- 
isle,  President  of  St.  Michael's  College; 
Reverend  Gerald  Phelan,  Director  of  the  Institute 
of  Mediaeval  Studies;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Max  Mueller, 
and  Dr.  Albert  Mueller,  Hamiltom;  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
J.  A.  Surerus,  Victoria  College;  Dr.  Norma  Ford, 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hedmann,  Professor  and  Mrs.  Taylor 
Shore,  Miss  Laila  C.  Scott  of  Trinity  College;  Dr. 
and  Mil?.  Boerschensteiin,  Mr.  D.  Hatfield  Mr.  Her- 
bert Johnston,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  L.  Mueller,  Miss  Kath- 
leen Hickey,  Miss  Frances  Fitzpatrick,  Miss  Mary 
Fitzgerald,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Lyons,  Miss  Doro- 
thy Latchford  and  Miss  Hilda  Lavelle. 


COLLEGE   NOTES. 


The  notes  of  the  last  few  months  should  include 
a  tale  oif  "exams"  and  midnight-oil,  and  dreadful 
suspense — culminating  happily,  however,  in  "re- 
sults." But  instead  we  shall  concentrate  on  the 
various  affairs  in  honour  of  the  Graduates,  as  be- 
ing of  more  interest  to  "Rainbow"  readers. 
«      *      « 

Shortly  after  Easter  the  Juniors  entertained 
us  at  one  of  the  loveliest  banquets  the  College 
has  ever  had.  To  say  that  we  were  thrilled  by  the 
meissages  of  various  members  of  the  faculty — the 
Prophecy,  the  poem  written  especially  for  us^ — ^the 
speeches,  songs,  and  precious  Graduation  Pins^ — 
is  indeed  putting  it  all  very  mildly.  We  shall  not 
forget  for  many  a  day  the  happiness  that  was  ours 
on  that  evening. 

*  *      * 

May  23rd — The  "Freshies"  were  our  hostesses 
at  a  most  delightful  luncheon  at  the  Savari,  where 
we  spent  a  merry  time  together  and  became  more 
deeply  impressed  than  ever  with  the  sterling  worth 

of  our  "Freshies." 

*  *      * 

May  31st — The  College  Alum.nae  entertained 
us  at  a  banquet  at  the  College.  Miss  Geraldine 
Maloney,  the  President,  was  toastmitetress.  Dur- 
ing   the    Business    Meeting    that    followed    in    the 


Common  Room  we  were  secretly  very  much  elated 
by  being  admitted  as  full-fledged  members  into  the 

ranks   of  this  organization. 

*  it^      * 

June  3rd — Symposium  on  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of 
the  Mass.  The  guest-ls'peakers  were  from  various 
colleges  and  universities  in  New  York  State.  Their 
eloquence  and  earnestness  greatly  increased  our 
appreciation  and  knowledge  of  the  Mass. 

*  *      * 

June  7th — A  Reception  and  Tea  in  our  honour 
was  given  at  Armour  Heights  by  the  Lo<retto  Ab- 
bey Alumnae  Asi?ociation,  where  a  gracious  wel- 
come and  invitation  was  extended  to  us  to  become 
identified  with  this  fine   group. 

*  *      * 

June  8th — ^As  graduates  we  were  guests  of  hon- 
our at  the  Newman  Club  Graduation  Dance  at 
Columbus  Hall.  Reverend  Father  McGarrity, 
C.S.P.,  and  Mr.  Frank  P.  O'Connor  received  the 
guests,   who   all   enjoyed   the  lovely   party. 

*  *      >» 

June  9th — Our  day  of  days — Convocation  from 
the  University  of  Toronto  surpasised  our  wildest 
expectations  and  was  a  glorious  recomipense  for 
four  years  of  preparation.  During  the  Garden 
Party  that  followed  in  the  University  College  Qua- 
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drangle  we  strolled  about  in  the  sunshine,  proudly 
displaying  our  "sheep-skins"  and  secretly  feel- 
ing that  life  had  done  pretty  well  by  us. 
But  the  climax  came  in  the  evening  when, 
to  the  strains  of  "Gaudeamuis  Nos  Alumnae"  the 
Roise-Garland  Procession  of  Undergraduates  es- 
corted us  to  the  flowery  stage  in  our  College  Au- 
ditorium, where  we  bade  farewell  to  our  Alma 
Mater.  Miss  Mary  Purkis  expressed  our  sentiments 
in  her  valedictory,  and  we  received  our  Graduate 
medals  from  Very  Reverend  H.  S.  Bellisle,  G.S.B., 
Superior  of  St.  Michael's  College.  Afterwards 
Reverend  Doctor  Phelan  gave  a  most  illuminating 
talk  on  Catholic  Education  and  we  sang  the  Col- 
lege Graduation  Song  and  with  the  beautiful  mel- 
ody of  "Tota  Pulchra  Es"  ringing  in  our  ears',  we 
suddenly  realized  that  we  had  indeed  bade  fare- 
well to  Loretto. 

Later  at  the  Reception  and  Dance  in  Hart 
Houise  we  joined  with  hundreds  of  Varsity's  Gra- 
duates at  one  of  the  most  picturesque  dances  of 
cur  careers.  The  quadrangle  was  flooded  with  soft 
multi-coloured  lights  and  we  saw  many  familiar 
faces  that  have  surrounded  us  at  lectures  for  four 


years.      It   was   all  very  thrilling   and   we  enjoyed 
every  bit  of  it. 

On  Saturday  the  St.  Michael'is'  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation entertained  the  Graduates  of  Loretto  and 
St.  Joseph's  at  Luncheon  at  the  Granite  Club.  Mrs. 
William  Lyons  received  the  guests  and  introduced 
the  various  speakers. 

In  the  afternoon  the  Faculty  entertained  at 
Tea  in  the  College  Reception  Room  in  honour  of 
the  relatives  and   friends   of  the  Graduates. 

On  Sunday  morning  we  had  a  last  Mis(?a  Re- 
citata  in  the  College  Chapel.  Our  well-loved  chap- 
lain of  Newman  Club  said  Mass  and  afterwards 
spoke  to  us.  He  congratulated  us  once  again  on 
our  success  and  paid  fine  tribute  to  our  parents 
and  teachers  who  were  in  such  large  meav-ure  re- 
sponsible for  it  all. 

Then  we  had  breakfast  together  and  deiparted 
— another  class  of  graduates  ushered  from  Loretto 
into  the  wide  world.  Each  of  us  felt  a  pang  of 
regret  that  school  days  were  over  and  each  hopes 
to  be  remembered  at  38  7  Brunswick  Avenue  for 
many  a   day  to  come. 

M.  McL.,  3T3. 


EDITORIAL. 

The  history  of  our  class,  the  class  of  1933. 
after  four  yearg  of  activity,  has  been  inscribed 
on  the  pages  of  time,  and  now  each  of  its  mem- 
bers i3  setting  forth  in  a  new  field  of  interest. 
Our  years  of  undergraduate  life  have  been  happy 
ones,  and  it  is  with  regret  and  sorrow  that  we 
have  seen  them  end.  On  every  side  we  have  re- 
ceived the  good  wishes  of  Faculty  and  students 
that  our  future  would  be  crowned  by  success. 
Succes?  perhaps  in  a  material  sense  will  not  be 
gained  so  rapidly  as  it  might  have  been  some  few 
years  ago;  but  success  that  is  more  worth-while 
will  be  ours  if  we  are  but  true  to  the  standards 
and  ideals  around  which  our  days  at  Loretto  have 
centred.  Four  years  have  taught  U'S'  how  to  meet 
difficulties  and  disappointments  with  courage;  and 
entering  our  new  life  in  the  great  outside  world 
to-day  courage  is  what  we  most  need — courage  to 
see  and  ito  face  things  as  they  are,  and  to  reason 
logically  and  honestly.  If  we  have  these  two 
all-important  and  most  es'siential  powers,  we  may 
be  sure  that  success  and  not  failure  will  be  ours. 

Our  faith,  too,  during  these  four  years  of 
training  has  been  deepened  and  broadened,  and  it 
above  all  else  is  the  firsit  requisite  for  that  suc- 
cess of  which  we  speak.  We  are  beginning  with 
an  advantage,  and  with  such  we  should  go  far. 
As  has  been  mentioned  before  in  these  pages, 
what  the  Catholic  Church  needs  to-day  is  an  edu- 
cated Catholic  laity.  To  the  graduates^  of  Catholic 
colleges  it  is  but  natural  that  all  eyes  are  turned. 
May  we  prove  worthy  of  this  trusit! 

As  the  "Rainbow"  goes  to  press  we  ar«  all 
planning  and  preparing  for  the  two  glorious  holi- 
day moinths  that  lie  ahead,  and  we  most  sincerely 
hope  that  each  of  our  readers  will  have  the  hap- 
piest of  summers,  keeping  before  her  mind  the 
thought  that  is  summed  up  so  well  in  the  lines 
written  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  keeping  us 

"Near  to  His  feet 

When  we  sing  and  laugh   and   play. 

That  even  our  pleasures  may  point  the  path 

To  the  heavenly,  upward  way." 

M.  U.,  3T3. 


"LET'S  BE  HAPPY." 

"Let's  be  haippy"  might  be  an  advantageous 
motto  for  the  presemt-iday  world  to  adopt  and  to 
practise.  For  certainly  the  modern  tendency 
leans,  and  with  a  decided  slant,  to  the  reverse. 

In  the  literature  of  recent  times  this  character- 
istic is  only  too  evident.  Literature  is  a  reflec- 
tion of  life — and,  inversely,  our  life  reflects  what 
we  read.  It  is  said  of  George  Eliot  that  once 
when  her  hui?iband  remarked  that  her  novels  were 
all  essentially  sad,  she  wept  and  answered  that 
she  must  describe  life  as  she  had  found  it.  What 
was  then  rather  unique,  is  becoming  distretsingly 
general  now,  when  so  much  that  is  written  is  in- 
fected by  the  sickness  of  to-day^ — ^the  weakening 
of  religion  in  life,  and  the  failure  of  science  and 
materialism   to   offer  any  satisfying  substitute. 

The  root  of  this  evil  which  vitiates  life,  is  the 
disregard  of  God  and  His  laws.  We  are  material- 
ly absorbing  and  making  part  of  ourselves  what 
we  read,  and  it  then  follows  that  we  live  up  to 
the  impre&sion  we  have  formed  of  life;  and  it  vs 
this  constant  action  and  re-action  that  makes  us 
need  the  motto:      "Let's  be  happy." 

This  is  true  of  other  present-day  influences. 
For  instance,  outside  of  the  moving-pictures  and 
plays  that  are  pure  comedy,  the  lived-happily-ever- 
after  endinge  are  growing  fewer  and  fewer.  Peo- 
ple now  go  to  the  theatre  rather  to  have  a  good 
cry  than  a  good  laugh;  the  idea  of  amusement 
had  deteriorated  to  that  extent.  People  no  longer 
understand  the  art  of  playing,  for  artificial 
amusements  have  usurped  the  initiative  for  find- 
ing wholesome  pleasure.  They  deal  in  manufac- 
tured thrills,  and  think  that  they  are  having  a 
good  time;  they  have  forgotten  how  to  make  their 
own  joys,  in  the  midst  of  the  continuous  bustle 
and  hurry.  And  perhaps  the  mot?t  discouraging 
thought  is  that  few  of  us  have  the  sense  or  the 
time  to  analyse  our  feelings  towards  these  things 
and  to  stand  strongly  against  them. 

An  undienstanding  of  and  a  crusade  against  this 
tendency  towards  melancholy,  and  seeking  relief 
from  it  in  superficial  enjoyment,  offers  still  an- 
other field  for  Catholic  Action. 
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We  as  Catholics  have  the  material  to  combat 
these  rapidly  advancinig  evils;  it  is  our  duty  to 
pass  on  the  great  benefit®  of  ouir  religion;  to  un- 
derstand and  be  conver&ant  with  the  helpful  ma- 
terial supplied  for  us  through  such  mediums  as 
Our  Holy  Father's  Encyclicals,  and  other  Catho- 
lic literature  which  this  difficult  time  of  deipres- 
sion  has  evoked.  We  are  the  privileged  children 
of  the  Royal  Family  of  Holy  Mother  Church. 
Noblessie  Oblige.  It  is  our  duty  tO'  share  our 
spiritual  treasures  with  those  less  fortunate,  to 
help  a  sadly  harassed  world  to  recover  its  equili- 
brium, to  restore  to  God  that  first  place  which 
nothing  elsie  can  fill  in  the  human  heart,  for  there 
is  no  other  way  in  which  the  world  can  be  truly 
happy. 

Mary  McConvey,   Form   V., 
Loiretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


SUNNY  ITALY. 


The  beauty  oif  Italy  has  been  celebrated  by 
many  writers  in  prose  and  verse,  and  the  visitor 
who  traverses  it  will  not  dispute  their  praises. 

Come  with  me  for  a  few  minutes  and  we  will 
take  a  hurried  trip  through  the  wonderful  land 
of  sun'shine  and  beauty. 

As  we  sail  into  the  goirgeous  Bay  of  Naples, 
we  scarcely  notice  the  beauty  that  liesi  around  us, 
for  directly  in  front  of  us,  at  the  head  of  the  bay, 
stands  Vesuvius  with  its  column  of  smoke  rising 


in  a  slow,  lazy  threat  and  spreading  out  into  a 
vast  black  crown  against  the  blue  sky.  As  our 
'£<hip  comes  closer  to  the  port,  a  fleet  of  little 
boats  (laden  with  fruit)  crowd  around:  the  ros.y- 
cheeked  Neopolitan  boys  seeking  a  market  for 
their  fruit.  Those  who  have  nothing  at  all  to  sell 
will  shout  to  us  to  throw  down  coins  to  watch 
them  dive  deep  for  the  money. 

Naples,  the  metropolis  of  Southern  Italy,  is 
famed  for  its  natural  beauty  of  climate  and  sur- 
roundings, itei  smoking  volcano,  and  the  joyous 
improvidence  of  its  people.  There  is  no  more 
musical  city  in  the  world  than  Naples,  its  songs 
are  charming.  Of  an  evening  you  will  hear  every- 
where in  the  streetsi  tenor  voices  chanting  af 
"Napoli  la  bella,"  her  beautiful  flowers,  trees  and 
vales,  her  island©,  waters,  and  hills.  Naples  has 
many  stately  churches.  We  will  pause  for  only 
one,  the  Cathedral.  It  lie®  in  the  heart  of  the 
older  part  of  the  city;  and  it  is  approached 
through  narrow,  antique  streets.  When  we  enter 
we  find  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  the  most  earnest 
Catholic  worship.  In  the  Cathedral  there  is  a 
richly  ornamented  Chapel  of  St.  Januarius.  Janu- 
arius  was  martyred  in  the  old  Roman  persecutions 
and  some  of  his  blood  is,  according  to  tradition, 
preserved  in  two  glaiss  vesselsi  in  this  chapel. 
Three  times  every  year  the  faithful  gather  here 
to  witness  the  "Miracle  of  the  Liquefaction."  As 
they  kneel  there  devoutly  praying,  the  congealed 
mass  in  the  jars  becomes  slowly  liquid.  The 
museum  of  Naples  contains  endless  relics'  re- 
covered from  the  destruction  caused  by  Vesuvius, 
chiefly  old  Pompeian  relics.     There  are  many  great 
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paintings  here  also.  There  i©  a  Royal  Palace 
in  Naplee,  with  countless  rooms  and  paintings. 
Attached  to  It  is  the  opeira  house,  San  CarLo,  which 
was  until  recently  the  largest  theatre  in  the 
world.  The  real  charm  of  Naples  is  out  of  dooirs. 
We  may  climb  the  hills,  and  dirink  in  the  beauty 
of  its  villas  and  vineyards,  its  oirange-groves  and 
trees.  There  lie  all  around  Naiples'  delightful  lit- 
tle towiUis  of  beauty  and  Testfulness,  to  which 
strangers  often  come  for  only  a  brief  visit,  and 
then  linger  on  for  months,  fascinated  by  their 
warm  and  siniiple  charm. 

Going  north  from  Naples,  we  come  to  that 
mosit  famous  of  cities — Romie — the  capital  of  Italy. 
We  are  anxiou«i  to  see  St.  Peter's — ^the  most  fam- 
ous church  in  the  world.  The  inside  is  fascinat- 
ing, because  of  its  harmonious  grandeur.  The 
chief  altar  is  in  the  centre  and  is  covered  with 
the  splendid  baldachino  made  by  Beirini.  All  the 
pictures  of  the  altars  are  in  mosaic,  except  two. 
There  are  many  se^pulchral  monuments,  chiefly  of 
the  Popes.  They  are  masterpieces  of  famous 
sculptors.  On  the  right  side  of  the  church  stands 
the  Apostolic  Palace,  the  residence  of  thme  Popes 
There  are  many  other  famous  churchesi  in  Rome, 
but  we  cannot  stop  to  visit  them  all.  While  driv- 
ing through  the  beautiful  city  adorned  with  Its 
many  famous  fountains,  we  pause  for  a  moment 
to  visit  the  "Holy  Stairway."  It  has  twenty-eight 
steps,  and  the  faithful  go  up  only  on  bended 
knees,  because  it  is  said  to  be  the  same  ascent 
made  by  Jesus,  and  it  was  stained  with  His  Blood 
when  He  began  His  Via  Crucis.  The  museum 
of  Rome  is  probably  the  greatest,  and  contains 
countless  numbers  of  master-pieces  of  our  famous 
airtists  and  sculptors.  Let  us  turn  tO'  Vatican 
City,  the  smallest  and  richest  city  in  the  world. 
We  enter  through  a  large  bronze  door  beside  St. 
Peter's  Church.  The  entrance  is  protected  by 
Swiss  Guards,  the  soldiers  of  the  Pope,  for  every- 
one caninot  enter  the  city.  We  visit  the  priceless 
museum,  which  is  the  richest  in  the  world,  for 
the  splendid  scuilptureSi  it  contains.  The  gallery 
of  sitatues  is  admirable.  The  Vatican  library  con- 
tains four-hundred  thousand  volumes,  among 
which  are  some  very  precious  manuscripts.  If  we 
were  to  see  all  the  interesting  and  beautiful  place 
in  Rome,  we  would  have  to  spend  many  months 
there. 

Still  going  north,  we  come  to  Florence,  one 
of  the  most  famous  of  all  art  centred.  Everywhere 
a'3  we  advance  up  the  valley,  flowers  bloom,  and 
nightingales  sing  all  day.  Rising  above  the  world 
of  flowers,  and  of  song,  we  see  the  towers  of 
Florence  itself.  How  shall  anyone  make  you  im- 
agine Florence!  To  artists  it  is  the  "treasure 
city  of  the  world."  Its  churches  are  unmatched 
in  Italy,  with  beauties  of  architecture,  of  statues 
too  numerous  to  miention,  and  the  description  of 
its  palaces  and  other  monuments  would  fill  books. 
The  Uffizi  Gallery  of  pictures  is  a  marvel.  It 
has  hundreds  of  old  masterpiecesi,  and  the  most 
honoured  of  all  are  gathered  into  a  single  room, 
"The  Tribuna,"  which  is"  famed  throughout  the 
world.     Here  we  shall  see  Raphael's  best  known 


"Madonna,"  and  Michael  Angelo's  "Holy  Family," 
and  dozens  of  others.  We  may  also  visit  and  see 
the  hou'se  where  Dante,  our  great  poet,  lived. 

Fro'm  Florence  the  traveller  usually  goes  north 
over  the  Apennine  Mountains  to  Venice,  perhaps 
the  most  curious  of  all  cities,  for  it  is  built  on 
piles,  in  a  lake  communicating  with  the  Adriatic 
Sea.  Most  of  the  streets  of  the  city  are  canals, 
through  which  pas'S  gandolas,  the  peculiar  boats 
of  Venice.  The  Grand  Canal  here  is  the  largest 
of  all  canal-streetSi,  and  is  lined  by  beautiful  pal- 
aces and  crossed  by  the  famous  Rialto  Bridge. 
These  ancient  palaces  have  all  been  turned  into 
hotels,  for  many  tourists  come  here'  to  see  and 
admire  "The  City  of  Dreams."  Its  gondoliers 
wear  special  costumes,  and  row  the  boats,  stand- 
ing erect,  balancing  themselves  upon  the  slanting 
deck  and  chant  or  call  musically  at  every  turn. 
The  most  beautiful  of  all  shrines  is  the  Cathedral 
of  Saint  Mark,  the  wonder  of  Venice  to-day.  On 
its  piazza  bands  play  and  visitors  gather  in  the 
cafes,  and  feed  the  thousands  of  pigeons  which 
flock  about  the  square. 

From  Venice  we  go  west  along  the  northern 
edge  of  Italy  to  see  the  beautiful  lakes  of  Gorda, 
Como  and  Maggiore.  They  deserve  a  visit,  for 
their  beauty  defies  description. 

Milan  is  a  handsome,  modern  city,  which  also 
possesses  famous  galleries  of  old  paintings  and  a 
celebrated  library.  It  attracts  many  tourists  by 
its  immense  cathedral  of  wihite  marble,  with  hun- 
dreds of  pinnacles  glittering  in  the  sunshine. 

The  people  of  Southern  Italy  are  almost  all 
farmers,  and  at  a  mere  suggestion  from  us,  we 
will  be  invited  to  a  dozen  of  their  tiny  farms. 
Every  inch  of  the  ground  is  made  to  bear  as  many 
crops   as   po'?sible,  and   the  farmer   loves  his  soil. 

We  must  now  leave  this  beautiful  land,  for 
our  time  is  up,  and  return  to  America  with  our 
wonderful  memories  of  Sunny  Italy. 

Christine  Allen, 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


NOCTURNE. 


When  the  candle  of  hope  burns  lowly  on  the  altar 

of  your  soul, 
And   you    wish    that   you    were   far   away    upon    a 

sandy  knoll. 
With  the  night  and  the  stars  above  you — and  the 

feeling  that  you're  alone 
With  the  Eternal  Spirit — He  makes  His  presence 

known. 
A    soothing    peace    and    quiet    descends    on    yo^ur 

troubled    mind, 
And  it  does  not  seem  so  futile — this  ceaseless  daily 

grind: 
You   make  a  resolution  that  you're   going   to   try 

once  more, 
And    you    go    forth    guided    by    the    lights    of    the 

Eternal  shore. 

Agnes  Clare  Grogan,  '33. 
LfOretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,   Chicago. 
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REVEREND  BROTHER  THEOBALD,  TORONTO. 

Congratulations  to  Reverend  Brother  Theobald,  widely 
known  for  his  educational  work  with  the  Christian  Bro- 
thers, whose  Golden  Jubilee  of  religious  life  was  celebrated 
on  June  11th,  1933.  Tioo  years  ago  his  brother.  Reverend 
Brother  Patrick,  completed  fifty  years  in  the  same  noble 
work.  .Loretto  shares  intimately  in  the  general  rejoicing, 
for  besides  the  bond  of  relationship,  both  brothers  have 
been  devoted  friends  of  the  Commufiity  and  pupils  of  Lor- 
etto during  these  long  years  of  service  —  a  service  and 
devotion  that  mark  the  work  of  the  Christian  Brothers 
throughout  Canada.  The  debt  of  gratitude  the  Catholic 
people  owe  to  these  devoted  educators  of  the  youth  of  our 
country,  and  their  influence  for  all  that  is  good,  can  hardly 
be  over-estimated.      Ad  Multos  Annos! 
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GRADUATES,     1933,    JiOKETTO    AIJBEY,    AJiAlOl  li    HKU.lllS,    lOUO.MO. 

Top  Row — Misses  Ruth  Burns,  Alicia  Leddy,  Frances  Dunn,  Margaret  Tillman,  Catherine  Bucher. 

Second  Row — Misses  Mary  Lynch,  Kathleen  Jenkins,  Agnes  Purtle,  Frances  Pamell,  Margaret  Hus- 
band. 

Front  Row — Misses  Mary  Power,  Florence  Goldsmith,  Leona  Hutton,  Mary  Boland,  Patricia  Ryan, 
Isabel  Hannan. 


I^aletrictorp 


BY  MISS  ISABEL  HANNAN,  AT  THE  EIGHTY  -  SIXTH  GRADUATION  EXERCISES, 
LORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS,  JUNE  7th,  1933. 


'^  I  ^  HIS  day  stands  out  conspicuous  in  our 
lives  as  an  interestin-g  paradox.  It  marks 
an  ending  and  a  beginning;  the  closing  of  the 
life  of  ischool,  the  entrance  into  the  school  of 
life.  As  we  peer  through  the  vista  stretching 
out  before  us,  and  ask  ourselves  the  momemtu- 
ous  question :  What  kind  of  to-morrows  will  be 
the  sequel  of  our  yesterdays? — we  are  convinc- 
ed that  our  fate  lies  not  in  our  stars  but  in  our- 


selves. The  world  is  all  before  us,  and  Provi- 
dence our  guide,  it  is  true;  but  personal  in- 
itiative is  a  strong  incentive  to  success,  and  it 
is  our  prerogative  to  make  a  choice. 

We  have  made  a  choice,  and  startling  as  it 
may  seem,  we  are  gazing  ambitiously  upon  the 
brilliant  way  that  leads  to  knighthood!  The 
days  of  chivalry  are  not  past :  life  is  still  a  great 
adventure,  and  as  the  knight  of  old  went  through 
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THE  ORCHESTRA,  LORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEKiHTS. 

At  Loretto  Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto,  where  they  played  at  the  Graduation  Exercises  on 
June  9th,  1933. 

Upper  Row — Misses  (^ecile  Hayes,  Kathleen  Menton,  Monica  Jerou,  Patricia  Ryan,  Leola  Girard,  Nor- 
ma D'Urbano,  and  Eleanor  Hill. 

Front  Row — Misses  Rose  Mary  Power,  Patricia  Sculley,  Nadine  Harris,  Genevieve  Cahley  and  Rita 
Toole. 


rigid  training  and  had  his  courage  severely 
tested,  so  have  we  been  prepared  during  our 
school  life  for  the  onward  march  to  leadership. 
The  knight  of  old  wa,s  fully  conscious  that  he 
was  facing  a  world  of  struggle  and  conflict :  the 
graduate  of  to-day  knows  that  she  is  facing  the 
same  difficulties  in  the  never-ending  moral 
struggles  and  conflicts  raging  around  her.  The 
knight  of  old  prepared  for  his  great  adventure 
by  keeping  prayerful  vigil  before  the  Taber- 
nacle, by  consecrating  his  arms  to  our  Blessed 
Lady 's  service,  and  proudly  wearing  her  colours 
into  battle.  The  Loretto  graduates  of  to-day 
have  kept  many  such  vigils,  and  as  Children 
of  Mary  we  have  pledged  ourselves  to  be  true 


to  Our  Lady's  insignia  through  the  battles  of 
life.  The  knight  of  old  was  characterized  by 
the  noblest  virtues  that  could  grace  an  ideal 
hero :  the  Loretto  Graduates  go  forth  to-day 
with  the  realization  that  time  must  serve  but 
to  strengthen  the  virtues  inculcated  throughout 
probationary  years.  A  knight  untrue  to  the 
lady  who  had  trained  him  in  youth  would  be 
disowned.  Therefore  we  realize  that  gratitude 
is  a  touchstone  of  our  characters.  Gratitude 
to  God  for  safeguarding  our  youthful  days; 
gratitude  to  our  dear  self-sacrificing  parents 
for  providing  us  with  the  advantages  we  en- 
joy ;  gratitude  to  our  beloved  teachers  who  have 
trained  us,  by  word  and  noble  example,  to  take 
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The  Rhythm  Band,  Loretto  Abbey,  Annour  Heights 


our  places  en  life's  arena,  with  honour  and 
loyalty  for  battle-cries,  and  the  incentive  of 
leadership  in  every  good  cause  to  spui-  us  on- 
ward. 

We  have  before  us  the  poet's  ideal  of  the 
maiden  knight  in  Britomartis,  and  though  but 
a  poet's  fancy,  she  is  a  beautiful  creation,  vivify- 
ing Spencer's  conception  of  the  highest  type  of 
womanhood.  We  have  also  before  u-s  God's 
own  choice  of  a  maiden  knight  in  St.  Joan  of 
Arc,  so  our  lingering  glances  over  this  alluring 
ground  are  not  without  precedent.  The  symbo- 
lisms we  trace  between  the  chivalry  of  old  and 
the  demand  upon  our  chivalry  to-day  warrant 
us,  we  feel,  in  enrolling  ourselves  under  Our 


Lady's  banner,  with  farewell  on  our  lips  to  old 
familiar  scenes,  and  in  our  trusting  hearts — 
hail  to  the  new! 


SPRING. 

The  robin  builds  her  nest  above, 
Of  sticks  and  soft  green  moss, 

And  sings  her  song  of  God's  great  love 
While  sunbeams  islant   acToss. 

The  ice  has  melted  from  the  streams; 

The  buds  bedeck  the  trees; 
While  rabbits  wake  from   winter  dreams 

And   Spring  is  in   the  breeze. 

The  crocus  lifts  her  lovely  head; 

The  birds  are  itwittering; 
Frail   snowdrops)  leave   a  downy  bed — 
At  last!      Rejoice!      'Tis   Spring! 

Alice  Maclaren,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,   Niagara  Palls,   Ontario. 


Scenes  from  "The  Maid  of  Orleans,"  presente<l  by  the  members  of  the  Graduation  Class  of  Loretto 
Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  on  May  5th,  1933.        The    charaetei'S : — 

The  Maid  of  Orleans,  Joan  of  Arc,  Miss  Agnes  Purtle;  Joan's  Mother,  Miss  Nadlne  Harris;  Joan's  Sister,  Marie, 
Miss  Isabel  Hannon;  Mlgnonne,  Miss  Patricia  Ryan;  Llsette,  Miss  Leona  Hutton;  Fanchon,  Miss  Mary  Lynch;  Felice, 
Miss  Betty  Rowlin;  Mathilda,  Miss  Florence  Goldsmith;  Adrlenne,  Miss  Bernice  Repole;  Alice,  Miss  Mildred  Ber- 
nard; Lady  Lorraine,  Joan's  Godmother,  Miss  Mary  Boland;  RoUo,  her  page,  Paul  McRae;  Charles  VII.,  the  Dauphin, 
Miss  Catherine  Bucher;  Lady  Agnes,  sister  of  Charles,  Miss  Mary  Power;  Count  Dunols,  cousin  of  Charles,  Miss  Fran- 
ces Dunn;  Lady  Claire  La  Hire,  Miss  Alicia  Leddy;  Beauvais,  judge.  Miss  Frances  Parnell;  Le  Malstre,  Miss  Mar- 
garet Tlllmann;  L'Advenu,  Miss  Kathleen  Jenkins;  Martin,  Miss  Ruth  Burns;  Court  Pages,  Paul  McRae,  James  Kinney. 
French  peasants  were — Misses  Evelyn  Bernard,  Betty  Mohan,  Betty  Nash,  Glenna  O'Gorman,  Helen  Crossley,  Lorraine 
D'Orazio,  Rita  Mary  Toole,  Mary  Calllnane,  Joan  McLaughlin,  Constance  Falrlelgh,  Justine  Noll,  Mary  McKenna, 
Catherine  McLean,  Savlnla  Deery,  Betty  Dunn,  Betty  McDonald,  Laura  Treble,  Doreen  Howorth,  Margaret  Devaney, 
Mary  Gage. 

Court  ladles  were — Misses  Elizabeth  Meech,  Madeline  Anglin,  Dorothy  Brady,  Edith  Gillstrap,  Barbara  Knox,  Gwendo- 
lyn Byrne,  Frances  Cummins,  Margaret  Mewburn,  Mary  Alexander,  Betty  Sanborn,  Ruth  Coffey,  June  Ryan,  Miriam 
Anglin,  Eleanor  Anne  Forrlstal,  Rowena  Fallon,  Phyllis  Dee. 

Court  attendants  were — Misses  Martha  Dillon,  Dorothy  O'Connor,  Dorothy  Breen,  Helen  Grogan,  Lorraine  Whalen, 
Mary  McCarthy,  Deborah  Dick,  Mary  Burkart,  Mayo  Jones,  Rose  Mary  Power,  Gwendolyn  Byrne,  Eleanor  Anne  Forris 
tal. 
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GKADUATES.    1033,  I.ORETTO   ACADEMY,   EXGLEWOOD,   CHK  AGO. 

Front  row— Misses  Florence  Loftus,  May  Doyle,  Kathleen  O'Sullivan,  Clare  Smith  (Class  Secretary),  June  Lyons 
(Class  Treasurer),  Margaret  Nims  (Class  President),  Anna  rose  Schofleld  (Class  Vice-President),  Mildred  Crist,  Doro- 
thy  Kelly,   Bernice   Cunningham,   June   Mary   Hoffman. 

Second  row — Misses  Margaret  Kiener,  Maryhelen  Bastien,  Helen  Marie  Murphy,  Mary  Wilson,  Edith  Diedenhofen,  Alice 
Ryan,  Regina  Lannon,  Mary  Kenny,  Frances  Tanney,  Kathryn  Rader,  Irene  Sanders,  Mary  Jane  Krataska,  Madlynne 
Nagel,    Loyola   Carmody.  ei«h.- 

Third  row — Misses  Anne  Liston,  Lois  Eswin,  Rita  Robertson,  Loretto  Maleski,  Saxone  Snyder,  Helen  Sheehan,  Mary 
O'Donnell,   Catherine   Mandel.  ^^^n. 

Back   row — Misses   Dolores    Broderick,    Helen  Griffin,  Mary  Marinan,    Helen    Hill. 


'GRANNIE." 


The  whole  village  called  her  Grannie,  not 
only  because  she  was  the  oldest  inhabitant, 
a-nd  because  the  kindly  wrinkled  face  under 
her  little  Avhite  cap  wore  such  a  tender,  grand- 
motherly expression,  that  every  man,  woman 
and  child  loved  it ;  but  also  because  she  was  the 
Grannie  of  the  favourite,  Tom  Brandon,  her 
grandson. 

It  was  one  of  those  little  villages,  a  humble 
place,  the  homes  grouped  around  the  church, 
which  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  peaceful  church- 
yard. The  age  of  this  town  can  easily  be  judg- 
ed by  referring  to  the  corner  stone  on  the 
old  church,  which  is  as  solid  as  the  faith  that 
built  it,  and  can  tell  the  population's  history 


for  many  long  years  past.  Its  churchyard  was 
a  quiet  resting-place  for  those  wtho  had  gone 
before,  mourned  by  the  loved  ones  left  behind. 
Simple  headstones  mark  the  resting-places  of 
those  who  will  never  come  back.  The  walls, 
if  they  could  speak  it,  might  also  tell  of  the 
sobbing  prayers  of  broken  hearts  seeking  con- 
solation in  that  peaceful  churchyard. 

Tom  Brandon  was  left  under  the  care  of 
his  Grannie  as  a  tiny  baby  whose  young  m-other 
died  of  a  broken  heart  after  an  accident  that 
took  the  husband  and  father.  Tom,,  the  very 
image  of  his  father,  had  grown  up  as  tall  and 
as  fair,  and  was  as  loyal  and  loving  as  his 
parents  who  had  gone  before  him.    Whenever 
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Grannie  looked  at  Tom  her  old  heart  would 
swell  with  pride  and  happiness.  Tom  was  the 
subject  of  most  discussions  when  she  went  to 
the  country  fairs,  and  her  happiness  was  un- 
bounded when  she  walked  the  village  streets 
upon  her  grandson's  arm.  Tom  teased  his 
grandmother,  and  used  to  say  that  he  wanted 
no  other  sweetheart;  that  none  was  like  his 
Grannie;  although  many  a  pretty  girl  east  an 
admiring  look  at  him  in  the  hope  that  some 
day  she  might  be  his  partner.  When  Grannie 
walked  by  his  side  she  felt  as  though  she  were 
once  more  the  pretty  Marie-Rose  of  long  ago, 
beside  her  bethrothed. 

And  then  came  the  dreadful  news  of  war. 
Undoubtedly  this  little  village  would  be  bereft 
of  all  its  male  population;  and  Grannie,  too, 
unhesitatingly,  gave  her  approval  and  her 
blessing  when  Tom  announced  his  intention  of 
e-nlisting  for  his  country.  This  occurred  in 
the  middle  of  a  happy  summer,  and  when  the 
trained  pulled  out  with  those  brave  men  whom 
it  was  to  give  for  the  country's  cause,  Grannie 
stood  on  the  platform  waving  her  handkerchief 
until  the  train  faded  away  in  the  distance. 

Tom  wrote  often  telling  his  old  Grannie  to 
take  heart,  that  he  was  not  yet  in  the  thick 
of  battle,  and  that  he  would  probably  get  a 
chance  to  come  and  see  her  before  he  went  into 
action,  and  she  cherished  the  thoughts  of  his 
coming  home  again.  Soon  came  word,  how- 
ever, that  he  was  leaving  unexpectedly  with 
other  volu-nteers  for  some  particularly  perilous 
mission,  and  that  his  train  would  pass  through 
Saint  Ansgar,  another  little  town  but  three 
miles  away;  and  so  on  that  November  morn- 
ing Grannie  was  trudging  along  the  road  a 
number  of  hours  before  the  train  wias  scheduled 
to  arrive,  so  happy  was  she. 

Gra-nnie  simply  could  not  believe  that  the 
train  would  not  stop.    What  else  were  stations 


for,  she  asked  her  innocent  self.  So  she  pack- 
ed a  big  basket  with  good  things  for  Tom  and 
his  friends,  other  boys  who,  too,  had  offered 
themselves  for  their  country,  and  dressed  in 
her  Sunday  best  to  do  honour  to  her  darling, 
she  had  set  out  on  her  journey  directly  after 
the  Mass  she  never  missed. 

The  town  was  only  three  miles  off,  and  in 
her  youth  Grannie  had  often  walked  there ; 
but  how  long  the  same  road  seemed  now  to 
her  poor  old  feet !  At  last  her  sad  eyes  spied 
the  church-steeple,  surmounted  by  the  Cross. 
That  seemed  to  guide  and  encourage  her. 

Grannie's  thoughts  were  almost  always  pray- 
ers; and,  as  she  toiled  along,  encouraged  by 
that  Cross  against  the  sky,  she  prayed  for  her 
little  Tom,  whom  she  hoped  so  soon  to  see. 
Naturally  the  train  would  not  stop  for  long, 
but  she  would  just  have  time  to  feel  those 
strong,  loving  arms  around  her  poor  old  body, 
and  to  hear  that  gay,  young  voice  speaking 
words  of  cheer  and  comfort,  promising  her 
happy  days  when  the  war  should  be  over. 

She  plodded  on  patiently,  though  the  Cross 
still  looked  so  far  away,  and  her  basket  was 
heavy^ — oh !  so  very  heavy.  If  only  she  could 
set  it  dow-n  and  rest — but  there  was  no  w'all  to 
rest  against;  only  that  long,  long,  straight, 
dusty  road.  Her  old  feet  were  aching  and  sore ; 
but  she  kept  on,  and  just  as  she  was  feeling 
that  she  could  not  walk  another  step,  she  came 
upon  the  station,  a  little  way  outside  the  town 
and  so  much  nearer  than  that  guiding  Cross. 

The  Angel  us  was  ringing,  and  she  felt  that 
it  welcomed  her.  It  soothed  and  comforted 
her  soul.  Then  she  inquired  when  the  train 
from  Brest  would  pass ;  and  she  w'as  told  that 
in  these  days  of  war  everything  was  upset,  and 
trains  were  very  u«punctual;  it  should  pass 
about  four;  but  one  never  knew. 

"It  is  an  express  train,  though,  and  doesn't 
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stop  here,"  added  the  station-master,  looking 
kindly  at  the  charming  old  lady  before  him. 
Grannie  did  not  argue  that  point,  though  she 
felt  that  the  man  was  mistaken. 

"I  wish  to  see  it  pass,  because  my  great- 
grandson  will  be  in  it,"  she  replied  simply,  as 
she  went  to  sit  down  upon  a  platform  bench. 

The  rest  was  a  welcome  relief,  for  she  felt 
exhausted  and  rather  faint.  The  big  basket 
contained  frugal  provisions  for  herself,  and 
these  she  ate,  drinking  a  little  water  to  quench 
her  thirst.  Then,  taking  out  her  Rosary,  that 
faithful  companion  of  all  her  joys  and  sor- 
rows, she  settled  herself  down  to  wait  and 
pray.  Each  time  that  a  train  came  into  the 
station  she  started  up  expectantly,  her  old 
heart  beating  very  fast;  but  the  station-master 
said  kindly : 

"Not  yet,  not  yet.  Grannie !"  using  the  fami- 
liar name  that  she  was  used  to. 

About  four  o'clock  he  came  and  told  her 
that  he  had  just  received  a  message  announc- 
ing that  the  express  from  Brest  would  be  an 
hour  late,  and  pass  only  at  five. 

"It  will  be  quite  dark  then,"  Grannie  said 
piteously;  and,  indeed,  the  short  November 
afternoon  was  already  closing  in. 

At  last  a  distant  roll  was  heard  and  lights 
appeared  in  the  darkness.  "The  Brest  Ex- 
press," she  heard;  and  she  stood  up  trembling 
with  emotio-n,  placing  herself  under  a  lamp 
so  that  her  boy  could  see  her  easily.  For  a 
few  seconds  there  was  a  terrific  noise  that 
deafened  her,  while  flashing  lights  dazzled  her 
old  eyes,  as  the  express  thundered  through  the 
little  station  of  St.  Ansgar.  Then  all  was  calm 
again  and  she  looked  around  her,  dazed  and 
bewildered. 

Was  that  all  that  she  had  come  for — to  see 
that  monster  dash  by  in  the  darkneps  carrying 


oft'  her  little   Tom,  Avhom   she  had  toiled  all 
this  way  to  see? 

The  station-master  came  and  spoke  very 
gently  to  her,  but  she  hardly  heard  him  at 
first.  He  felt  intensely  sorry  for  that  forlorn 
old  figure.  He  asked  her  awkwardly  whether 
he  could  do  anything  for  her — whether  she  had 
an}'  friends  in  town? 

At  the  word  friends,  a  sweet  smile  lit  up 
Grannie's  weary  face.  She  remembered  the 
Cross  surmounting  the  church-steeple  mark- 
ing the  abode  of  our  Divine  Lord,  Who  had 
never  failed  her.  Who  had  so  often  comforted 
her  broken  heart.  She  would  go  to  the  church 
and  tell  our  Dear  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment all  her  troubles  and  her  disappointment. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  have  friends,"  she  answered 
simply.  "Thank  you  very  much  for  all  your 
kindness." 

Soon  she  found  herself  inside  the  beautiful 
old  church,  and  sat  down  in  a  quiet  comer  be- 
hind a  pillar  near  to  the  altar.  She  Avas  too 
tired  to  kneel,  but  Our  Lord  would  understand. 

Indeed,  she  was  too  tired  to  think,  too  tired 
to  pray;  but  she  sat  there  in  the  little  church 
and  poured  out  her  heart  to  Christ,  all  her 
grief,  her  trials  and  disappointments.  She 
ofi'ered  them  all  up  to  God.  And  then  suddenly 
the  little  figure  slipped  off  the  chair,  and  lay 
motionless  on  the  ground. 

The  white-haired  priest  came  and  prayed 
before  the  altar,  but  he  did  not  see  that  still 
form  behind  the  pillar,  and  he  Avent  aAvay, 
closing  the  church  for  the  night. 

Several  hours  passed,  and  then,  Avith  half- 
returning  consciousness,  Grannie  struggled 
into  a  sitting  position,  wondering  Avhere  she 
Avas,  why  she  felt  so  cold  and  stiff,  and  why 
her  head  was  so  dizzy.  Then  in  the  darkness 
she  saAv  the  red  lamp  burning  before  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament,  and  memory  recalled  the  station 
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and  the  expected  train.  Why,  that  was  its 
light  of  course,  and  there  it  was  bearing  down 
with  a  terrific  noise,  and  there  was  her  little 
Tom  coming  towards  her,  and  —  oh !  wonder 
of  wonders !  —  she  was  with  him  again.  Gran- 
nie's eternal  morn  had   dawned  at  last. 

They  laid  her  to  resit  a  few  days  later  in 
the  little  village  churchyard. 

And,  lingering  on  the  church  steps  after 
the  simple  ceremony,  the  group  of  faithful 
friends  who  mourned  her  said  how  strange  it 
was  that  Grannie  should  have  died  alone  in 
church  at  the  very  hour  when  her  Tom  had 
been  killed  in  that  terrible  railway  accident. 
"God's  ways  are  wonderful,"  said  the  priest, 
who  had  joined  the  parishioners.  ''He  would 
not  allow  even  death  to  separate  those  two." 

Loretto  Maleski.  Fourth  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


ORILLIA    AND    OHAMPLAIN. 

Who  was  the  dauntless  man  who  came 
From  distant  shoreis?     It  was  Champlain; 
And  all  his  days  in  travel  spent 
Are  told  in  bronze  on  this  monument. 

To  Canada  tourists  their  way  now  wend 
And  pause  in  our  park,  some  time  to  spend, 
And  reverently  read — the  great  Champlain 
To  these  very  shores  of  Orillia  came. 

Where  once  he  paddled  his  birch  canoo 
AcrosiS'  the  lake,   while  stiff  winds  blew, 


There  now  the  cheery  bonfires  glare 

And   we  chat  in  the  summer  evenings   there. 

The  years  pass  by,  and  scenes  are  changed 
Old  friends  depart,  new  friends  are  claimed; 
Orillia  still   remains   the  same 
With  proud  sweet  mem;ories  of  Champlain. 

Rosemary  Lawrence,  Form  I., 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


The  May  Procession,  1033,  on  the  "Holy 
Hill,"  Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ont. 
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GRADUATES  OF   1933,  LORETTO  ACADEMY,  MOUNT  ST.  MARY,  HAMILTON,  ONTARIO. 

Left  to  right:    Misses  Helen  Burns,   Anna  Rigby,  Marie  Berry,  Frances  Gibbens,  Margaret  Nelligan, 

JYances  Whittaker. 


OUR  FIRST  CAMPING  EXPEDITION. 


We  were  at  breakfast  one  Monday  morning 
late  in  June,  a  few  days  after  the  closing  of 
school.  The  British  Empire  Games  were  com- 
ing to  Hamilton,  and  everybody  was  happy — 
except  Jean,  Betty  and  myself;  for  Mother  had 
jusit  been  telling  us  that  Dad  would  be  sailing 
in  the  various  regattas,  and  consequently  we 
would  all  have  to  remain  in  the  city.  A  few 
minutes  later  Dad  entered: 

"Well,  everybody,  how*  would  you  all  like 
to  go  camping  this  summer  ?" 

After  this  astounding  question  the  silence 
of  rapture  reigned  supreme.  Our  mascot, 
''Whoopee,"  with  head  cocked  sideways  sur- 
veying a  cat,  broke  the  silence  by  a  series  of 
excited  woofs.  Dad  hastened  to  assure  us  that 


he  was  in  earnest;  needless  to  say  we  all  ap- 
proved of  the  plan,  Mother  being  as  eager  to 
go  as  the  rest  of  us. 

Wednesday  morning  saw  us  all  packed  and 
impatiently  waiting  on  the  Club  dock.  Several 
of  our  friends  thought  the  whole  idea  ridicu- 
lous, a-nd  many  were  the  wagers  as  to  how  long 
we  would  stay.  At  last  the  sail  was  up,  and 
amid  fond  good-byes  and  promises  to  come  over 
and  see  us  (a  promise  which  was  kept  a  little 
sooner  than  expected),  we  cast  off  from  our 
moorings  and  set  forth  with  brave  hearts  and 
dauntless  spirits  upon  our  first  camping  expe- 
dition. 

Presently  the  Avind  dropped,  and  as  our  boat 
had  no  auxiliary  engine,  we  were  becalmed. 
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SELECT   CHOIR,    LORETTO   ACADEMY,    HAMILTON 

Winners  this  year  of  the  Inter-Loretto  Cup,  at  the  (^horal  Competition  held  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Ar- 
mour Heights,  on  April  18th,  1933.     Miss  Margaret  Nelligan  is  the  conductor. 


''The  moon  came  up, 
Out  of  the  East  came  he  .  .  ." 

I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,  but  he  brought  a 
nice  steady  breeze,  and  we  sailed  along  and  in 
a  short  time  reached  our  destination,  and,  like 
the  pioneers  of  old,  we  gazed  fondly  at  it.  We 
anchored,  rowed  ashore,  and  suit  cases  and 
various  other  articles  in  hand,  we  walked  along 
the  sandy  beach.  Whoopee  expressed  his  ap- 
proval by  a  series  of  woofs. 

The  men  had  put  up  the  tent,  but  we  imme- 
diately made  the  discovery  that  all  the  beds 
could  not  be  put  up.  Suppose  Ave  use  this  table  ? 
It  will  just  fit  into  the  space  there,  and  the  girls 
can  sleep  on  that.  Or  else  we  could  all  go 
back  and  sleep  on  deck.  The  first  plan  was 
agreed  upon.     Then  our  troubles  began.     The 


3IISS    BEVERLEY    BARNES. 

Accompanist     of     the     Select 

Ohoir,        Loi-etto        Academy, 

Mount    St.     Mary,    Hamilton, 

Ontario. 
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The  Rhythm  Band,  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,    Ont. 


bottle  containi-ng  the  mosquito  lotion  had  been 
broken.  (No  accident,  however,  had  befallen 
the  mosquitos!). 

*'Ahoy,  ahoy,,  there!"  brought  us  all  down 
to  our  dock,  and  there  we  saw  a  large  cabin 
cruiser  anchoring,  and  on  board  the  entire  Club, 
it  seemed,  singing  eheerfully  the  strains  of  "A- 
Camping  We  Will  Go,"  and  doing  what  appear- 
ed to  be  a  combination  of  Sailor's  Hornpipe 
and  Highland  Fling. 

During  the  preparation  of  an  impromptu 
lunch  our  oil-stove  blew  up,  rather  to  the  amu- 
sement of  some  of  our  guests,  who  immediately 
brought  ashore  their  stove  from  the  yacht. 
After  staying  long  enough  to  convince  us  of 
the  hardships  of  a  camper's  life,  a-nd  promising 
to  come  again,  our  friends  departed,  and  we  to 


bed — thrilled  at  the  prospect  of  a  night  under 
canvas — after  listening  to  Dad's  description  of 
some  comical  incidents  on  one  of  his  many 
yachting  cruises. 

Thinking  of  these  things',  we  fell  asleep, 
but  not  for  long.  Strange  cries  like  an  Indian 
war-whoop  (or  what  I  suppose  an  Indian  war- 
whoop  w^ould  be  like  if  I  ever  heard  one)  rous- 
ed us  from  peaceful  slumber.  Our  little  mascot 
barked  exctedly  from  the  centre  of  an  old  life- 
saver — his  new  bed.  Everyone  was  talking  at 
O'uce  and  searching  for  flash-lights  and  guns. 
As  for  me — I  gazed  silently  and  thoughtfully 
at  the  lights  of  home — dear,  civilized  Hamilton ! 
Dressing-gowns  were  flung  on. 

"Don't  get  excited;  I'll  soon  see  what's  the 
matter,"  Dad  assured  us. 
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After  what  seemed  ages,  Dad  eani'e  back. 

"Nothing  but  some  silly  chap  dashing  back 
and  forth  on  the  cove,  waving  his  flash.  Some 
lark." 

Mother  had  been  thinking  seriously,  a-nd 
now  she  asked  anxiously,  did  she  or  did  she  not 
hear  a  rumour  of  some  lunatic  escaping.  Our 
attempts  to  re-assure  her  were  useless  when 
that  weird  shout  was  heard  again.  I  confers 
that  we  were  all  uneasy — except  Dad.  lie  as- 
sured us  that  it  was  just  a  boy  having  a  bit  of 
fun. 

"Well,  pack  up  your  valuables  and  get 
dressed.  I'll  get  the  boat  ready,  and  we'll  go 
home  if  you're  really  nervous." 

Ten  minutes  saw  us  dressed,  suit  cases 
packed,  and  on  the  dock  ready  to  go  aboard. 

"Wait!  wait!"  I  hastened  back  to  the  tent, 
and  then  back  to  the  boat  again  in  a  minute. 

Once  more  the  anchor  was  weighed,  and  with 
sails  billowing  in  the  breeze,  we  sailed  rigrht 


into  the  path  of  the  silvery  moo-n,  accompanied 
by  fond  adieus  from  our  wild  Indian  on  the  op- 
posite shore.  That  sail  was  unforgetable ;  we 
made  record  time,  and  soon  reached  our  moor- 
ings and  landed  on  the  deserted  float  of  the 
Club. 

The  walk  home  was  comical.  Indeed,  a 
policeman  followed  the  suspicious  characters 
to  the  door  of  their  house,  where,  convinced 
that  they  were  harmless,  he  departed  silently. 

O'Uce  we  were  inside,  the  old  coffee-perco- 
lator went  to  work,  and  as  we  sat  down  to  our 
second  lunch  that  night,  I  drew  out  my  pre- 
cious parcel — ^a  bottle  of  pineapple  jam,  the 
sight  of  which  brought  a  chorus  of  approval. 
While  we  ate  we  planned  for  any  emergency 
on  our  next  expedition— which  left  the  follow- 
ing week  and  spent  a  nuost  enjoyable  summer, 

Frances  Whittaker,  Form  V. 

Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 


*AND  NOW  YOU  TELL  ONE/' 


The  members  of  the  Ace  Club  had  finished 
playing  the  last  hand,  and  their  hostess  was 
serving  refreshments.  The  club  consisted  of 
four  girls.  Every  week  one  of  them  enter- 
tained, and  each  tried  to  outdo  the  others  as 
hostess.  This  week  Mary's  sandwiches  were 
minute  masterpieces.  A  tooth-pick  speared 
the  flimsy  ingredients  of  the  rolls  and  was 
capped  by  a  stuffed  olive.  The  girls  covertly 
watched  each  other  to  see  who  would  approach 
her  sandwich  in  the  daintiest  manner. 

Obviously  the  thing  next  in  order  w!as,  if 
not  a  "feast  of  reason,"  at  least  a  "flow  of 
soul."  It  was  summer-time,  and  after  each 
one  had  lamented  that  her  summer  clothes 
were  not  fit  to  be  seen,  conversation  drifted 


to  summer  sports.  Mary  began  to  talk  about 
her  swimming-lessons,  and  Alice  remarked  that 
she  had  never  needed  swimming  lessons,  but  had 
learned  to  swim  through  spite. 

"How  did  that  happen?"  the  others  in- 
quired. 

"Well,"  began  Alice,  settling  down  to  en- 
joy herself,  "when  I  was  about  ten,  the  girl 
across  the  road  and  I  used  to  go  swimming  in 
a  tank.  This  girl  could  swim — I  really  should- 
n't call  it  swimming;  she  could  barely  manage 
to  remain  afloat  by  doing  the  "dog-paddle." 
But  I  couldn't  do  even  that.  When  anyone 
looked  at  me  I  used  to  make  swimming  mo- 
tions with  my  arms  while  my  feet  remained 
on  the  ground,  but  that  was  as  far  as  it  went. 
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Usually  I  jumped  up  and  down  and  entered 
into  quarrels  with  strange  children.  But  one 
day  my  friend  from  across  the  street — Anne 
was  her  name — and  I  were  in  an  adventure- 
some mood.  We  went  down  to  the  deeper  end 
of  the  tank.  The  floor  of  the  tank  was  a  slop- 
ing hill,  with  two  feet  of  water  at  one  end 
and  nine  feet  at  the  other.  Anne  laboriously 
paddled  around  in  circles  while  I  energetically 
jumped  up  and  down.  I  was  not  paying  par- 
ticular attention  to  where  I  was  going,  and 
suddenly  I  became  aware  that  I  was  in  five 
feet  of  water.  I  had  to  keep  jumping  up  and 
down  to  keep  my  head  above  water.  It  was 
all  right  when  I  was  up,  but  when  I  was  down 
I  got  ''a  mouthful."  Anne  noticed  my  plight, 
and  began  to  scream  for  help.  The  lifeguard 
was  at  the  other  end  of  the  tank.  He  began 
to  race  furiously  towards  me.  He  tripped  on 
a  board  and  scraped  a  knee.  Meanwhile  other 
children  had  dived  splashingly  into  the  water 
and  dragged  me  ashore.  Their  united  efforts 
had  not  succeeded  in  keeping  my  head  above 
water — or  perhaps  they  did  not  think  it  worth 
taking  the  trouble ;  and  I  felt  as  if  I  had  con- 
sumed the  whole  tank.  The  lifeguard,  in  a 
rather  maimed  condition,  arrived  too  late  to 
view  the  thrilling  speetacle  of  my  rescue.  And 


was  he  annoyed?  (!!!!)  In  no  uncertain  terms 
he  gave  me  to  understand  that  I  should  never 
again  go  beyond  three  feet  of  water.  At  that 
moment  I  felt  like  never  seeing  water  again. 

However,  I  survived  and  presently  revived. 
We  went  swimming  almost  every  day  that 
summer,  and  every  timje  the  lifeguard  saw  me 
he  favored  me  with  a  baleful  glance.  I  in- 
tensely resented  his  attitude.  I  thought  that  if 
I  learned  to  swim,  then  perhaps  some  day  when 
he  was  drowning  I  could  scold  him.  So  I 
practised,  holding  on  to  the  edge  of  the  tank 
and  kicking  my  feet.  By  the  end  of  the  sum- 
mer I  could  "dog-paddle"  in  circles  even  better 
than  Anne." 

"Did  you  ever  have  an  opportunity  of  see- 
ing him  drowning?"  asked  the  long-silent  trio. 

"No;  that  was  the  sad  part  of  it,"  answer- 
ed the  popular  speaker  of  the  afternoon.  "The 
next  summer  there  was  a  new  lifeguard  who 
made  no  attempt  at  rescues,  and  anywjay  they 
had  erected  a  wall  in  the  tank  to  divide  it  into 
shallow  and  deep  ends." 

And  now  you  tell  one. 

Kathleen  Breen,  Form  IV., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


HIGH-PRESSURE    SALESMANSHIP. 


R-r-riiig!  —  went  the  doorbell. 

"Oh,  these  everlasting  salesmen!"  cried 
Martha  in  exasperation.  She  went  to  the  door 
and  opened  it. 

"Madam,  have  you  a  radio  "  the  boy 

began  a  long  speech  that  Martha  knew  wlould 
end  in  —  "and  so  I  am  sure  you  would  like  to 
have  a  subscription  for  this  magazine,  which 
I  am  selling  to  put  myself  through  college." 

If  she  were  only  one  of  these  people  who 


can  turn  them  away  with  a  traditional  "No!" 
If  only  there  was  some  sicheme  whereby  she 
could  stop  this  parade  of  canvassers  to  her 
door.  She  was  spending  too  much  money  on 
useless  trifles,  and  losing  too  mueh  time  listen- 
ing to  the  various  speeches  of  these  salesmen. 
After  a  great  many  minutes  spent  in  convinc- 
ing the  boy  that  she  did  not  want  that  parti- 
cular magazine,  he  departed,  and  Martha  sat 
dowm  to  think. 
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Light !  She  had  an  idea !  Why  not  play 
their  own  game?  Every  canvasser  that  came 
to  her  door  would  be  met  by  a  sister  canvas- 
ser. Now,  what  would  she  try  to  sell  them? 
Silk  stockings?  The  very  thing!  She  knew 
all  the  latest  shades,  and  could  talk  convinc- 
ingly enough  about  them  to  send  any  salesman 
away  in  despair.  Her  plan  completed,  she  set 
about  her  duties,  awaiting  rather  eagerly  the 
advent  of  the  next  canvasser. 

An  invitation  to  tea  from  Mrs.  Samson 
Brown.  That  was  an  event.  Martha,  running 
hastily  over  her  wardrobe,  decided  that  she 
would  have  to  have  a  new  pair  of  gloves  and 
a  new  pair  of  stockings.  She  had  no  gloves 
nor  stockings  that  were  not  darned.  She 
glanced  at  the  clock.  Just  time  to  run  down 
town  and  get  them. 

Martha  was  sitting,  curled  in  a  chair,  read- 
ing, when  the  doorbell  pealed  lustily.  At  last 
a  chance  to  try  out  her  new  scheme !  She 
opened  the  door. 

"Madam,  would  you  care  to  buy  one   of 

these  fine  aprons,  made  of  "  ran  the  dull 

voice  of  a  tired  little  man. 

"Sir,  would  you  care  to  buy  a  pair  of  silk 
stockings,  the  very  finest  silk  hosiery,  and 
available  in  all  the  latest  shades?" 

"Hosiery?  Why,  yes !  I  had  almost  forgot- 
ten. My  wife  asked  me  to  bring  home  a  pair. 
Yes,   certainly — give   mie   a  pair." 

Yes!  Why,  what  would  she  do?  She  had 
never  thought  any  one  would  want  a  pair. 
She  did  not  have  a  whole  pair  in  the  house 
except  her  new  ones. 

"Why,  why,  you  see,  I  only  have  o-ne  pair 
of  sample  stockings  here  just  now.    I " 


"That  is  all  right.  I'll  take  them.  You 
can  get  another  sample  pair." 

"But  they  are  a  very  unbecoming  shade, 
and  I  am  sure  they  ^e  not  the  right  size.  They 
are  only  size  eight." 

"But  that's  the  size  my  wife  wears.  How 
lucky  I  am !     Oh,  the  colour  doesn't  matter !" 

"But  I  really  wouldn't  sell  you  this  pair." 

"Please  do.  I  can't  go  home  without  them, 
and  I  don't  want  to  go  back  down  town." 

"And  now  since  you  have  sold  mie  a  pair 
of  stockings,  let  me  sell  you  an  apron."  .... 
****** 

The  door  closed  at  last  on  the  little  man. 
Martha  staggered  to  a  chair  and  fell  limply 
into  it.  In  one  hand  she  held  a  gaudy  apron, 
in  the  other  the  price  of  her  new  stockings. 
She  had  tried  to  outbest  a  salesman  and  had 
been  herself  out-witted.  For  with  darned 
stockings  or  not  at  all  she  must  now  go  to 
Mrs.  Sampson  Brown's  tea. 

Evelyn  Murphy,  Form  IV. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue.  Toronto. 


A  GARDEN. 


Were  you   ever   in   a   garden — 

A  garden  in  full  bloom  — 
One  with   fragrant  blossoms  swaying 

In  the  lovely  month  of  June? 

A  garden  full  of  roses, 

Red,  pink  and  yellow  too, 
With   peonies  and   pansies, 

And  the  tall  delphimiium  blue. 

The  ground  is  all  moss  covered 
Like  a  carpet  of  velvet  or  dowin; 

Pond-lilies  bloom   in  the  water 
With  a  touch  of  blue  or  brown. 

In  a  garden  you  thrill  to  the  beauty 

Of  all  sweet  things  a-tune 
To  the  miusic  and  the  laughter 
Of  the  merry  month  of  June. 

Helen   Nielson,    First   Year, 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 


34 


LORETTO    RAINBOW 


(;ji\i)iATKS,  jl.m:  uuh,  nm:?,  loiiiotto /\(  adkmy,  \ia(;ai{A  falls,  ont. 

Top  row  (left  to  right) — Misses  Alice  MacLaren,  May  Caffrey,  Yvonne  McEvoy,  Margaret  Mallet,  Margaret  Leahey, 
Noel  Rahn,   Oayle  Hancock,   Mary  Brown,  Marguerite  Bedford,  Jane  Sensenbrenner,  Mary  Sanson. 

Bottom  row  (left  to  right)— Misses  Betty  Collins,  Mary  NelUgan,  Eileen  Shaughnessy,  Mary  Moore,  Margaret  Mayes, 
Kathleen  Hunt,  Helen  Cairns,  Lucy  Kuntz. 


A  MEMORABLE  AFTERNOON. 


ICa9««a;||Ca^»{a^lCa^Xzl3IICB^»£a3l 

LOIIKTTO     MACiAllA 

STIDKNT    WINS 

ORATOHK  AL 

CONTKHT. 

Miss  Kathleen  Hunt, 
Loretto  Academy,  Nia- 
gara Falls,  who  hy 
her  oration,  "The  Ideal 
Woman,"  won  first 
place  in  the  oratorical 
contest  held  at  d'You- 
ville  College,  Buffalo 
N,.Y.,  on  May  14th; 
1933,  and  the  honour 
of  crowning  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin's  Statue  on 
May  Day  at  the  gath- 
ering at  Bowmanville, 
N.Y.  This  il»  the  third 
time  that  in  this  con- 
teeit  against  competit- 
ors from  Catholic  High 
Schools  of  Westetrn 
New  York  State,  Penn- 
sylvania and  Ontario, 
a  Ivoretto  Niagara 
Senior  has  be^en  the 
victor. 

ICBa«co3llce9«ca3iicod«fa3iicea«cn3l 


Do  you,  dear  reader,  ever  Hutt'er  pangs  of 
remorse  at  thought  of  all  the  things  left  un- 
done, which  you  absolutely  should  have  done, 
or  should  still  do?  And  do  you,  as  I  do,  make 
firm  resolves  to  "clean  the  slate"? 

If  so,  1  have  your  sympathy  !  My  most  pres- 
sing task  seemed  decidedly  that  assignment,  "A 
Memorabh'  Afternoon,"  to  be  in  readiness  for 
to-morrow's  class.  1  made  rather  elaborate  pre- 
parations. A  table  with  a  pitcher  of  lemonade 
.stood  at  my  elbow  (I  intended  to  work  a  long 
time,  and  would  have  need,  of  course,  f)!'  re- 
freshment). My  paper  and  pencils,  plenty  of 
them,  in  case  of  broken  points,  were  arranged 
to  my  taste  on  the  table.  Several  English 
books  which  I  "had  to  finish"  were  waiting, 
with  tiuirkcrs,  I  rniust  admit,  as  yet  in  chapter 
one.  I  bnislicd  my  hair  off  my  forehead,  by 
way  of  clearing  my  brain  for  action,  and  settled 
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The  Cinulujitt's'   Flower-Cilrls  tt)-(la.v — tlie  (inuluates  of  to-morrow. 

Niagara    Falls,  Ont. 


Ijorotto  AciuUmu.v, 


down  comfortably — and,  I  hoped,  attractively 
— for  one  must  not  look  too  studious  on  a  sunny 
June  day. 

Having  poured  myself  a  glass  of  lemonade, 
I  drank  it  slowly,  thinking  of  what  I  should 
wear  that  evening  and  wondering  if  that  could 
serve  as  an  oj^ening  for  a  story.  After  a  second 
glass  of  lenu)nude,  1  discarded  the  idea. 

An  hour  had  passed.  The  intense  heat 
prompted  me  to  write  about  Alaska;  but  I 
could  not  write  pages  on  "snow"  and  "fish," 
so  my  pencil  was  spared  even  a  feeble  effort  on 
that  topic.  No  i)aper  was  wasted  on  a  torrid 
desert  skit,  for  I  found  my  knowledge  of  des- 
erts likewise  limited. 

Then  came  an  inspiration.  If  I  should  glance 
through  one  of  those  books  I  could  get  a  clue 
for  a  story.  On  a  fourth  application  to  the 
inviting  pitcher,  the  idea  seemed  even  more 
deserving  of  consideration,  so  at  random  I  took 
up  Owen  Dudley's  "The  Masterful  Monk." 

Pencil  and  paper  remained  unnoticed;  the 


lemonade  had  lost  its  appeal;  hours  passed! 
Somewhere,  a  dinnor-gong  sounded,  and  T  be- 
gan to  be  dimly  conscious  of  surrountlings.  No 
composition  had  I  produced ;  as  many  things  as 
ever  remained  to  be  done,  and  before  that  pros- 
pect I  felt  somewhat  troubled ;  still,  I  had  read 
a  really  good  book,  and  now  I  have  a  cha-nce 
of  recommending  it  to  you.  It  is  a  marvellous 
story !  Certainly  its  perusal  makes  a  memor- 
able afternoon. 

Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner. 
T^oretto,  Niagara,  Class  '33. 


TREASURE. 

All  summer  lonif  I've  stored  away, 

In  crannieisi  of  my  heart, 
Wind-gathered    meadows,    grass-hurK   creek, 
Guy  leaves  and  sun  at  hide-and-seek, 

Rain  lilting  to  the  dark. 

This  wintry  day  I  turn  the  key. 

My  shining   treasures   bring 
Close  to  the  fire-light — how  they  glow! — 
There  is  no  barren  earth,  no  snow — 
Here  in  my  heart  Is  Spring. 

Dorothy  Nugent.  Third  Year. 
Loretto  High  School,  Englewood,  Chicago. 
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SCENE   PROM    THE    "MIKADO"    AT   LORETTO   ACADEMY,  WOODLAWN,  CHICAGO,  JUNE,  1933 

Top  i-ow — Misses  Teresa  Sullivan,  Lucille  Mcintosh,  Marie  Prochowski,  Eileen  Larkin,  Katheryn 
Kennedy. 

Middle  row — Misses  Katherine  Burke,  Rita  Swords,  Helene  Hunter,  Kathlyn  Murphy  (Katiska), 
Betty  Rose  Mier,  Florence  Hayes  (Lord  High  Everything  Else),  Loretto  Rozak  (Lord  High  Execu- 
tioner),  Catherine   Golden,   Irene  Macy,   Marjoi-y   Kratz. 

Front  row — Misses  Mary  White  (Peep  Bo),  Mary  Quigley,  Agnes  Grogan  (Petti  Sing),  Vivian  Mc- 
Mahon  (The  Mikado),  Julia  Heatherly  (Yum  Yum),  Florence  Murphy  (Nanki  Pooh),  Loretto 
Goggin   (Nee  Ban). 


MARIE-ANTOINETTE,  REINE  DE  FRANCE. 


Quel  bonheur !  quel  soulagement !  quelle  joie  ! 
si  nous  pouvions  etre  assures  que  le  temps  est 
proche  pour  la  complete  justification  de  Marie- 
Antoinette.  Quoiqu'elle  n'ait  vraiment  plus 
besoin  de  la  justice  humaine  et  mortelle,  je 
pense  que  nous  la  lui  devons.  Jamais  femme 
n'a  ete  plus  meprise,  plus  detestee,  plus  dif- 
famee,  et  pourtant,  ou  trouverons-nous  une 
reine  plus  pure,  plus  douce,  plus  devouee  a  so-n 
mari  que  celle-ci? 

La  France  a  fait  preuve  d'un  grand  manque 
de  raison  et  de  generosite,  quand  elle  s'est  mon- 
tree  si  froide  et  si  injuste  vers  sa  fille  d'adop- 
tion,    Marie-Antoinette    d'Autriche.      "D'Au- 


triche";  Dans  ce  seul  petit  mot  nous  trouvons 
la  fondatio'U  de  cette  terrible  tragedie.  La 
Prance  haissait  I'Autriche,  et  cette  grande  pas- 
sion devait  se  montrer  bien  plus  forte  envers 
la  jeune  reine.  En  plus  de  ses  vertus,  elle  posse- 
dait  une  beaute,  une  fraicheur  ravissante,  qui 
convenait  parfaitement  a  la  beaute  pure  de  son 
ame.  Da-ns  toute  sa  noble  tenue  se  declarait 
I'ancienne  famille  Autrichienne,  dont  elle  etait 
la  plus  belle,  la  plus  charmante  descendante. 
Mais  pensez-vous  que  cette  beaute  et  ce  charme 
de  corps  et  d'ame  ont  pu  changer  les  sentiments 
de  la  Prance  envers  I'Autriche  ou  ''I'Autrichi- 
enne"?   Jamais!    (Bien  sur,  il  ne  faut  pas  juger 
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la  France  d'apres  ceci,  car  rAutriche  etait  line 
puissance  decidement  ennemi,  et  d'habitude,  ce 
pays  merite  bien  son  titre  de  "la  douce 
France.") 

II  y  a  encore  un  point  que  je  tie-ns  a  eclaircir. 
II  s'agit  de  I'extravagance  de  Marie-Antoinette. 
La  plupart  des  historiens  nous  disent  que  cette 
extravagance  a  ete  une  des  causes  de  la  Revo- 
lution. Ce  n'est  pas  Marie-Antoinette  qui  a 
vide  le  tresor,  ni  son  mari,  mais  ce  soait  les 
demandes  exorbitantes  de  Louis  Quinze,  et 
Mesdamesde Pompadour  etdu Barry,  qui  ont  eu 
tout — -absolument  tout — ce  qu'elles  voulaient. 
"L'Autrichienne"  aimait  son  mari  de  tout 
son  coeur,  et  elle  aimait  son  peuple,  malgre  eux, 
et  qui  sait  combien  de  fois  elle  s'est  privee  d'une 
chose  et  de  I'autre,  parce  que  ce  serait  "un  pen 
diflficile"  de  le  procurer.  Pourtant,  elle  n'avait 
qu'a  parler,  son  mari  ne  pouvait  rien  lui  refu- 
ser. Done,  par  sa  bonte,  Marie-Antoinette  se 
refusait  meme  d'en  parler,  de  peur  de  I'em/bar- 
rasser. 

Jusqu'a  la  fin,  elle  retint  sa  vertu,  son  ca- 
ractere  noble,  et  elle  ne  fut  jamais  si  brave,  si 
royale  que  quand  elle  monta  a  I'echafaud. 

filise  Felix,  Third  Year. 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


THE  "THREE  LITTLE  MAIDS   FROM  SCHOOL" 

IN  THE   "MIKADO." 
Misses  Julia  Heatherly   (Yiun  Yuin),  Mary  White 
(Peep   Bo),    Agnes   Grogaii    (Petti   Sing). 


Four  years  have  passed,  and  now  for  us — 
The   threshold    of   life's    open    door. 
And  the  breathless  revelation: 
Loretto  days  are  now  no  more. 

Julia  Heatherly, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


THE   MASQUERADE   MIX-UP. 


"I  might  suggest,  too,  that  if  you  tind  it 
ditificult  to  select  a  costume.  Miss  Jane  Edna 
King  may  be  able  to  help  you." 

An  excited  buzz  of  chatter ,  greeted  this 
announcement.  A  Masquerade? — why,  it  had 
never  before  been  dreamed  of  in  the  school; 
but  then  a  number  of  things  lately  had  been 
done  that  never  would  have  been  possible  with 
the  former  principal. 


But  a  Masquerade ! — and  a  story-book  Mas- 
querade at  that ! — that  was  such  a  wonderful 
event!  There  were  all  sorts  of  characters  one 
might  be :  Emily  of  David  Copperfield ;  John 
Silver,  the  pirate  from  Treasure  Island;  Robin- 
hood,  Romeo — Oh,  any  numOber  of  people ! 

And  then  Jane  Edna,  or  Jedna  as  she  was 
called,  would  help  select  a  character  that 
wouldn't  be  too   hard   to  "execute."      Jedna 
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GRADUATES,    1933,    LORETTO   ACADEMY,    WOODLAWN,    CHICAGO. 

Top  row — Misses  Loretto  Goggin,  Margaret  Brown,  Josephine  Rovito,  Mary  Quigley,  Agnes  Grogan,  Betty  Rose  Mier, 
Vivian  McMahon,  Irene  Macy,  Lucille  Mcintosh,  Eileen  Larkin,    Mary    White,    Julia    Heatherly. 

Middle  row — Misses  Ruth  Levy,  Valeria  Stro,  Genevieve  C  leary,  Gwendolyn  Griflfin,  Marjery  Kratz,  Margaret  Grem- 
bowicz,  Katherine  Carroll,  Catherine  Owens,  Lillian  Collins,  Marie  Prochowski,  Catherine  Golden. 

Bottom  row — Misses  Helene  Hunter,  Kathryn  Burke,  Helen  Powell,  Rita  Swords,  Margaret  Hamilton,  Jane  Garrity,  Lor- 
etto Rozak,  Florence  Hayes  (class  president),  Florence  Murphy,  Teresa  Sullivan,  Jean  Smith,  Katherine  Kennedy, 
Kathlyn  Murphy. 


King  had  such  perfectly  perfect  ideas.  Any 
choice  she  would  make  would  undoubtedly  be 
better  than  any  you  could  make  yourself. 

The  girls  walked  out  from  study  hall  and 
collected  in  small  groups  in  the  hall  or  walked 
arm. and  arm  up  the  steps  to  the  dormitory. 

Anastasia  Gollins,  a  rather  thin  but  never- 
theless attractive  girl,  came  running  up  to 
Jane  Edna.  *'0h,  Jedna,  isn't  it  marvellous! — 
I  simply  can't  believe  it! — a  Story-Book  Mas- 
querade !  And  you  knew  about  it.  How  could 
you  keep  it?" 

"0,  'Stasia,  isn't  it  glorious!  I  learned 
about  it  only  just  before  study.  I  guess  Miss 
Karen  knew  I  couldn't  keep  anything  very 
long.  In  the  short  time  during  study  I've 
thought  of  about  a  hundred  things  I  might  be 
— there's  the  Sleeping  Princess— no  co-nceit  in- 
tended— Puss-in-Boots,  Jack-the-Giant-Killer— 
and  loads  of  others." 


B-r-r — ring !     The  first  warning  bell. 

"Well,  good-night,  Jedna,  guess  I  better 
skip ;  sweet  dreams."    And  'Stasia  was  off. 

"They  will  be  sweet,  for  I'll  be  dreaming 
about  a  costume,"  thought  Jedna. 

For  the  next  few  days  Jedna  was  beseiged 
by  eager  applicants  for  suggestions  for  cos- 
tumes. Poor  Jedna  was  seen  walking  around 
with  her  little  notebook  and  with  a  haunted 
expression  on  her  face. 

Miss  Kitner  would  be  surprised  in  the  Eng- 
lish class  by  a  gasped  "Oh!"  and  then  a  long 
drawn-out  sigh.  Jedna  would  thdn  be  seen 
scribbling  down  a  name,  and  then  look  up 
with  a  relieved  expression.  For  fully  three 
minutes  she  Avould  be  all  attention  to  the  les- 
son, then  she  would  lapse  and  begin  dreaming 
again. 

"Who  in  the  world  could  Evelyn  be?  She's 
so  tall,"  thought  Jedna. 
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Then  class  was  over.    Miss  Kitner  heaved  a 
^sigh  of  relief. 

"I'll  be  glad  when  this  masquerade  is  over," 
she  thought.  "For  a  while  I  can  get  attention ; 
then  I  see  Jedna  with  a  far-away  look,  and  I 
know  she's  trying  to  invent  a  character  to  fit 
someone.  Well,  I  suppose  it  is  a  rather  diffi- 
cult thing  for  her,  too." 

By  Monday  Jedna  had  only  five  names  left 
on  her  li,st.  She  had  only  to  find  characters 
for  these  girls  and  her  task  would  be  com- 
pleted. 

One  of  the  names  on  the  list  was  Janet 
Kane.  Janet  was  in  the  fourth  cour,  the  same 
as  Jedna.  Janet  was  a  rather  quiet,  reserved 
girl,  and  as  Jedna  said  when  Janet  first  came 
to  the  school:  "It  is  hard  to  break  her  shell, 
but  when  and  if  you  do  she  is  a  wonderful  girl." 
Jedna  had  for  the  past  few  days  been  reading 
over  all  the  old  favourite  stories  she  could  find 
in  the  hope  that  she  might  come  across  char- 
acters that  had  not  already  occurred  to  her. 

That  night  at  tea  a  thought  suddenly  came 
to  Jedna — why  not  let  them  all  be  the  same 
character?  It  would  be  an  easy  way  out,  a-nd 
at  the  same  time  be  a  chance  for  a  good  prac- 
tical joke.  Then,  too,  the  costumes  were  being 
kept  secret,  and  so  there  would  be  no  danger 
of  one  girl  finding  out  what  another  was  going 
to  wear.  What  would  the  costumes  be  ?  Topsy 
from  Uncle  Tom's  cabin — would  that  do  ?  Yes, 
just  beautifully!  imagine  their  surprise  when 
the  five  Topsies  all  meet.  Oh,  the  fun  would  be 
capital ! 

Now,  what  would  Jedaia  herself  wear?  It 
must  be  something  particularly  pretty.  Jedna 
did  so  love  pretty  things.  Then,  too,  there 
were  going  to  be  some  prizes  for  the  nicest 
costumes.  Tall,  dark  Helen  Hutchinson  was 
to  be  Romeo.        Why  not  be   Juliet?   Jedna 


thought.  Jedna  then  whispered  to  Janet  that 
she  had  thought  of  her  costume  and  would  tell 
her  about  it  after  tea. 

"That's  fine;  I'm  sure  it  will  be  nice,"  Ja«et 
answered  with  a  quick  smile. 

For  a  moment  Jedna's  conscience  pricked 
her,  but  she  thought:  "Just  think  of  the  fun; 
and  those  five  girls  are  such  good  sports  that 
they  won't  mind  the  joke  being  on  them." 

In  a  moment  snatched  before  study,  Jedna 
told  Janet  of  her  costume. 

"It  will  be  so  clever,  Janet — you  can  black 
your  face  and  tie  your  hair  up  in  rags,  wear 
your  "  assifiddity"  bag,  and  your  eostume  will 
be  perfect." 

Janet  agreed  heartily,  and  they  both  hur- 
ried off. 

For  the  following  week  the  school  was  a 
hubbub  of  excitement.  The  Masquerade  was 
all  that  was  talked  of  during  the  recreations. 
Telephones  were  busy  almost  constantly  while 
girls  called  mothers,  aunts  and  dressmakers  in 
town  to  arrange  about  their  costumes.  Many 
visits  were  made  to  town,  and  the  girls  came 
back  pictures  of  happiness. 

Jedna,  whose  mother  had  never  professed 
any  ability  for  sewing,  was  having  her  daugh- 
ter's costume  made  in  tow.n  by  Mrs.  Barker. 
She  had  made  two  trips  for  fittings,  but  had 
been  kept  waiting  both  times,  for  Mrs.  Barker 
was  making  costumes  for  a  few  other  girls 
in  the  school.  Each  girl  had  pledged  Mrs. 
Barker  not  to  tell  another  soul  about  her  cos- 
tume, until  that  little  lady  was  nea'-ly  burst- 
ing with  excitement  in  keeping  the  secrets. 
When  finally  it  was  Jedna's  turn,  she  hurried 
in  to  tell  Mrs.  Barker  just  how  she  wanted 
her  Juliet  costume  made.  Mrs.  Barker  agreed 
that  it  would  undoubtedly  be  one  of  the  love- 
liest costuHLes  there. 
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"I  mea-n  to  have  it  so,"  said  Jedna,  with 
such  an  emphatic  nod  that  a  smile  flitted  over 
Mrs.  Barker's  face. 

Friday — the  day  of  the  masquerade— arriv- 
ed, and  all  the  world  seemed  happy.  There 
were  whispered  consultations  in  the  halls  be- 
tween classes  and  even  in  the  classes.  By  noon 
Jedna  was  a  little  worried — her  costume  had 
not  yet  arrived.  She  had  made  a  hasty  visit 
to  her  room,  but  she  had  found  no  package 
there. 

She  walked  hurriedly  to  the  principle's 
office  and  knocked  rather  timidly.  The  voice 
that  said  "Come  in"  was  encouraging,  so  in 
she  went. 

"Miss  Karens,  I  know  it  is  against  the  rules 
to  call  during  school  hours,  but  I  wiondered  if 
I  could  have  permission  to  call  town  — it's  about 
a  costume." 

"Why  certainly,  Jedna." 

"Hello,  Mrs.  Barker?  This  is  Jane  Ed-na 
King.  I  have  been  wondering  about  my  cos- 
tume.    It  hasn't  arrived  yet." 

"Oh,  I  know,  Miss  King;  you  see  I  have 
been  terribly  busy,  but  I  have  it  alm'ost  finish- 
ed now.  Just  a  few  stitches  and  it  will  be 
done.  I  have  another  costume  here  also.  I 
am  terribly  sorry  you're  worried  about  it.  I'll 
send  the  two  over  with  Johnnie  Lytnch.  They'll 
be  there  before  dinner." 

' '  Thank  you  very  much,  Mrs.  Barker ;  may- 
be I  was  silly  to  worry,  but  you  know,  if  the 
costumes  didn't  come  it  would  be  a  calamity. 
Well,  good-bye,  Mrs.  Barker." 

The  afternoon  session  passed  rather  slowly 
since  all  the  girls  were  waiting  for  the  even- 
ing. The  Masquerade  was  to  begin  at  half- 
past  seven.  Just  before  di-nner  Jedna  was  again 
seen  dashing  up  the  stairs  to  her  room..  She 
stopped  and  took  a  deep  breath  before  turning 
the  knob  of  the  door.     She  looked  all  around. 


It  wasn't  there  yet !  But  surely  Mrs.  Barker 
had  said  it  would  be  there.  What  if  something 
had  happened. 

"Oh,  how  silly  of  me,"  thought  Jedna, 
"Johnnie  is  just  taking  his  time.  He  will  be 
here  shortly." 

So  rather  dejectedly  Jedna  went  downstairs. 
Dinner  did  not  take  long,  for  everyone  seemed 
anxious  to  have  it  over.  The  next  time  Jedna 
was  hurrying  up  the  steps  she  was  overtaken 
by  Jitters,  the  maid. 

"Oh,  Miss  Jane,  a  package  just  came  and  I 
thought  it  might  be  important,  so  I  brought 
it  right  up."    "The  boy  said  it  was  for  you." 

Jedna  took  the  package  eagerly  and  thank- 
ed Jitters.  She  looked  at  the  box  carefully 
while  she  walked  down  the  hall:  "J.  King." 
The  last  name  was  hardly  discernable,  the  writ- 
ing was  so  poor.  Practically  scribbled.  Oh, 
well,  what  did  it  matter?  It  was  her  costume. 
She  laid  the  package  on  the  bed  and  ran  to 
wash  her  hands.  First  thing  she  must  see  what 
the  costume  looked  like. 

"I  hope  it  is  becoming,"  thought  Jane. 

Just  then  someone  knocked  on  the  door. 

"Oh,  Miss  King"— it  was  Jitters— "Miss 
Jane,  Miss  Karens  wishes  to  see  you  a  moment." 

"Thanks,  Jitters." 

Now  she  would  have  to  hurry.  Only  a  few 
moments  left  to  dress,  and  Miss  Karens  send- 
ing for  her.  At  the  office  Jedna  found  Miss 
Karens  waiting  for  her. 

"Jane  Edna,  I  just  wished  to  thank  you 
at  this  time  for  the  assistance  you  have  been 
to  the  younger  girls."  Miss  Karens  continued 
to  thank  Jedna  for  about  ten  minutes,  until 
poor  Jedna  wondered  if  she  would  ever  stop. 
Finally,  however,  she  noticed  the  time  and  said 
Jedna  had  better  make  haste  and  get  ready. 
Jedna  was  so  eager  to  get  out  of  the  office  she 
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almost    bumped   into  Janet   Kane,     who     was 
hurrying  along  the  hall. 

"I've  just  been  making  up  an  assignment," 
said  Janet,  "it  just  had  to  be  done.  We  had 
both  better  hurry  if  we  want  to  go  to  the  Mas- 
querade." 

"That  is  what  I  say,"  returned  Jedna,  and 
immediately  began  to  run.  "See  you  later," 
she  called  over  her  shoulder. 

Seven  twenty — ten  minutes  to  dress  if  she 
wished  to  be  there  for  the  grand  march.  Into 
the  bedroom  again.  She  tore  open  the  box. 
Why,  what  was  wro-ng?  This  wasn't  her  cos- 
tume. She  took  up  the  costume,  trembling, 
and  shook  it  out.  Horrors !  It  was  a  Topsy 
costume.  Whose  on  earth  could  it  be?  What 
could  she  do?  No  time  to  try  to  change  it  now. 
It  probably  wouldn't  fit  her  now.  But  strange- 
ly it  did.  But  what  would  the  other  girl  do? 
Who  was  the  other  girl? 

These  thoughts  chased  through  her  brain. 
She  would  wear  the  costume.  There  would  be 
time  for  explanations  later. 

Meanwhile,  downstairs,  in  Janet  Kane's  bed- 
room a  similar  incident  was  taking  place.  She 
had  put  the  package  on  the  bed,  but  had  not 
time  to  open  it  until  now.  Upon  taking  out  the 
costume  she  had  discovered  that  it  was  not  the 
Topsy  costume  she  had  expected,  but  a  silk 
taffeta  one — a  rather  elaborate  one.  What  could 
it  be?  What  could  be  done  now.  It  was  too 
late  to  rectify  the  mistake  someone  had  made. 
Well,  maybe  she  could  wear  this  costume  — 
whatever  it  was  supposed  to  be.  She  had  cer- 
tainly benefitted  by  the  mistake.  The  poor  girl 
who  received  her  costume  would  be  bitterly 
disappointed. 


Later,  in  the  drawing-room,  Janet  Kane  re- 
ceived the  Grand  Prize  for  her  costume — which 
she  finally  had  discovered  was  a  Juliet  one — 


and  at  least  one  ' '  Topsy"  had  the  sense  of  hu- 
mor to  smile  as  she  looked  on,  a  sadder  and  a 
wiser  girl. 

Annarose  Schofield,  Fourth  Year, 
Loretto  High  School, 
Englewood,  Chicago. 


BABY'S  QUESTIONNAIRE. 

I    love    to    look    at    Baby    dear 

And  watch  the  sparkleis  in  her  eyes; 

Then  the  eager  voice  I  hear — 
Her   n©ve.r-ending   whys. 

Why  are  there  tears  in  my  eyes? 

And  why  is  it  always  blue? 
Why  are  there  clouds  in  the  sky? 

And  why  is  a  rainbow,  too? 

Why  do  I  always  stumble  and  fall? 

And   why  are  you  always  gay? 
Why  do  my  hands  mark  the  wall? 

And  why  can't  I  istay  and  play? 

Why — why — (in   her  dreamy  way) 

Do  my  head  and  pillow  meet? 
Why  do  I  have  to  end  my  play? 
Oh,  why  do  I  have  to  sleep? 

Mary  White,  '33, 
Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 


BARKER'S  BREAD 

Limited 

DAVENPORT  ROAD 
At  Casa  Loma 


HOME  SERVICE 

Midway  3511 


The  Making  of  a  Will 

Is  One  of  the  Most  Important  Duties  of  Every  Man 

and  Woman  Whether  the  Estate  Be  Large 

or  Small. 

If  you  should  die  without  making  a  Will  your 
Estate  might  be  distributed  contrary  to  your  wishes. 

Your  wishes  will  be  faithfully  carried  out  and 
your  heirs  properly  protected  if  you  make  a  Will  ap- 
pointing this  company  your  Executor. 

We  invite  consultation  free  of  charge  in  regard  to 
your  Will — by  mall  or  personally  at  any  of  our  offices. 

Capital  Trust  Corporation 


Limited. 
100  Adelaide  St.  West 
OTTAWA. 


Toronto. 
MONTREAL. 
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GRADUATION  EXERCISES   AT   ST.  ADRIAN'S    SCHOOL,    CHICAGO. 


Graduates  of  1988,  with  their  Pastor,  Reverend  Ijeo  McNamara,  Ph.D. 


On  June  fourteenth,  in  the  twilight  hour 
of  a  delightful  summer  evening^,  thirty-five 
graduates,  in  dignified  procession,  wended 
their  way  from  the  school  entrance  to  the 
church.  The  beautifufl  Gothic  structure  of 
church  and  school,  silhouetted  against  the  sun- 
set glow  of  the  golden  West,  made  a  pictur- 
esque setting  for  the  happy  young  people.  To 
them  the  luxuriant  foliage  on  either  side 
seemed  to  bow  with  reverent  grace,  and  the 
smiling  faces  of  the  little  children  who  watch- 
ed them  pass  were  as  living  blossoms  against 
the  green  hedge-rows.  This  was  the  third 
elementary  school  graduation  in  the  short 
history  of  Chicago's  youngest  parish. 

The  church  was  beautifully  decorated  with 
pink  and  white  peonies,  palms  and  ferns.    As 


the  graduates  passed  up  the  centre  aisle,  nume- 
rous lights  suddenly  beamed  forth,  and  the 
organ  music  re-echoed  the  sentiments  of  pride 
and  joy  that  filled  the  happy  hearts  of  admir- 
ing parents  and  friends  prese-nt. 

Diplomas  and  awards  were  presented  by 
the  devoted  assistant.  Reverend  C.  J.  Corkery, 
and  immediately  afterwards  the  Pastor,  Rever- 
end Leo  F.  McNamara,  introdticed  the  speaker 
of  the  evening,  an  outstanding  orator,  Rever- 
end Joseph  M.  Morri'so-n,  Pastor  of  the  Church 
of  St.  Justin  the  Martyr. 

Father  Morrison  congratulated  the  gradu- 
ates, and  expressed  his  appreciation  of  their 
holy  pastor's  gracious  invitation  to  address 
them  on  this  happy  occasion.  In  a  scholarly 
and  forceful  manner,  Father  Morrison  impres- 
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sed  upon  the  graduates  the  great  blessing  of  a 
Catholic  education  such  as  they  had  received 
during  the  past  eig'ht  years.  He  explained  to 
them  how  Christ  was  the  first  Teacher  of  Ca- 
tholic education.  The  Divine  Master  posses- 
sed all  the  qualifications  of  a  perfect  teacher, 
and,  in  His  infinite  wisdom,  a  complete  nmstery 
of  the  truths  He  taught.  Since  Our  Lord 
taught  byi  oral  and  personal  instruction,  the 
influence  of  His  presence,  Plis  voice,  and  all 
those  indefinable  qualities  which  constitute 
the  teacher's  peculiar  force,  should  not  be  lost 
to  view.  His  first  pupils  were  simple,  ignorant 
fishermen,  who  afterwards  became  the  Apos- 
tles, and  not  only  these,  but  the  people  gener- 
ally, were  affected  by  Christ's  teaching  power. 
They  proclaimed  Him  a  great  teacher  and  call- 
ed Him  Rabbi — Master. 

The  Church,  fully  conscious  of  this  teaching 
office,  was  naturally  in  the  beginning  engaged 
in  moral  and  religious  teaching,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  she  undertook  to  teach,  or  to  pro- 
vide for  the  teaching  of,  matters  that  were  not 
purely  religious.  From  these  early  days  the 
Church  was  herself  an  educational  institution. 
She  was  teaching  her  children  how  to  live,  and 
the  sphere  of  her  activity  emlbraced  the  home 
as  well  as  the  Church.  In  fact,  it  was  only 
when  the  discipline  of  the  home  waned  that 
the  Church  undertook  to  provide  the  whole 
elementary  education  of  youth. 

From  the  very  beginning  the  Church  adopt- 
ed in  her  organic  teaching  many  of  the  prin- 
ciples which  are  to-day  held  as  essential  in  edu- 
cational procedure.  She  demanded  an  actual 
expression  in  life  and  conduct  of  the  religious 
knowledge  received. 

Our  modern  educational  reformers,  such  as 
Pestalozzi,  Herbart  and  Froebel,  have  nothing 
to  offer  to  Catholic  education.  The  life-purpose 
of  Pestalozzi  was  to   bring  education  within 


the  reach  of  all,  even  the  lowest  and  poorest. 
He  showed  education  to  be  a  development. 
Herbart  based  education  upon  ethics  and  psy- 
chology, while  Froebel  organized  the  kinder- 
garten as  the  embodiment  of  his  educational 
psychology,  and  gave  to  the  world  the  doctrine 
of  interest  and  apperception.  These  theories 
and  principles  of  modern  educators  had  from 
the  very  beginning  been  practised  by  the  Ca- 
tholic Church  as  a  teaching  institution.  The 
Church  and  school  are  one,  since  the  school 
instructs  for  and  in  this  religion.  We  learn 
our  religion  in  our  schools.  Modern  secular 
education  can  contribute  nothing  to  Catholic 
education. 

Father  Morrison,  in  an  impressive  manner, 
reminded  the  graduates  of  their  privilege  of 
having  completed  their  elementary  course  in  a 
school  that  represents,  by  its  practical  as  well 
as  cultural  style  of  architecture,  the  exalted 
purpose  and  aim  of  the  Catholic  educatiooi 
they  had  there  received.  He  tried  to  make 
them  realize  that  they  had  been  trained  by 
exemplary  religious  teachers  under  the  same 
roof  wherein  both  teachers  and  pupils  are  in- 
fluenced by  the  abiding  presence  of  the  Per- 
fect Teacher,  Our  Divine  Lord  in  the  Taber- 
nacle. St.  Adrian's  School  presents  the  ideal 
of  Catholic  education,  with  the  Master  Teacher 
in  the  midst  of  children  passing  from  their 
elassroomjs  to  the  Tabernacle,  and  from  the 
Tabernacle  to  their  classrooms. 

Father  Morrison  congratulated  the  parents, 
and  urged  them  to  send  their  children  to  Ca- 
tholic High  Schools,  where  they  may  continue 
to  reap  the  blessings'  and  advantages  of  Catho- 
lie  education. 

The  address  was  followed  by  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  The  music  was  ren- 
dered by  the  pupils  of  fifth  and  sixth  grades, 
well  trained,  and  with  exceptional  musical 
talent. 
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GRADUATES,    1933,   LORETTO   ACADEMY,    SAULT  STE.   MARIE,   >nCHIGAN. 

Top  row — Misses  Laura  Criinin,  Susie  Savoie,  Margaret  Crowley,  Margaret  McEvoy,  Harriet  Ann- 
strong,  Mai*ian  Hallesy,  Molly  Ryan. 

Second  row — Misses  Blanche  SharplevS,  Bessie  Montero,  Eleanor  Orenius,  Leota  Arbic,  Sophie 
Bosbous,  Lucille  Brazeau. 


JUDGE  NOT. 


*'   .  .  .  knows  she  is  smart!" 

Roxanne  Bellmore's  cheeks  flushed  painful- 
ly. So  that  was  the  way  the  girls  talked  be- 
hind her  back.  "Knows  she  is  smart!"  Rox- 
anne had  just  stepped  into  the  cloak-room  to 
get  her  books  when  she  overheard  the  remark. 
The  girls  were  so  busy  talking  that  Roxanne 
had  slipped  in  and  out  unnoticed.  They  were 
all  grouped  together,  but  Roxanne  knew  it  was 
Marian  Wilson's  voice. 

Going  upstairs,  quick,  angry  thoughts  surg- 
ed through  Roxa-nne's  mind.  Jealous!  They 
were  jealous  because  she  had  won  the  prize 
for  the  best  essay  on  The  Blessed  Virgin.  She 
had  won  it  because   she  had  worked  for  it. 


Was  she  to  be  criticized  for  working  hard? 
And  to  think  that  it  had  been  one  of  her  best 
friends,  hurt  her  more. 

Her  attitude  towards  the  girds,  in  the  days 
that  followed,  was  not  a  pleasant  one.  Imme- 
diately all  the  girls  noticed  it.  Roxan-ne  hur- 
ried home  after  school ;  she  did  not  chat  with 
the  other  girls ;  she  was  too  busy  for  the  Read- 
ing Club  on  Friday  afternoons. 

"Whatever  do  you  suppose  can  be  the 
matter  with  Roxanne?"  Marian  turned  to  Jean 
one  afternoO'U  when  she  had  refused  to  go  rid- 
ing with  them, 

"If  I  only  knew,"  answered  her  friend  with 
a  puzzled  look. 

The  days  went  by  slowly  for  Roxanne.   She 
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had  not  yet  quite  gotten  over  the  remark. 
Then  one  Tuesday  in  June  Sister  Monica  an- 
nounced that  there  was  to  be  an  essay  contest 
on  the  subject  "The  Sacred  Heart,"  for  it  was 
during  the  month  of  June. 

All  the  girls  were  talking  anxiously  over 
it,  but  Roxanne  said  little.  The  time  was  «ow 
getting  short  and  Roxanne  had  not  begun  her 
essay  yet.  She  found  it  impossible  to  concen- 
trate on  the  important  task.  Then  she  sudden- 
ly realized  that  it  was  her  own  fault  that  she 
could  -not  write.  She  was  not  interested.  Ideas 
simply  would  not  come  to  her. 

It  was  several  days  later  that  Marian  called 
Roxanne  on  the  telephone. 

"Could  you  possibly  come  over  this  even- 
ing? There's  a  certain  place  in  my  essay  that 
I  can't  seem  to  fit  words  for.  I  thought  miaybe 
you  could  help  me.  Sister  Monica  said  we 
could  get  help  from  somebody  if  we  came  to 
a  point  like  this." 

Roxanne  stood  undecided.  It  was  only  two 
weeks  before  it  would  be  time  to  hand  in  her 
essay.  And  she  needed  all  the  time  she  could 
spare.  Still,  Marian  had  always  been  kind  to 
her,  except  for  that  once  in  ihe  cloak-room. 
She  also  knew  how  disappointed  Marian  would 
be  if  she  refused.  She  could  not  co-ntinue  all 
her  life  to  act  coldly  toward  her  two  little 
friends.  The  pause  on  her  side  of  the  line 
was  longer  than  she  realized. 

"Of  course,"  came  Marian's  voice,  "if  you 
are  busy,  I  don't  want  to  bother  you." 

"I'll  run  over,"  she  said  cheerfully,  and  in 
a  few  moments  she  was  walking  down  the 
street  toward  Marian's  house. 

It  was  just  growing  dusk,  and  as  she  went 
down  the  street  she  looked  into  one  of  the 
windows.  She  saw  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
sights  she  had  ever  seen.  On  the  wall  was 
a  picture  of  the  Sacred  Heart.     On  the  floor 


was  a  little  girl  about  three  or  four  years  of 
age.  She  was  gazing  into  the  picture.  Rox- 
anne could  see  her  face  and  it  looked  like 
the  face  of  an  angel.  Then  Roxanne's  blue 
eyes  began  to  sparkle.  Her  essay!  If  she 
could  put  into  words  that  picture,  it  might  be 
worth  writing. 

The  hour  with  Marian  passed  swiftly.  Her 
walk  home  seemed  short.  Immediately  she  was 
at  work  on  her  essay. 

The  weeks  soon  passed  by  and  the  day  of  the 
announcement  of  the  prize-winner  was  at 
hand.  The  name  of  the  winner  was  to  be  an- 
nounced at  the  afternoon  assembly. 

The  large  auditorium  was  quiet  when  the 
gong  rang.  Every  eye  was  fixed  on  Mother 
Superior,  who  was  to  announce  the  prize-win- 
ner. 

"Before  I  reveal  the  name  of  the  winner," 
said  Mother  Superior,  smilingly,  "I  would  like 
to  read  a  few  of  the  best  entries  and  last  of  all 
the  winner,"  and  she  began  reading.  Last 
of  all  she  read  an  essay  that  pictured  a  child 
in  front  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

There  was  an  applause,  and  Roxanne,  as- 
tonished, arose  to  receive  the  prize. 

"You  did  win  it!     I  knew  you  would!" 

Among  the  greetings  that  reached  her  as 
she  walked  down  the  aisle  was  Marian's  happy 
voice,  and  a  moment  later  she  was  congratu- 
lating her. 

"You  know  that's  just  what  I  told  Jean 
one  day — oh,  long  ago.  It  was  in  the  cloak- 
room. We  were  talking  about  the  essay  on 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  Jean  was  afraid  a  Fresh- 
man wouldn't  have  a  chance,  but  I  sad,  *0h, 
Roxanne  will ;  everyone  knows  she's  smart.' " 

Roxanne's  eyes  cleared  suddenly. 

So  that  was  what  Marian  had  said.  And 
she  had  misjudged  her  so— kind,  friendly  lit- 
tle Marian.    What  if  she  had  not  gone  to  help 
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her  that  evening?     What — suddenly  she  was 
glad— glad  that  she  had  done  her  part. 

"It   must  be   wonderful   to   win!"   Marian 
was  saying. 

"Yes,"  Roxanne  said  happily — but  she  was 
not  thinking  of  the  prize. 

Helen  LaLonde,  '36, 

Loretto  Academy, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich. 


Solitude. 

Although  I  appreciate  my  friends  and  do 
cherish  their  friendship,  there  are  tim^es  when 
I  like  to  be  alone.  Often  when  my  spirits  are  at 
low  ebb  and  my  mind  is  tired,  I  meander  alo-ng 
the  deserted  beach  watching  the  tiny  waves 
lap  the  shell-strewn  shore  of  the  calm,  beanti- 
ful  River  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie.  The  soft  hush- 
hush  of  the  rhythmic  waves  soon  banishes  what- 
ever trifling  annoyances  disturb  one,  and  then 
a  soothing  peace  takes  possessio*i  of  my  being. 
As  the  clear,  cool  breeze  gently  blows  the  mist 
through  the  air,  so  the  mist  is  blown  from  my 
spirits,  and  my  heart  is  completelyi  filled  with 
joy  and  happiness. 

0  blessed  solitude  by  the  tranquil  water, 
lit  by  a  thousand  fairy  lights,  what  a  boon  you 
are  to  the  weary !  0  God-given  solitude,  be- 
side the  magic  river  of  Our  Lady,  like  some 
heavenly  distilled  nectar  to  refresh  the  heart 
and  warm  it  anew  with  loving  confidence  and 
trust  in  God ! 

Miriam  Wolf,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


and  offer  our  sympathy  to  Mrs.  Finlan  and 
her  daughters  on  the  loss  of  an  only  son  and 
brother.  To  few  is  given  the  fore-knowledge 
of  approaching  death,  but  to  Paul  Finlan,  the 
son  of  exemplary  parents,  it  would  seem  that 
God  gave  this  special  enlightenment.  Reared 
in  the  atmosphere  of  solid  virtue,  he  was  well 
prepared  to  go  Home  to  his  Heavenly  Father. 
His  departure  from  this  life  was  edifying  in 
its  beautiful  spirit  of  Catholic  faith  and  hope. 
May  his  soul  rest  in  peace ! 


In  Memoriam — Paul  Finlan. 

It  is  with  intense  sorrow  that  after  a  lapse 
of  but  six  mo-nths  since  the  death  of  Dr.  Finlan, 
we  record  a  second  bereavement  in  the  family, 


In  Memoriam — Henry  and 
Eldward  Jacques. 

Sincere  is  the  sympathy  which  we,  the  stu- 
dents of  Loretto  Academy,  extend  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Henry  Jacques  and  their  family,  so  re- 
cently bereaved  by  the  sudden  death  oi  their 
two  beloved  sons  and  brothers. 

Henry  and  Edward  Jacques,  well-known 
young  men  held  in  high  regard  in  this  com- 
munity, were  lost  whilst  fishing  on  the  banks 
of  the  Munoskong  River.  Both  boys  will  be 
long  remembered  in  the  hearts  of  their  nume- 
rous friends,  but  to  Henry  shall  be  given  spec- 
ial praise  as  the  one  who  sacrificed  his  own 
life  in  his  efforts  to  save  his  brother.  Dashing 
to  the  rescue  of  Edward,  who  had  missed  his 
footing  on  the  wet  clay,  Henry  was  clutched 
in  a  fatal  grip  as  his  brother  had  been  but  a 
few  seconds  before  him.  Thus  in  a  most  tragic 
manner  came  death  to  these  two  brothers,  and 
sorrow  to  their  parents,  relatives  and  friends ; 
but  we  find  consolation  in  the  thought  that  a 
well-spent  life  here  below  is  the  best  prepara- 
tion for  the  happiness  of  life  eternal.  May 
they  rest  in  peace! 

Mary  Watson,  '33. 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie. 
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140  Madison   Ave.,   Toronto. 
Convener  of  Entertainment   .  MRS.    THOMAS     KILGOUR, 

Warren  Road,  Toronto. 
Convener    of    Membership     ..MRS.   WILLIAM  D.   WILSON, 

115  Balmoral  Ave.,  Toronto 
Convener   of   Press    MRS.   JOHN   DEVINE, 

399  Glencairn  Ave.,  Toronto 

PRESIDENTS  OF  LORETTO  ASSOCIATIONS. 

Loretto   Abbey   College.  Miss  GERALDINE  MALONEY, 

Toronto      

Niagara  Falls      MISS  FLORENCE  MULLIN, 

624    South   West    Street, 

Lima,    Ohio. 
Hamilton,   Ont MRS.   J.   J.   BUCKE. 

Stratford,    Ont MISS    HARRIET    BLAIR, 

Stratford,    Ont. 

Englev?ood,  Chicago     MISS  MARY  HOGAN, 

6438    Stv?art    Ave.,    Chicago, 

ni. 

Sault    Ste.   Marie,    Mich MISS   IDA  RANSOM, 

Joliet,  111.   (St.  Mary's  Aca-     MISS  WINNIFRED  BANNON, 

demy)      214   Glenwood    Avenue, 

Joliet,    Illinois. 

Woodlawn,   Chicago      MISS  MADELINE  HANRAHAN 

7127  East  End  Ave.,  Chicago. 

Nev?    York,    N.Y MISS  E.  C.  O'MEARA, 

Barbizon  Club,   140  E.   63rd 
St..    New    York. 

Detroit,    Mich MISS   LORETTO   DUPUIS, 

3032    Pingree    Avenue, 

Detroit,    Mich. 

Buffalo,   N.Y MISS   RUTH    McCONKEY, 

297  Lexington  Ave.,  Buffalo, 
N.Y. 
Graduates'    Club,    Loretto        MISS  DOROTHEA   CAIN, 
Abbey   College   School,  480  Brunswick  Avenue, 

Torento Toronto. 

Loretto  Woodlawn  Auxiliary.  .MRS.  ROBERT  B.  MUNROE. 


ALUMNAE  NOTES. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Andison  was  elected  President 
of  Loretto  Abbey  Alumnae  Association,  in  succes- 
sion to  Mrs.  David  O'Meara,  retiring  presideint, 
at  the  annual  meeting  held  on  June  8th,  1933, 
at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights.  Otheir  officers 
elected  were:  Vice-Presidents,  Mrs.  Vincent  Mc- 
Donagh  and  Mrs.  Fred.  Woods;  Treasurer,  Miss 
Anne  Kelly;  Corresponding  Secretary,  Miss  Aileen 
McLaughlin;  Recording  Secretary,  Mrs.  Delorm© 
Brown;  House  Convener,  Mirs.  Stafford  Higgins; 
Entertainment,  Mrs.  Thomias  Kilgour;  Member- 
ship,  Mrs.  W.  D.  Wilson;  and  Presis,  Mrs.  John 
Devine. 

Mrs.    David   O'Meara,    the    retiring     President, 


was  in  the  chair.  Annual  reports  were  presented 
by  the  Secretary  and  Treasurer,  and  the  Social 
Programme  Membership  and  Press  Conveners, 
Mrs.  J.  Devine,  Miss  May  O'Callaghan,  Mrs.  Thomas 
Andison,  Mrs.  Fred  Woods,  Mrs.  John  Lee 
and  Mris.  W.  H.  Fox.  The  Preeident  gave  her 
farewell  address,  paying  special  tribute  to  Loretto 
Community,  local  press  and  the  executive. 

After  the  business  meeting  the  guests  ad- 
journed to  a  spacious  reception  room,  beautiful 
with  summer  flowers,  where  the  graduates  were 
guests  at  tea.  The  graduates  included  the  classes 
of  1933  from  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights; 
Loretto  Abbey  College,  and  Loretto  Abbey  College 
School,  Brunswick  Ave.,  a  picturesque  bevy  of 
girls  in  graduation  dresses  and  gowns.  The  tea 
table  was  covered  with  a  handsome  Viennese  cloth 
centred  with  a  silver  bowl  of  multi-coloured  roses 
and  green  candles  in  silver  holders.  Those  pour- 
ing tea  were  Mrs.  Arthur  Doherty  and  Mrs.  Chis- 
holm.  The  tea  assistants  were  the  undergradu- 
ates of  the  Abbey  School. 

On  June  27th,  the  outgoing  Executive  enter- 
tained the  incoming  Executive  at  luncheon  at  the 
Granite  Club.     It  was  a  very  enjoyable  party. 


Distinguished  guests  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour 
Heights,  recently  were  the  Very  Reverend  Hilary 
J.  Doswald,  O.Carm.,  General  of  the  Carmelite 
Order,  Rome;  Reverend  Father  Sylvesiter,  O.Carm., 
and  Reverend  Father  Matthew,  O.Carm,  Chicago, 
and  Reverend  Father  James,  O.Carm.,  Niagara 
Falls. 


We  are  pleased  and  proud  to  note  the  number 
of  Loretto  Alumnae  taking  active  and  prominent 
parts  in  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  as  was  evi- 
dent at  the  Annual  Convention  held  recently  in 
Quebec.  Mrs.  J.  Coffey,  Montreal,  alumina  of 
Loretto  Abbey,  was  re-elected  to  the  general  exe- 
cutive, this  year  as  Vice-President;  and  Missi 
Florence  Poland,  Toronto,  also  alumna  of  Loretto 
Abbey,  as  Honorary  Treasurer. 


Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  Hendricks, 
Toronto,  on  the  ordination  of  their  son.  Reverend 
Peter  Hendricks;  and  tO'  Mrs.  C.  Macdonell  (Julia 
Kennedy)  on  the  ordination  of  her  son.  Reverend 
Kennedy  Macdonell;  and  to  Mrs.  Warnke,  Sedley, 
Sask.,  on  the  ordinaition  of  her  son.  Reverend  Noah 
Warnke,  O.M.I. 

Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  Hannan 
on  the  recent  honour  conferred  on  the  former, 
made  an  honorary  memlber  of  the  Association  of 
Chemists,  Derein  deutscher  Chemiker,  for  his  valu- 
able research  work  in  wiater  chemistry. 


Loretto   Alumnae,    Niagara   Falls. 

One  hundred  members  of  the  Alumnae  were  pres- 
ent at  the  annual  luncheon  at  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  June  10th,  1933,  at  which 
the  nineteen  graduates  of  the  Classi  of  1933,  of 
which  Miss  Mary  Moore  is  Presidemt,  were  the 
guests  of  honour.  Among  those  present  were  Miss 
Florence  Mullin,  President;  Miss  Mary  Maxwell, 
First  Vice-President;  Mrs.  Hunter  (Rose  Malouf), 
Second  Vice-President;   Miss  Fannie  Coffey,  Mon- 
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treal,  Secretary;  Mis®  Helen  Frombgen,  Treasurer; 
MrB.  Kilroy  (Kathleen  O'Leary),  President  of  the 
American  Chapter.  M.rs.  Suydam  (Jean  Sears), 
Toronto,  absent  on  account  of  illness,  was  among 
those  whose  presence  was   missed. 


The  Loretto  Niagara  Alumnae  Bulletin,  pub- 
lished in  April  of  this  year,  contains  so  much  of 
interest  to  members  that  no  one  would  like  to  be 
without  it.  MlE's  Florence  Mullin,  the  executive 
president,  624  S.  West  Street,  Lima,  Ohio,  will 
be  glad  to  hear  from  any  members  who  are  not 
receiving    the    Bulletin,    and    to   receive   Alumnae 

c  o  r  r  es  p  o  n  den  oe . 

*      *      * 

Congratulations  to  Miss  Marjaret  Newport, 
alumna  of  Loretto,  Niagara,  on  her  graduation 
from  St.  Mary's  Hospital  and  Training  School,  Nia- 
gara Falls,  N.Y.;  to  Miss  Ruth  Henry,  of  the  class 
of  1930,  who  has  completed  her  course  at  the  Me- 
morial Hospital,  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.;  to  Miss 
Catherine  McLaughlin,  graduate,  on  completing 
with  honours  her  final  course  at  the  David  Mannes 
School  of  Music,  New  York  City;  and  to  Miss  Lil- 
lian McNamara,  B.A.,  and  Miss  Isobel  Maloney, 
B.A.,  on  their  graduation  from;  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege, University  of  Toronto. 


Loretto  Alumnae,  Detroit. 

Mrs.  Teahan  and  her  daughters  entertained  the 
Alumnae  at  a  charming  Bridge  at  their  h  me  on 
June  10th,  at  which  Miss  Agnes  Pineau,  B.A. 
(Loretto  Abbey  College),  was  among  those  present. 
Work  on  the  drawing  up  of  by-laws  is  progressing 
under  the  presidency  of  Miss  Loretto  Dupuis,  and 
it  is  expected  that  it  will  be  completed  by  the 
Fall  of  this  year.  Meanwhile  the  Detroit  Alumnae 
is  increasing  its  membership  and  holding  many 
charming  gatherings  which  strengthen  the  bond 
within  and  are  eagerly  attended. 


Loretto  Alumnae,  Woodlawn,  Chicago. 

Recently  a  very  happy  gathering  of  former 
pupils  spent  an  enjoyable  afternoon  at  the  Aca- 
demy, when  Loretto  Alumnae,  Woodlawn,  enter- 
tained Loretto  Aluminae,  Englewood,  at  a  Bridge 
Party.  Refreshments  were  served  by  the  gradu- 
ating Cla-ss  of  '33.  Afterwards  all  went  to  the 
Chapel,  where  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment was  given  by  the  Reverend  Leo  Walter, 
O.Carm. 

On  the  evening  of  June  9th  the  members  of 
Loretto  Alumnae,  Woodlawn,  held  a  large  card 
party  for  the  benefit  of  the  Academy.  The  pro- 
ceeds were  devoted  to  the  Alumnae  Scholarship 
Fund.  The  party  was  a  financial  as  well  as  a  so- 
cial success,  and  those  who  attended  are  looking 
forward  to  another  enjoyable  evening  when  the 
Alumnae  expects  to  increase  the  Scholarship  Fund 
at  the  October  Card  Party. 

Miss  Catherine  Murphy,  Vice-President  of  the 
Alumnae,  was  chairman  of  the  Party.  On  the 
committee  in  charge  were  Misses  Cecilia  McBrady, 
Dorothy  Wideman,  Gladys  Burns,  Gertrude  Pen- 
der, Grace  Hanrahan,  Marion  Coffey,  Rita  Ma- 
honey,   and    Margaret   Cmairik. 


Loretto   Alumnae,    Sault  Ste.   Marie,   Mich. 

Congratulations  to  Miss  lona  Perkins,  alumna 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.,  re- 
cently elected  honour  member  of  the  national  hon- 
our society  of  Northern  State  Teacherji'  College; 
and  to  Miss  Marguerite  Johnson,  also  alumna  of 
Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  on  the  honour 
roll  of  Chippewa  County  Normal  School. 


Marriages: 

Miss  Ellen  Ann  Michaud,  former  pupil  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College  School,  daughter  of  Mrs. 
Michaud  and  the  late  Dominique  Michaud,  Toron- 
to, to  Mr.  Joseph  M.  Ryan,  New  York. 

Miss  Inez  Josephine  Cahill,  graduate  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College  School,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  T.  Cahill,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  John  F.  McGuire, 
at  St.  Helen's  Church,  Toronto,  in  June,  1933. 
Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Whalen,  V.G.,  perform- 
ed the  ceremony. 

Miss  Helen  Radigan,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Abbey  College,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Radigan,  Guelph, 
Ont.,  and  the  late  William  James  Radigan,  to  Mr. 
Alan  Henry  Le  Neveu,  on  June  3rd,  1933.  Rever- 
end Dr.  O'Reilly  performed  the  ceremony. 

Miss  Mary  Bruder,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Bruder,  Guelph,  to  Mr.  Joseph  Klein,  on 
June  21st,  1933. 

Miss  Mary  Sheedy,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey 
College  School,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  J. 
Sheedy,  Old  Forest  Hill  Road,  Toronto,  to  Mr. 
Joseph  S.  Morin,  on  June  3rd,  1933,  in  Holy 
Rosary  Church,  Toronto.  Reverend  M.  J.  Oliver, 
C.S.B.,   performed  the  ceremony. 

Miss  Kathleen  Banane,  former  pupil  of  Loretito 
Abbey  College  School,  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto, 
daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Banane,  45  Brock 
Avenue,  Toronito,  to  Mr.  John  Mallon,  at  Holy  Fam- 
ily Church,  Torointo,  Oin  June  29th,   1933. 


Congratulations  to: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Michael  Quinlan  (Esther  Farrell, 
B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto  Abbey  College,  U.  of  T.), 
1166  Morrison  Street,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the 
birth  of  a  S'On  on  March  29th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Wellhauser  (Julia  Shanley), 
on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  March  2nd,  1933. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  A.  Starrs  (Rita  Leahey 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls)  Ot- 
tawa, Ont.,  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  April 
6th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gordon  Smeaton  (Ellen  Leavy, 
graduate  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont.),  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  birth  of  a  son 
on  April  12th,  1933. 

Dr.  and  Mra  J.  J.  McGarry  (Jean  Newport, 
aluimna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.), 
Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on 
March  16th,   1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Sullivan  (Ellen  McAdorey, 
alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.), 
Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  on  the  birth  of  a  son  on  March 
16th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  R.  Connery  (Gertrude 
Banahan,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls,  Ont.),  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  on  the  birth  of 
a  daughter,  on  May  29th,  1933. 
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Mr.  and  Mirs.  Frederick  Zilker  (Mary 
Alexia   Dawson),   on   the  birth   of  a  daughter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aaron  N.  Priebe  (Ina  Mae  Du- 
puis,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Sault  Ste. 
Marie,  Mich.),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  June  16th, 
1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Macklin  Marshall  (Josephine 
Hodgson,  alumina  of  Loretto  Abbey,  and  Loretto 
Academy,  Wellesley  Place),  Toronto,  on  the  birth 
of  a  daughter  on  June  21st,  1933. 


After  fifty-sieven  years  of  devoted  service  in 
the  Institute  oif  the  B.V.M.,  in  which  she  had  filled 
many  important  offices.  Mother  M.  Magdalene  O'- 
Connor passed  away  peacefully  on,  the  morning  of 
April  19th,  1933,  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour 
Heights,  Toronto.  When  failing  eyesight  incapa- 
citated her  for  community  duties,  she  served  still 
by  prayer  in  the  long  hours  sipent  before  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  The  Requiem  Mass  for  the 
repose  of  her  soul,  was  chanted  by  her  neiphew, 
the  Reverend  D.  O'Connor,  and  another  nephew. 
Reverend  J.  O'Connor,  wias  preseinit  among  the 
clergy  in  the  sanctuary.  Mother  Magdalena  was 
a  sister  of  the  late  Mosit  Reverend  Archbii?ihop 
O'Connor  of  Toronto,  and  has  two  surviving  sis- 
ters in  the  Community,  Mother  M.  Evangelista 
O'Connor,  I.B.V.M.,  and  Mother  M.  Angels  O'- 
Connor, I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Academy,  Stratford,  to 
whom,  with  the  other  relatives,  we  offer  deep 
sympathy. 

*      >»      * 

On  April  22nd,  1933,  Mother  M.  Modesta 
Doyle  died  happily  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour 
Heights,  Toronto,.  Her  fruitful  active  service  was 
followed  by  long  years  of  illness  borne  with  pa- 
tient fortitude.  She  is  survived  by  her  sister. 
Mother  M.  Saba,  I.B.V.M.,  Loretto  Abbey,  Toron- 
to, to  whom  with  the  other  relatives  we  offer 
heartfelt  sympathy. 


Loretto   OflFers   Deepest   Sympathy   to: 

Mother  M.  Xavaria,  LB.V.M.,  and  Miss  Helen 
Mitchell,  o'n  the  death  of  their  sister.  Miss  Margaret 
Mitchell,  Toronto. 

Sisiter  M.  Corsini,  LB.V.M.,  Sister  M.  Melita, 
I.B.V.M.,  and  Sister  M.  Raymond,  LB.V.M.,  on  the 
death  of  their  sister. 

Sister  M.  Amata,  LB.V.M.,  on  the  death  of 
her  sister,  Mrs.  E.  J.  Buckley,  Ireland,  and  to  the 
other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Sister  M.  Corona,  LB.V.M.,  on  the  death  of  her 
sister  and  brother-in-law,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Weir,  in 
Ireland,  and  to  the  other  members)  of  the  family 
and  relatives. 

Sister  M.  Alexia,  LB.V.M.;  Sister  M.  Prudentia, 
LB.V.M.;  and  Sister  M.  Redempta,  LB.V.M.,  on 
the  death  otf  their  sister.  Miss  O'Brien. 

Mr.  James  Phelan,  Ottawa,  and  family  on  the 
death  of  his  wife  (Bessie  Lynch). 

Sister  M.  Josepha,  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy, 
Parramatta,  Sydney,  N.S.W.,  Australia,  on  the 
death  of  her  brother,  Reverend  William  Lynch, 
St.  Bride's  Church,  Chicago,  and  to  Reverend  M. 
J.  Lynch,  Philadelphia,  Sister  M.  Enna,  and  Mr. 
Thomas  Smith,  cousins,  and  other  relatives. 

Miss  Rose  Gay,  Mrs.  Anderson,  and  Miss  Min- 
nie Gay,  on  the  death  of  their  sister,  Miss  Margaret 


White  Gay,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A. 
W.  Gay,  Guelph,  Ont.,  and  to  Miss  Mary  McEl- 
derry,  her  aunt. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  E.  Klnig,  33  Atlas  Ave., 
Toronto,  on  the  death  of  their  eldest  daurhter, 
Miss  Jewell  Helen  King. 

Mrs.  Rolfe  (Marjorie  German),  Welland,  Ont., 
on  the  death  of  her  father,  Mr.  William  M.  Ger- 
man, K.C. 

Miss  Gloria  Hallman,  Mr.  Wallace  Hallman, 
and  Mrs.  Charles  Fenton  Lewis,  on  the  death  of 
their  father,  Mr.  PVank  A.  Hallmam,  70  Cheritan 
Avenue,  Toronto. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  J.  Murphy  and  family,  Toron- 
to, on  the  death  of  their  son.  Reverend  Vincent 
J.  Murphy,  C.S.B.,  and  to  Sister  Mary  Agnes,  St. 
Joseph's  College,  Toronto,  his  sister,  and  to  the 
Reverend  Basilian  Fathers. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Louis  Doyle  and  family,  on  the 
death  of  the  former's  mother,  Mrs.  James  Doyle, 
and  to  the  other  mlembers  of  the  family  and  rela- 
tives. 

Dr.  Leo  Dwan,  and  Mr.  Alan  Dwan,  on  the 
deaith  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Joseph  Dwan,  in  Cali- 
fornia. 

Mr.  James  Edward  Whelan,  Douglas  Park, 
Regina,  on  the  death  of  his  wife,  and  to  their 
daughters,  Sister  Mary  Judith,  of  St.  Joseph's 
Community,  Toronto,  and  Missesi  Evelyn  end  Eileen 
Whelan,  and  other  relatives. 

Mrs.  D.  D.  McCallum,  Edmonton,  Alta.,  Misses 
Mary  and  Rose  Hanley,  Fort  William  Mr.  John 
Hanley,  Port  Arthur,  Mr.  Joseph  Hanley,  Gull 
Lake,  Sask.,  and  Mr.  James  Hanley,  I  ort  William, 
on  the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Thomas  Han- 
ley, Fort  William,  Ont.,  formerly  of  Belleville, 
Ont. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  (Mary  O'Leary),  Windsor,  on 
the  death  of  her  mother. 

Mrs.  John  Kennelly  and  family,  117  Empress 
Ores.,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mr.  James  Tighe,  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 
and  to  their  daughter.  Miss  Bernadette  Tighe. 

Mr.  Frank  Wind,  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 
and  to  their  daughter,  Mrs.  Conley  (Rosalind 
Wind)   and  family,  Chicago. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Hanlon,  Chicago,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  to  theii-  daughters,  Misses  Ber- 
nice  and  Loretto  Hanlon,  and  son,  Mr.  Thomas' 
Hanlon. 

The  relatives  of  the  late  Reverend  Dr.  J.  J. 
O'Gorman,  Ottawa,  on  his  death. 

Mrs.  M.  J.  Moynihan,  Englewood,  Chicago,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  their  sion,  Rever- 
end Joseph  Moynihan,  O.Carm.,  and  O'ther  mem- 
bers of  the  family. 

Reverend  Basil  Kahler,  O.Carm.,  on  the  death 
of  his  mother,  in  Meadville,  Penna.,  on  April  13th, 
1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  McTague  and  family, 
Guelph,  on  the  death  of  their  son.  Reverend  Wil- 
liam McTague,  S.J. 

Mrs.  M.  Bishop  (Eileen  Hassett)  on  the  death 
of  her  father,  Mr.  James  Hassett. 

Mrs.  Michael  Patrick  Malone  (Julia  Frawley) 
and  family,  Hamilton,  on  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band. 

Sister  M.  Benedicta,  St.  Joseph's  Community, 
the  Misses  Ellen  and  Annie  Savage,  ani  Dr.  J.  P. 
Savage,  Brantford,  on  the  death  of  their  brother. 
Reverend  Arthur  Savage,  Oakville.  Ont. 

Mrs.  W.  J.  Radigan,  Guelph,  Ont.,  Mrs.  T.  Irv- 
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ing,  Mrs.  J.  Johnsoin,  the  Misses  Brohman,  Mr. 
James  Brohman  and  M]r.  Frank  Brohman,  on  the 
death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  J.  T.  Brohman. 

Mrs.  Ross,  Mrs.  George  E.  Nixon,  and  Mrs. 
Frederick  V.  Burjaw,  on  the  death  of  their  mother, 
Mrs.  John  Patrick  Heminessey,  at  her  home,  150 
Stanley  Avenue,   Hamilton. 

Mr.  George  Metz  and  family,  Sedley,  Sas'k., 
on  the  death  of  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Henry  Peter  Burgard  (Jane  Smith)  and 
family,  on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  McGormick  and  family,  Caledon,  Ont., 
on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Barry,  Rathnally  Avenue,  Toronto,  on  the 
death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Duggan,  Toronto,  on  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  to  their  daughters.  Misses 
Gentrude  and  Alma  Duggan,  and  to  Mrs.  Thomas 
McCarron,   Mr.   Duggan's  sister. 

Mr.  Patrick  Glynn,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  on  the 
death  of  his  wife,  and  to  their  daughters  ,Mrs. 
Thomas  Berrigan  (Florence  Glynn)  and  Misses 
Carlemelita  and  Marguerite  Glynn,  and  four  sons, 
and  to  other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 
Mr.  E.  T.  Sandell,  St.  Catharines,  Ont.,  on 
the  death  of  his  wife,  and  to  their  daughters, 
Mrs.  George  Riley,  and  Miss  Marie  Sandell,  and 
son,  Mr.  Ardwell  Sandell. 

Mr.  James  Bampfield,  on  the  death  n'  his 
daughter,  Mrs.  M.  B.  Ferguson  (Martha  Bam- 
field,  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niagara  Falls, 
Ont.),  and  to  her  sisters,  Mrs.  J.  B.  Coppinger, 
Mrs.  M.  P.  O'Brien,  and  Mrs.  Holland  Moritz. 

Miss  Catherine  Gorman,  Class  of  '34,  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.,  to  Lome  Gorman, 
and  other  members  of  the  family,  on  the  death 
of  their  mother,  in  Renfrew,  Ont.,  on  June  22nd. 
Miss  Vera  Reaume,  on  the  death  of  her  mo- 
ther, Mrs.  Richard  Reaume. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Jacques  and  family, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.,  on  the  death  by  drown- 
ing of  their  sons  Henry  and  Edward,  on  May  14th, 
1933. 

Mrs.  William  P.  Finlan  and  family,  Sault  Ste. 

Marie,  on  the  death  of  her  soin,  Mr.  Paul  Finlan. 

Mrs.   John  Rezek,  Joliet,   111.,   on  the  death   of 

her   husband,   and    to    their   daughter.    Miss   Helen 

Rezek,  and  to  their  sons. 

Mrs.  Hugh  Halligan,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of 
her  husband,  and  to  their  sons.  Reverend  John 
Halligan,  and  Mr.  Michael  Halligan,  and  daught- 
ers, Mrs.  Joseph  Woods,  and  Miss  Sarah  Halligan. 
Mr.  Frank  Hoffman,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of 
his  wife  (Katherine  Collins),  and  to  her  brother, 
Mr.  Edward  Collins,  and  sisters'.  Misses  Mary  and 
Anne  Collins,  and  Mrs.  Odenthal  (Cecilia  Col- 
lins). The  late  Mrs.  Hoffman  was  for  twenty 
years   accompanisit   to    Madame   Schumann   Heink. 


Miss  Catherine  O'Connor  and  Mr.  James  O'- 
Connor, Joliet,  111.,  on  the  death  of  their  brother, 
Mr.  John  O'Connor. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Fitzgerald  and  family,  Chi- 
cago, on  the  death  of  their  son,  James  Fitzgerald. 

Mr.  James  Wark,  and  family,  on  the  death  of 
his  wife,  and  to  her  sister,  Mrs.  Thomas  Martin. 

Mrs.  Anthony  Jordan,  Chicago,  on  the  death 
of  her  husiband. 

IN  MEMORIAM. 
William  Haiiley,  K.S.G.,  Bradfowl,  Pa.,  U.S.A. 

Widely  known  as  a  public-spirited  citizen  and 
philanthropist,  and  a  staunch  Catholic,  Mr.  Wil- 
liam Hanley,  Sr.,  died  in/ mid-April  at  the  advanced 
age  of  eighty-nine  years,  in  Bradford,  Pa.,  where 
he  had  lived  for  more  than  half  a  century,  and  is 
mourned  as  one  of  its  most  autstanding  citizens. 
It  was  noticeable  that  all  the  comments  evoked 
by  his  death  stressed  his  very  high  character,  his 
honesity  and  integrity,  and  his  devotion  to  his 
religion. 

Mr.  Hanley  was  born  in  Hastings  County,  On- 
tario, of  Irish  Catholic  parents,  and  here  his  boy- 
hood was  sipent.  In  18  80  he  married  Miss  Johanna 
Hurley,  and  'sbortly  afterwards  settled  at  Brad- 
ford, Pa.,  where  as  an  architect  and  manufacturer 
and  a  man  of  wide  charities — the  true  extent  of 
which  never  became  known — he  was  one  of  its 
best-beloved  and  most  respected  residents.  In 
19  24  he  was  distinctly  honoured  by  Pope  Pius 
XI.,  who  conferred  on  him  the  Knighthood  of  St. 
Gregory  the  Great.  The  cross  and  ribbon  of  the 
order  together  with  the  documents  which  authen- 
ticated thiis  award,  were  brought  to  him  from 
Rome  by  His  Excellency  Right  Reverend  Bishop 
Gannon,  of  Erie,  Pa.  R  fell  to  the  lot  of  the 
same  bishop  to  say  the  funeral  Mass  for  his  friend, 
when  in  deference  to  the  expressed  wish  of  Mr. 
Hanley,  he  did  not  pronounce  a  eulogy,  but  in  a 
few  touching  words  expressed  his  sympathy  with 
Mr.  Hanley's  family,  and  the  great  legacy  he  had 
left  them  in  his  noble  character.  Present  in  the 
sanctuary  with  a  large  number  of  clergy,  was 
Reverend  J.  V.  Meagher,  Madoc,  Ontario,  a  nephew. 
Reverend  James  Shannon,  S.J.,  St.  Louis  Univer- 
sity, and  Reverend  Gerald  Hanley,  Vancouver,  are 
also  nephews.  Besidesi  his  widow  and  five  children 
—Mrs.  Bird,  Mr.  Thomas  Edward  Hanley,  Mr. 
William  L.  Hanley,  and  Miss  Mairie  Hanley,  Brad- 
ford; and  Mrs.  Leahy,  Buffalo;  and  one  sister, 
Mrs.  Meagher,  Read,  Ontario — to  whom  we  offer 
deep  sympathy  in  their  loss — ^Mr.  Hanley  is  sur- 
vived by  grandchildren  and  relatives,  including 
those  in  the  communities  of  Loretto  and  St.  Joseph, 
and  numerous  friends.      R.I. P. 


LORETTO    RAINBOW 


51 


SCHOOL  CHRONICLES 


LORETTO  ABBEY,  ARMOUR  HEIGHTS, 
TORONTO. 

March  15  th — 'Intermediates  entertain  us  with  a 
delightful  musicale.  We  are  happy  to  find  many 
promising  musicians. 

March  16th — Second  Formers  hold  their  first 
Oratorical  Contest,  which  is  a  great  success.  Prizes 
are  awarded  to  Mislses  Jeannette  Callinan  and 
Mary  Catherine  Fox.     Congratulations'! 

March  17th^ — To-day,  in  honour  of  our  own  St. 
Patrick,  we  have  a  hailf-holiday.  The  Graduation 
Class  tags  this  morning. 

March  20  th — Opening  of  Vocation  Week. 
Twelve  girls  give  impromptu  talks  on  the  vocation 
each  would  like  to  follow.  During  the  week  talks 
on  the  three  principal  vocations  were  given  by 
Mother  Margarita,  Mother  Bonaventure,  and  Mother 
Dorothea.  These  "treats"  were  the  principal  fea- 
tures of  our  Vocation  Week. 

March  23rd — Reverend  Father  Callahan  speaks 
on  the  three  vocation^,  and,  with  his  clear  exposi- 
tion, helps  many  a  young  lady  solve  her  problem. 
March  24th — Badminton  begins.   Our  first  gamies 
with  Moulton  College.     Loretto  wins. 

March  25th — Miss  Barker  organizes  a  "hike"  to 
Hogg's  Hollow,  where  we  spend  and  enjoy  our 
afternoon. 

March  30th — A  surprise  awaits  us  to-day  in 
the  form  of  a  German  Concert,  given  by  Third 
Form.  Many  delightful  istelections  are  read,  and 
two  vocal  numbers  given.  Maybe  foreign  lan- 
guages aren't  so  bad  after  all! 

April  3rd — Opening  day  of  Holy  Year.  Our 
Chaplain,  Reverend  Father  Fraser,  speaks  to  us 
on  this  eventful  year. 

April  6th — We  hold  a  Holy  Hour  to-^day.  In- 
structive sermons  are  given  by  Reverend  Father 
Agatho  and  Reverend  Father  McManus. 

April  8th — Our  long-awaited  Choiral  Comipeti- 
tion  Day  has  at  lasit  arrived.  Buisles  and  cars 
bring  joyous  girls  from  out  sister  "Lorettos,"  and 
work  begins  in  earnest.  Congratulations,  Loretto 
Hamiltoin,  and  Miss  Margaret  Nelligan,  for  your 
splendid  work. 

April  12th — Holidays  begin  to-day,  after  a  week 
of  examinations. 

April  25th — Loretto  Alumnae  hold  their  Spring 
meeting  thiisi  afternoon.  After  business  has  been 
discussed  we  are  entertained  by  several  piano  and 
vocal  selections. 

April  30th — Miss  Katherine  Bucher  carries 
seoonid  place  in  the  contest  in  Buffalo.  She  is 
accompanied  by  Misses  Geraldine  McCarthy  and 
Isabel  Hannan. 

May  3rd — Matinee  this  afternoon  for  school 
children.  "The  Maid  of  Orleans"  promises  to  be 
a    success. 

May  5th — The  real  night  of  "The  Maid  of  Or- 
leans." We  thank  all  for  their  co-.operation  in 
helping  us  to  make  our  play  a  success. 

May  6  th — Reverend  Father  Barrett  brings  a 
group  of  College  boys  and  girls,  who  give  uisl  a 
most  insipiring  Symposium  on  the  Mass.     We  will 


treasure  every  word  of  this  magnificent  perform- 
ance, and  will  try  to  "live  the  Mass"  accordingly. 
May  7th — Miss  Katherine  Bucher  and  Miss  Mar- 
garet Fallon  go  to  Buffalo  to  the  competition.  Mii?lB 
Bucher  is  not  so  successful  this  time,  but  she  cer- 
tainly deserves  credit,  and  the  Abbey  is  proud 
of  her. 

May  8th — A  voice  from  the  Far  North!  Rever- 
end Father  Coutoure,  for  many  years  among  the 
Indians,  gives  us  a  vivid  description  of  the  trials 
and  sufferingiHi  of  a  missionary  priest. 

May  11th — Our  May  Sodality  and  Mission  Meet- 
ing. Letters  were  read  from  one  of  our  adopted 
priests.  Reverend  Bonaventure  Griffiths,  of  China, 
and  it  was  decided  to  be  more  generous  in  writing 
to  our  missionaries. 

May  31st — Closing  of  May.  A  procesi:don,  in 
the  house  because  of  rain,  closes  by  Miss  Isabel 
Hannan,  leader  of  the  victorious  May  band,  crown- 
ing  the   Blessed  Virgin. 

June  4th — Two  little  girls  make  their  First 
Communion  thiisi  morning.  Right  Reverend  Moin- 
signor  J.  J.  Blair  speaks  to  the  happy  little  girls 
with  understanding  sympathy. 

June  7th — Graduation  Day,  and  sixteen  young 
ladies  look  charming  amid  the  lovely  flowers  as 
their  "life  of  school"  draws  to  a  close,  and  they 
look  forward  to  the  "school  of  life." 

June  14th — "Babes"  give  a  concert,  which  wais 
attended  by  parents  and  friends.  We  find  we  have 
several  very  young  musicians. 

June  15th — Corpus  Christ!  Procession,  which 
was  a  truly  beautiful  one.  Two  Benedictions  ter- 
minate our  observance  of  this  sacred  feajst.   • 

June  22nd — Results  of  our  examinations  given 
out.  Smiles  and  cheerful  greetings  announce  the 
glad  news.  We  leave  now  to  enjoy  our  holidays'. 
Until  next  September — Good-bye! 

Distribution  of  Medals  at  Loretto  Abbey. 

Papal  medal  for  Church  History — 'OMained  by 
Miss  Mary  Boland. 

Gold  medal  for  Chriisitian  Doctrine  in  Senior 
Department,  presented  by  His  Excellency.  Most 
Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  Archbishbp  of 
Toronto — Obtained  by  Miss  Mary  Alexander. 

Bronze  m«dal  for  English  Literature  in  Matri- 
culation Class,  presented  by  His  Excellency,  the 
Governor-General  of  Canada — Obtained  by  Miss 
Eleanor  Anne  Forristal. 

The  "Gertrude  Foy"  Gold  medal  for  Fidelity  to 
Duty — Obtained   by   Misi?i  Catherine  Bucher. 

The  "Eugene  O'Keefe"  gold  medal  for  Mathe- 
matics in  Honour  Matriculation  Class — Obtained 
by  Miss  Mary  Pickett. 

Gold  medal  for  Proficiency  in  Form  III,  term 
ending  the  previous  June,  19  3  2 — Obtained  by  Miss 
Isabel  Hannan. 

Silver  medal  for  Proficiency  in  Form  II..  term 
ending  the  previous  June,  193  2 — Obtained  by  Mies 
Deborah    Dick. 

Silver  medal  for  Proficiency  in  Form  I.,  term 
ending  the  previous  June,  193  2 — Obtained  by  Misisl 
Mona  James. 

Florence  Goldsmith. 
MaiT   Lynch. 
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ST.    MICHAEL'S    COLLEGE 


TORONTO,  ONT. 

Conducted  by   the  Basilian   Fathers. 


Honour  Courses  in  Philosophy,  Classics,  Moderns,  History, 
Political  Science,  Commerce,  Science  and  Mathematics,  leading  to 
the  B.A.  Degree  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 

Libraries,    Laboratories    and    Students*    Union     (Hart 
House)      among     the     best     on     the     continent. 

Address — The  Registrar. 

St.    Michael's    College    School 

A    High    School    Course    leading    to    Matriculation,    including 

a    Preparatory    Course    for    a    limited    number    of 

Boys   in   Third   and   Fourth    Books. 

Address  —  The    Principal. 


LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL.   ENGLEWOOD, 
CHICAGO. 

April  28th — The  Seniors  presented  their  Class 
Play,  "Sherwood."  The  leading  role,  "Robin 
Hood,"  was  portrayed  by  Misis  Helen  Marie  Mur- 
phy with  unusual  ability.  Miss  June  Mary  Hoffman 
as  Marion,  Mii&s  Regina  Lannon  as  Prince  John, 
Misis  Margaret  Nims  as  Shadow-of-a-Leaf,  por- 
trayed these  characters  so  well  that  all  who  saw 
the  performance  expressed  the  oipinion  that  the 
play  could  not  have  heen  better. 

April  30  th — Our  school  participated  in  the  All 
Catholic  High  School  Chorus  at  the  Auditorium. 
One  thousand  girls  isang  in  this  chorus. 

May  26th — Our  first  Senior  Prom  was  held  at 
the  Stevens  Hotel,  with  Jack  Russell's  Orchestra. 
The  pioneering  spirit  of  our  Seniors  led  them  to 
undertake  this  project,  and  their  conquering  spirit 
to  make  a  succesisi  of  it. 

June  2nd — Election  of  Sodality  officers.  Mies 
Margaret  Mary  Loftus  was  elected  Prefect  for  the 
coming  year.  May  she  have  as  much  success  in 
performing  her  duties  of  office  as  Missi  June  Lyons 
has  had  in  the  past  year. 

June  6th — The  Junior-Senior  Banquet  at  the 
Windermere  Eaist  Hotel.  One  could  hardly  imagine 
a  more  picturesque  sight  than  daintily-clad  maidens 
in  pastel  frocks  surrounding  a  festive  table  decked 
in  :sweet  peas  of  varying  hues,  and  all  this  over- 
looking Lake  Michigan's  lovely  blue.  Reverend 
Father  Lynch,  our  Spiritual  Adviser,  was  guest  of 
honour.  The  Class  Will  and  Prophecy  drew  forth 
a  few  laughs — in  fact,  I  miight  say  many  laughs. 
June   8tb — The  Graduates  and  their  mothers 


attend  Holy  Mass  in  our  Convent  Chapel.  The 
Maiss  was  said  by  our  Chaplain,  Reverend  Father 
Lynch,  and  our  Seniors  sang  many  beautiful  hymns. 
All  of  the  girls  and  their  mothers  received  Holy 
Communion.  After  Mass  the  Juniors  served 
breakfast  to  them  in  the  High  School. 

June  9th — Graduation  Day.  Pleasure  was  mixed 
with  sadness,  for  the  school  was  losing  her  leaders 
and  shining  examples.  Our  loss,  however,  is  some- 
body else's  gain,  and  the  world  will  be  benefited 
by  the  addition  of  these  thirty-seven  beautiful  and 
intelligent  young  women. 

June  10th — The  Alumnae  Banquet.  The  Alum- 
nae welcomed  its  new  members  at  the  annual  ban- 
quet. Miss  Mary  Anderson,  as  toastmistress,  pre- 
sented a  most  entertaining  programme  for,  all  of 
those  who  were  fortunate  enough  to  be  present. 
Right  Reverend  Mo,nsignor  Ryan  gave  a  most  in- 
teresting talk  to  the  graduates. 

Honour  List. 

The  Loretto  Abbey  Scholarship  to  the  University 
of  Toronto,  awarded  to  the  student  maintaining 
the  highest  average  for  four  years,  merited  by  Miss 
Margaret  Nimla 

The  Loretta  Hines  Howard  Scholarship  for  four 
years  to  Rosary  College,  merited  by  competitive 
examination,  awarded  to  Miss  Margaret  Nims. 

A  two-year  |scholarship  to  Mundelein  College, 
merited  by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to 
Miss  Margaret  Nimsi. 

A  two-year  Ischolarship  to  Mundelein  College, 
merited  by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to 
MisB  Helen  Sheehan. 

A  one-year  scholarship  to  Rosary  College,  merit- 
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ed  by  competitive  examiination,  awarded   to   Miss 
Helen  Sheehan. 

Scholarship  to  De  Paul  University  awarded  to 
Miss  LfOis  Bswin. 

Scholarship  in  music  to  De  Paul  University, 
merited  by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to 
Miiss  Lois  Eiswin. 

Scholarship  in  music  to  Mundelein  College, 
merited  by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to 
Miss  Lois  Bswin. 

Scholarsihip  to  Saint  Xavier  College,  awarded  to 
Miss  Regina  Lannon. 

The  Laetare  Scholarship  of  Speech,  merited  by 
competitive  examination,  awarded  to  Miss  Helen 
Marie    Muriphy. 

Scholarship  to  Saint  Xavier  College  awarded  to 
Miss  Helen  Marie  Murphy. 

Scholarship  to  the  Chicago  School  of  Commerce, 
merited  by  competitive  examiination,  awarded  to 
Miss  Claire  Smith. 

Scholarship  to  the  Chicago  School  of  Commerce, 
merited  by  competitive  examination,  awarded  to 
Miss  Maryhelene  Bastien. 

Scholarships  to  Second  Year  Academic,  merited 
by  highest  average  in  First  Year  awarded  to  Miss 
Mary  Louise  Drury  and  Misisi  Jean  Vrettos. 

Scholarships  to  Third  Year  Academic,  me.rited 
by  highest  average  in  Second  Year,  awarded  to  Miss 
Mary  Agnes  Maher  and  Miss  Antoinette  Gasparatto. 

Music  Certificates  were  awarded  -to  the  following 
students  examined  by  Allen  Spencer  of  the  Ameri- 
can  Coniservatory: 

Senior  Grade,  First  Class  Honors^ — 'Miss  Lois 
Esiwin. 

Intermediate  Grade,  First  Class  Honours — Miss 
Dorothy  Burke,  Misis  Leonardine  Charlson,  Miss 
Virginia  See,  Joseph  King. 

Junior  Grade,  First  Class  Honours — Miss  Zita 
Marie  Kasiper. 

Primary  Grade,  First  Class  Ho.nours — Miss  Ruth 
Hackett,  Miss  Martha  Postal. 

Gold  Medal  for  General  Proficiency  for  Four 
Years,  merited  by  Miss  Margaret  Nims. 

Gold  Medal  for  Excellence  in  Music,  merited  by 
Miss  Lois  Es'win. 

Elizabeth  Healy. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  WOODLAWN,  CHICAGO. 

May  1st — To-day  we  were  entertained  with  a 
thrilling  moving  picture  in  the  Assembly  Hall. 
The  escapades  of  the  heroic  Tom  Mix,  as  well  ai? 
the  caperlngs  of  Mickey  Mouse,  kept  the  entire 
student  body  thoroughly  amused  for  the  duration 
of  the  afternoon. 

May  15th — The  opening  night  of  our  Senior 
play,  "The  Mikado."  The  clever  Gilbert  and  Sulli- 
van operetta  was  splendidly  acted  by  a  versatile 
group  of  Seniors.  The  pomlpous  Mikado  was  play- 
ed by  Miss  Vivian  McMahon.  Mijsis  Florence  Mur- 
phy was  well  suited  to  the  part  of  the  wandering 
minstrel,  Nanki-Poo,  and  Miss.  Florence  Hayes 
played  the  egotistical  Pooh-Bah.  Miss  Betty  Mier 
was  the  Noble,  Pish-Tush.  The  "Three  Little 
Maids  from  School"  were  Miiases  Julia  Heatherly, 
Agnes  Grogan,  and  Mary  White.  The  villianous 
Ko^Ko  was  convincingly  acted  by  Miss  Loretto 
Rozak  and  the  scheming  Katiska  by  Miss  Kathlyn 
Murphy.  The  Japanese  setting  was  ideal,  the  scen- 
ery superb,  and  the  (slinging  was  truly  marvellous. 
A  cast  of  ninety  took  part.     We  truly  believe  the 


Vacation  Reading 

LET  THE  HURRICANE  ROAR 

By    Rose   Wilder   Lane.  $1.75 

$1.75. 

"This  Is  a  clean,  wholesome  novel  of 
pioneer  life  .  .  .  the  story  of  the  beautiful 
courage  of  an  earlier  generation  .  .  .  one  of 
the  few  romantic  novels  of  the  day  that  the 
clean  heart  may  read  without  having  to  wade 
through  lurid  suggestlveness  and  Immorality." — 
The   Elkon. 

THE  MASTERFUL  MONK 

By    Owen    Francis    Dudley. 
Recommended    by    Cardinal    Hayes'    Literature 

Committee. 
Paper,   $1.10.  Cloth,   $1.50. 

"In  THE  MASTERFUL  MONK,  Father  Dudley 
has  truly  surpassed  himself.  Even  considered  as 
V.  mere  novel,  it  is  splendid.  The  story  is  grlp- 
p'ng,  the  style  crisp  and  nervous.  But  the  au- 
thor means  to  give  us  much  more  than  a  love 
story.  ...  A  book  to  have,  to  read  and  to  lend 
to  many." — Truth. 

TUDOR  SUNSET 

By    Mrs.    Wilfrid    Ward.  $2.25 

A  thrilling  and  historically  convincing  story 
set  against  the  glaiporous  pageantry  of  Eliza- 
beth's Court,  and  based  on  historical  material 
of  the  greatest  Importance  from  the  Catholic 
viewpoint. 

LONGMANS,  GREEN  &  COMPANY 

480  University   Ave.,   Toronto,  Ont. 


i^egtopolisi  College 

Kingston,    Ont. 

Under  the  direction  of 
the  Jesuit  Fathers. 

A  Classical  High  School,  prepar- 
ing students  for  Department  Ex- 
aminations and  for  Matriculation 
to  the  Universities. 

Yearly  Board  and  Tuition — $350. 

Make  Application  to  the  Rector. 
Regiopolis  College,   Kingston,   Ont. 
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play  is  unsurpassed  in  Loretto  history,  and  our 
statement  was  verified  by  the  large  and  enthusi- 
astic audience. 

May  16th — 17th — The  play  is  repeated  for  capa- 
city houses. 

May  31st — The  most  beautiful  ceremony  oif  the 
year — the  crowning  of  Our  Lady — took  place  to- 
day. After  the  solemn  procession  of  the  white- 
clad  girls  around  the  grounds,  singing  hymms  to 
Our  Lady,  Miss  Florence  Hayes  crowned  the  statue 
in  the  G-rotto.  Our  Lady  seemed  to  smile  upon 
uis,  foir  the  day  waisl  lovely  and  the  grounds  un- 
surpassed in  beauty. 

June  1st — "The  Bird's  Christmas  Carol,"  that 
masterpiece  of  Kate  Douglas  Wiggin,  was  given 
as  a  dramatic  monologue  for  the  school  by  Miss 
Agneei   Grogan. 

June  2nd — ^"What  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June?" 
And  realizing  this,  the  Seniors  entertained  the 
rest  oif  the  school  at  a  garden-party.  Bright-colour- 
ed tables  holding  reifreshments,  ping-pong  games, 
relay  races,  and  other  forms  of  amusement,  made 
it  a  pleasant  afternoon  for  everyone. 

June  5th — The  fir|;(t  day  of  the  final  examina- 
tions. Gone  are  the  happy  faces  of  yore,  and  in 
their  places  are  the  worried,  studious  expressions 
that  "exams"  bring.  My,  my  —  may  these  be  the 
worst  of  our  worries! 

June  6th — Ah!  —  the  Senior  Picnic.  For  one 
day  the  Seniors  dropped  their  coveted  dignity  and 
became  happy,  care-free  children.  We  were  trans- 
ported to  and  from  the  picnic  grounds  in  a  bu|s(. 
The  lavish  "picnic,"  the  lovely  walks,  and  the 
whole  day's  freedom  from  school  were  sources  of 
the  keenest  pleasure. 


June  7'th — The  Seniors  aired  their  linguistic 
gifts  by  presenting  a  French  play,  It  was  pre- 
faced by  piano  and  vocal  selectioin(Si  by  students 
of  the  music  department.  The  principal  characters 
in  the  play,  "Arliquinade,"  were  Missies  Loretto 
Rozak,  Julia  Heatherly,  Vivian  McMahon,  Agnes 
Grogan,  Eileen  Larkin,  Jane  Garrity,  Mary  White, 
Lucille  Mcintosh,  Mary  Quigley,  Betty  Mier  and 
Margaret  Brown.  Though  some  of  the  younger 
girls  could  not  understand  it  all,  they  thoroughly 
enjoyed  it. 

June  8th — Tables  blazed  with  tall  coloured 
candles;  they  gleamed  with  glass  and  islilver;  they 
blushed  with  flowers,  and  they  groaned  with  good 
things  to  eat.  Where?  The  Junior-Senior  Lunch- 
eon held  in  the  Convent  parlours.  After  a  deli- 
cious luncheon  toasts  were  proposed  by  Misses 
Mary  Elaine  Taylor,  Nancy  Lowe  and  Elise  Felix. 
Miss  Winnifred  Webb  read  the  clever  Class  Prop- 
hecy, and  we  Seniors  are  hoping  our  futures  will 
be  a  little  more  sparkling  than  therein  forecasted. 
The  Class  Will  was  read  by  Miss  Agnes  Grogan, 
and  it  is  hoped  our  bequejdts  are  duly  appreciated. 
We  shall  ever  keep  in  our  memories  happy  thoughts 
of  the   day. 

June  12th — The  privilege  of  one  day  of  recol- 
lection before  graduation  was  that  of  the  Seniors. 
The  Retreat  was  conducted  by  Reverend  Father 
Martin  O'Donnell,  and  the  principles  insitilled  into 
our  souls  on  that  day  will  never  be  forgotten, 

June  13th — After  the  Mass  at  the  close  of  the 
Retreat  the  Senior  Breakfast  waisl  held.  What 
peace  of  soul  and  mind  after  our  day  of  recollec- 
tion, and  with  the  anticipation  of  the  happy  night 
to  come.     Each  Senior  received  a  beautiful  Rosary 
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as  a  gift  from  our  beloved  Mother  Jerome.  After 
the  breakfast  the  final  aissembly  was  held.  The 
awards  were  as  follows: 

Highest  Average. 

Third  year — Misses  Jeanne  McAuley  and  Betty 
Fariisl. 

Second  year — Miss  Jean  Macy. 

First  year — Misses  Peggy  Ann  Larkin  and 
Geraldine   Hoss. 

Highe.st  Averages  In  Pi'onch. 

Fourth   year — Misses   Kathlyn   Murphy,   Agnes 
Grogan,    Vivian    McMahon,    Loretto    Rozak, 
and  Mary  White. 
Third  year — Miei'sles  Elise  Felix  and  Jeanne  Mc- 
Auley. 
June    13th — Graduatiom    Day    —    one    of    the 
brighest  spoits  in  our  lives  —  a  gleaming  milestone 
along  the  journey   of   life.      It  is  a   night   of  soft 
lights  and  beautiful  flowers  and  lovely  music.    But 
it  is  a  night  of  sadneisis.     The  Salutatory  was  ren- 
dered by  Miss  Agnes  Grogan  and  the  Valedictoiry 
by    Misis   Loretto    Rozak.      The   choral    class,    who 
stood  behind  the  graduates,  alternated  with  selec- 
tions.    Miss  Florence  Mlurphy  isiang  charmingly,  and 
the  two-piano  rendition  was  given  by  Misses  Agnes 
Grogan,  Jean  Smith,  Kathlyn  Murphy  and  Lucille 
Mcintosh.      The    inspiring    addressi   was    given    by 
Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Purcell. 

Honour  List. 

Scholarship  to  Loretto  Abbey  College,  merited 

by  Miss  Vivian   McMahon. 
Scholarship  to  St.  Xavier's  College,  merited  by 

Miss  Loretto  Rozak. 
Scholarship   to   Mundelein  College,   merited   by 

Miss  Agnes  Grogan. 
Scholarship  to  De  Paul  Univeri^lity,  merited  by 

Miss  Kathlyn  Murphy. 
Scholarship  to  St.  Xavier's  College,  merited  by 

Miss  Julia  Heatherly. 
Scholarship    to    St.    Teresa's   College,   Winona, 

merited  by  Miss  Florence  Hayes. 
Scholarship   to   Chicago   College  oif   Commerce, 

merited    by    Misjsl    Lucille   Mcintosh. 
Scholarship   to  Chicago   College  of   Commerce, 

merited  by  Miss  Julia  Heatherly. 
Honourable  Mention   from   Chicago  College  of 

Commerce,    Misses   Kathlyn    Murphy,    Flor- 
ence Hayes,  Marie  Prochowski. 
Medal   for   Church   History   donated   by   Loyola 

University,  won  by  Miss  Vivian  McMahon. 

Medal  for  Honour  Student,  awarded  to  Miss 
Agneial  Groigan. 

Honour  Students — Misses  Vivian  McMahon,  Lor- 
etto Rozak,  Agnes  Grogan,  Ka^thlyn  Mur- 
phy, Julia  Heatherly,  Florence  Hayes,  Cathe- 
rine Golden,  Mary  White,  and  Lucille  Mc- 
intosh. 

Certificates  for  Junior  Piano  awarded  by  Alan 
Spencer  of  American  Conservatory  of  Music, 
to  Misses  Elise  Felix,  Florence  Stolte  and 
Peggy  Ann  Larkin. 

Honour  Students  according  to  rank:  average 
above  ninety  per  cent. — Junior  Clalss :  Misses 
Betty  Faris,  Jeanne  McAuley,  tie;  Elise 
Felix,   Mary   Thomas,   Mary   Stockdale,   Lu- 


cille Spittsky,  Mary  Hogan.  Sophomore 
Class:  Misses  Jean  Macy,  Frances  Haggerty, 
Marcella  Ritter,  Mary  Elizabeth  Green. 
Freshmen  Clas/s(:  Misses  Geraldine  Hoss, 
Peggy  Ann  Larkin,  tie  first;  Abegall  Butler, 
Marguerite  Philips,  tie  second;  Betty  Wer- 
themier,  Janet  Hannigan,  Betty  Trainor, 
Irma  Suds,  Geraldine  Halloran,  Helen  Den- 
nehy,  Loretto  Gonya,  Mary  Frances  Big- 
ane,  Grace  Brandt,  Eileen  Yore,  Emilia 
Lundstrom. 

Agnes  Clare  Grogan,  '33. 
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LORETTO  ACADEMY,  NIAGARA  FALLS,  ONT. 

March  15th — Another  peep  at  China  as  we 
listen  to  the  interesting  talk  by  Reverend  Father 
Erbe,  CM.,  recently  back  after  eleven  years  in 
that  far-off  mission  field.  Reverend  Fathers  Cor- 
bett  and  McConville,  CM.,  who  accompanied  the 
lecturer,  related  further  mission  incidents  that 
provided  inspiration  for  this  "vocation  week." 

March  15th — A  iforceful  instruction  on  the  re- 
ligious vocation,  by  Reverend  Father  Gabriel, 
O.Carm.,  recalled  and  emphasized  the  impressive 
words  of  our  Retreat  Director  on  the  same  subject 
laiHit   month. 

For  this  important  week,  a  vocation  poster 
comipetition  was  arranged.  The  display  afforded 
farther  suggestions  for  a  choice  of  roads  to  heaven. 
A  reproduction  of  the  prize-winning  posters  will 
appear  in  our  1933  Year  Book. 

First  prize  for  water-colour  poster — Miss  Mae 
Caffrey.  Second  prize  for  water-colour  poister,  Milsis 
Sybil  Gaynon.  First  prize  for  stencil  positer,  Mies 
Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner.  Second  prize  for  stencil 
poster.  Miss  Mary  Browin.  First  prize  for  thought- 
inspiring  positer.  Miss  Marjorie  Allen.  Second  prize 
for  thought-inspiring  poster,  Miss  Noel  Rahn. 
Firjsit  prize  for  pen-and-ink  poster.  Miss  Gilberte 
Belcourt.  Second  prize  for  pen-and-ink  poster. 
Miss  Maija  Leena  Koskner.  First  prize  for  coloured 
crayon  poster.  Miss  Constance  Acres.  First  prize 
for  humorous  interpretation.  Miss  Louisa  Mattola. 

March  16th — Intereiat  in  nursing  as  a  professiom 
was  aroused  by  Reverend  Sister  Madeleine, Saint 
Mary's  Hospital,  Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.'  i  who,  by  re- 
quest, kindly  visited  us  to-day  and  gave  us  a  pleas- 
ant talk  on  her  chosen  avocation,  showiing  us  the 
innumerable  opportunities  it  afforded  of  advancing 
God'ia  interests  and  our  neig'hbour's  good. 

The  month  of  March  brought  us  the  privilege 
of  an  extended  visit  from  Reverend  Mother-General, 
who  in  addition  to  her  kind  words  of  apprecia- 
tion and  of  helpful  criticism  of  our  work,  gave  us 
a  welcome  holiday,  which  is  reserved  to  lemgtheji 
our  Easter  vacation  by  a  day. 

April  9th — Our  Loretto  schools  met  for  the 
annual  singing  competition  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Ar- 
mour Heightsi.  Ajs  a  result,  the  silver  cup  thiiSi 
year  goes  from  us  to  Loretto  of  the  Ambitious  City. 
Our  congratulations  go  with  it. 

April  26th — A  brief  but  most  interesting  talk 
by  Reverend  Father  Hill,  CM.,  who  has  spent  six 
years  in  Panama.  Our  wintry  weather  to-day  muls|t 
have  somewhat  disillus^ioined  Father  Hill  on  the 
subject  of  Niagara's  charms.  Reverend  Father 
Furlong,  CM.,  now  resident  at  Niagara  University, 
Niagara  Falls,  N.Y.,  who  had  also  spent  several 
years  in  Panama,  introduced  Father  Hill  on  this 
his  firsit  visit  to  LorettOi.  \ 

April  28  th — A  memorable  day  —  four  Masses 
offered  respectively  by  our  Chaplain,  Reverend 
Father  Charles,  O.Carm.;  His  Excellency  Archbis'h- 
op  McNeil,  D.D.,  Toronto;  Reverend  Father  McNeil 
and  Reverend  Father  McDonald,  of  Nova  Scotia. 
His  Excellency  later  addressed  us  in  the  Assembly 
Hall,  and  at  leaving  gave  us  his  blessing. 

April  31st — Preliminary  oratorical  cointest  in 
Buffalo.  Miss  Kathleen  Hunt  wins  first  place. 
Final  contest  to  be  held  May  14ith.  The  other 
competitors  from  our  school  were:  Misses  Helen 
Jane  Senisienbrenner,  "Influence";  Catherine  Gor- 
man, "The  Opportunity  of  To-day";   Mary  Brown, 


LORETTO     RAINBOW 


57 


"Our  Lady  of  Good  Couoisell";  Marjorie  Allen,  "A 
Valiant  Woman." 

May  1st — Mistsies  Helen  Jane  Sensenbrenner  and 
Kathleen  Hunt  have  the  distinction  of  being  the 
elected  leaders  of  the  May  bands. 

May  7th — a  Symposium,  The  Romance  of  Holy 
Mass,  by  the  College  Council  Student  Sodality  Con- 
ference of  Western  New  York,  Pennsylvania  and 
Ontario,  was  excellently  presented  by  Mr.  Albert 
Abendroth,  Chairman,  Canilsiiusi  College,  Buffalo, 
N.Y.;  Miss  Jean  Summers,  Mercyhurst  College, 
Erie,  Pa.;  Mr.  Richard  C.  Marker,  St.  Bonaventure 
College,  Alleghany,  N.Y.;  Miss  Madeleine  T.  Sil- 
ber,  D'Youville  College,  Buffalo,  N.Y.;  Mr.  Francis 
A.  Donnelly,  Niagara  University,  Niagara  Falls, 
N.Y.;  Miss  Elizabeth  Griffin,  Nazareth  College,  Ro- 
chester, N.Y.;  Mir.  Simon  Nash,  CanisiuS'  College, 
Buffalo,  N.Y.  Congratulations  to  these  earnest  lay 
apostles!  Reverend  Father  Barrett,  S.J.,  Spiritual 
Director,  accomipanied  the  party.  The  Symposium 
is  now  an  annual  treat,  anxiously  awaited,  always 
enjoyed  when  it  arrives,  and  filled  with  permanent 
good  lessons  that  remain  long  after  its  close. 

May  13  th — Mary's  Day  was  celebrated  by  attend- 
ance at  MasiS,  receiving  Holy  Communion,  wearing 
our  Immaculate  Conception  medals  prominently, 
and  performing  alms  deeds,  however  small,  in 
Mary's  honour.  A  good  display  of  Mary  Day  post- 
ers served  a'si  further  incentives  to  devotion  to  Our 
Lady. 

May  14th — Congratulations  to  our  "Leader," 
Miss  Kathleen  Hunt,  who  by  her  oration,  "The 
Ideal  Woman,"  won  first  place  in  the  oratorical 
contest  held  at  D'Youville  College,  Buffalo,  N.Y., 
this  afternoon.  This  is  the  third  time  that,  with 
competitors  from  High  Schools  and  Academies 
of  Western  New  York,  Pennsylvania  and  Ontario, 
one  of  our  Senior(?l  has  been  victor,  and  so  has 
received  the  honour  of  crowning  Our  Lady's  statue. 
The  crowning  will  take  place  at  Bowmanville,  N.Y., 
May  25t'h  —  Ascension  Thursday.  Our  winner 
chose  the  matter  for  her  oration  chiefly  from  the 
published  work  of  a  religious  of  the  Institute  of 
the   Blessed   Virgin   Mary. 

May  14th — Mothers'  Day — An  enjoyable  pro- 
gramme of  vocal  and  injsltrumental  selections  fol- 
lowed by  the  awarding  of  music  certificates  and 
prizes. 

May  17th — As  a  rare  privilege  we  are  allowed 
to  attend  "Cavalcade"  —  a  great  historic  picture 
—  at  The  Capitol  Theatre.  Favour  and  picture 
are  both  appreciated. 

May  21&t — High  Mass  celebrated  by  Reverend 
Abbe  Couillard  Despr&s,  Sorel,  Que.,  with  isiermon 
in  French.  The  Reverend  Abbe  is  a  cousin  of 
Mother  M.  Euphemia,  I.B.V.M.,  and  paid  her  this 
post-Diamond  Jubilee  visit. 

May  25th— May  Day  ceremoniefel  at  Bowmans- 
ville,  N.Y.,  were  attended  by  representatives  from 
our  school.  From  the  "Buffalo  Courier's"  account 
of  the  celebrations  we  quote:  "More  than  seven 
hundred  students  from  Buffalo  and  vicinity,  Bata- 
via,  Lockport,  and  from  Ontario  attended.  It  was 
the  annual  pilgrimage  of  the  conference.  The  coro- 
nation ceremony  followed  a  colorful  procession 
around  the  green  lawns  of  the  shrine.  It  was  led 
by  Misis  Kathleen  Hunt  of  Loretto  Academy,  Niaga- 
ra Falls,  Ont.,  the  Queen  of  the  May,  who  was 
escorted  by  five  little  children  and  forty  handmaids 
in  pastel  dresses.  After  Miss  Hunt  had  crowned 
the  statue  she  delivered  an  oration  on  "The  Ideal 


Woman."  Motion  pictures  were  taken.  Climaxing 
the  ceremonies  wa!si  the  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament." 

May  31st — May  Day  celebration  at  Loretta. 
Afternoon  musical  programme.  Guest  artists  were 
Miss  Cora  B.  Ahrens,  L.T.C.M.,  of  Stratford,  and 
two  of  her  brilliant  pupils.  Miss  Audrey  Whiteside 
and  Mr.  Jack  Richardson.     Mr.  Rothwell,  founder 
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and  past  vice-preisddent  of  the  far-famed  Stratford 
Music  Festival,  accompanied  the  party.  After  this 
musical  treat,  the  annual  May  Day  procession  took 
place.  About  two  hundred  pupils,  dressed  in  white 
with  pale-blue  silk  shoulder  sashes,  and  each  carry- 
ing flowerlai  and  a  Mary  pennant,  sang  favourite 
hymns,  and  on  reaching  Our  Lady's  statue  on  the 
grounds,  stood  around  it  as  guard  of  honour  while 
Miss  Kathleen  Hunt,  leader  of  the  winning  May 
band,  crowned  the  sitatue.  The  ceremony  closed 
with  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  given 
by  Reverend  Father  Gabriel,  O.Carm,.,  after  a 
brief  but  earnest  address  on  devotion  to  Mary. 

June  lisit — All  grieved  to  hear  of  tragic  death, 
by  drowning,  of  two  Canisius'  College  students, 
one  of  whom,  Mr.  Albert  Abendroth,  had  proved 
such  a  capable  chairman  in  the  Symposium,  "The 
Romance  of  the  Mass,"  given  here  less  than  a 
month  ago. 

June  8th — Luncheom,  beautifully  planned  by 
Juniors  for  Class  of  '33,  was  heartily  enjoyed.  Each 
graduate  found  at  her  place  a  copy  of  the  "Pocket 
Edition  of  the  Iris."  Reverend  Fathers  O'Connor, 
CM.,  Niagara  Univerislity,  N.Y.;  Charles,  O.Carm., 
Mount  Cdrmel  College,  Niagara  Falls,  Ont.;  and 
Barrett,  S.J.,  Canisius'  College,  Buffalo,  by  request, 
gave  the  interesting  after-dinner  speeches.  Father 
Barrett  then  presented  the  surprise  feature  in  the 
form  of  moving  pictures  of  the  recent  Symposium 
group,  and  the  May  Day  celebration  at  Bowmans- 
vllle,  N.Y.  All  felt  a  pang  of  sorrow  at  the  touch- 
ing reminder  of  one  of  that  (splendid   group,   Mr. 
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Albert  Abendroth,  taken  so  suddenly  from  amiongst 
us. 

June  10th — Aluminae  mieeting  and  charming 
luncheon  given  to  Class  of  1933.  The  president. 
Miss  Florence  Mullln,  of  Lima,  Ohio,  gave  a  most 
informing  talk  and  welcomed  the  new  members. 

June  16th — Ideal  weather.  Commencement 
exercises  at  7.30  p.m.  The  guest  speaker  wafii 
Reverend  J.  E.  Ronan,  St.  Augustine's  Seminary, 
Toronto.  Very  Rev.  Father  Hilary,  General  of  the 
Carmelite  Fathers,  who  residesi  in  Rome  and  is 
at  present  visiting  the  houses  of  his  Order  in 
Canada  and  the  United  Statesi,  honoured  us  by 
his  presence  and  by  saying  a  few  words  of  appre- 
ciation, of  congratulation  and  of  advice. 

Congratulations  to  Miss  Mary  Brown  on  win- 
ning the  Papal  Medal  for  Church  History,  and  to 
Miss  Margaret  Mayes  for  winning  the  Governor 
General's  Bronze  Medal  for  General  Proficiency — 
awards  made  at  the  graduation  Exercises. 

June  18th — First  Commiunioin  in  the  Church 
of  Our  Lady  of  Peace.  The  First  Communicants 
enjoyed  a  specially  appetizing  breakfast  at  the  Aca- 
demy a  little  later_  and  remained  for  the  Corpus 
Christi  procession",  made  from  the  church 
through  the  Convent  grounds,  with  Benediction 
at  a  rose-decked  altar  on  the  verandah,  in  front 
of  the  hall-door.  The  religious  occupied  the  north- 
end  of  the  verandah  and  the  pupils  the  south- 
end   during  the  solemn   ceremony. 

June  21st — Brilliant  recital  by  Miss  Catherine 
McLaughlin,  who  favored  us  and  many  of  her 
friendis  from  the  city  with  the  programme  she 
gave  last  month,  on  comipleting  her  final  course 
at  The  David  Mannes  School  of  Music,  New  York 
City.  Loretto,  Niagara,  is  very  proud  of  this  gifted 
alumna. 

June  23rd — Closing  programme,  playlet,  songs 
and  instrumental  selections.  A  large  number 
present  to  show  their  appreciation  of  their  chil- 
dren's good  work  of  the  year.  Promotions'  were 
announced.  The  new  promotion  cards  were  much 
admired. 
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March  17  th — A  half-holiday  in  honour  of  Ire- 
land's glorious  saint. 

March  22nd — Our  dear  Mother  Emilie's  funeral. 
His  Excellency  Most  Reverend  J.  T.  McNally,  D.D., 
celebrates  the  Requiem  Mass.  We  form  a  guard 
of  honour  as  the  funeral  procession  passes  through 
the  grounds,  bidding  a  last  farewell  to  this  beloved 
religious. 

March  31st — Reverend  Father  Ronan  favours 
us  with  a  visit,  and  gives  a  much  appreciated  choral 
lesson. 

April  2nd — Mr.  Austin  and  hii9  choir  of  boys 
again  delight  us  with  a  most  enjoyable  programme 
of  music. 

April  7th — The  Select  Choir  was  honoured  by 
the  presence  of  Mrs.  H.  Lovering  and  Mrs.  Giddens, 
who  kindly  gave  their  criticisms  before  the  final 
competition. 

April  8th — The  Choral  Competition!  A  happy 
though  exciting  day,  and  our  efforts  ol  the  past 
months  are  crowned  with  succesis.  After  hearing 
the  renditions  of  the  Select  Choirs  from  Toronto 
and  Niagara  Falls,  we  feel  that  it  is  a  miracle  of 
good  fortune  that  the  cup  has  come  to  us  for  a 
year.  Our  sincere  thanks  and  appreciation  to  our 
kind  hostesses  for  their  hospitality!  Aliso  con- 
gratulations to  our  conductor.  Miss  Margaret  Nelli- 
gan,  and  our  accompanist.  Miss  Beverly  Barnes. 

May  3rd — At  our  monthly  Crusade  meeting  we 
are  entertained  with  an  enjoyable  programme  of 
music  given  by  three  of  the  junior  pupils,  Misses 
Marjorie  Cochrane,  Louise  Hart-Smith,  Aileen  Mc- 
Nally. 

May  4th — To-day  we  welcome  our  beloved  Mo- 
ther-General to  our  school  with  a  reception.  Later 
we  have  the  honour  of  being  presented  to  her,  after 
which  she  gives  us  an  inspiring  talk. 

May  29th — Graduation  night,  so  long  anticipat- 
ed, becomes  at  last  a  reality.  It  is  the  sixty-eighth 
graduation  from  our  school.  We  are  honoured  this 
year  with  the  presence  of  His  Excellency,  Most 
Reverend  J.  T.  MciNally,  D.D.  His  Excellency  pre- 
sents the  medals  and  scholarships.  In  his  well- 
chosen  addreTs,  he  warns  the  graduates  that  as 
well  as  the  good  things  of  life  they  must  expect 
to  meet  with  "trials  and  vicissitudes,"  and  urges 
each  one  to  live  her  life  "as  a  challenge  to  its  end, 
and  when  that  end  comes  say,  'Welcome  friend.'  " 
The  following  is  this  year's  prize  list: 
Loretto  Scholarship,  open  to  pupils  of  Entrance 
Class,  awarded  on  the  basis  of  academic  record, 
character  and  promise,  to  Miss  Molly  Camipbell. 

The  Sullivan  Scholarship,  value  $40,  gift  of  Dr. 
H.  J.  Sullivan,  open  to  students  of  First  Form, 
awarded  on  the  basis  of  scholastic  standing  and 
general  mierit,  to  Miss  Mary  Slimon. 

The  Frances  Harris  Memorial  Scholarship, 
founded  in  memory  of  the  late  Miss  Frances  Har- 
ris, open  to  students  of  Second  Form,  awarded  on 
the  basis  of  academic  record  and  character,  to  Miss 
Helen  Dillo.n. 

Loretto  Alumnae,  Hamilton,  Scholar-ship,  open 
to  matriculants  of  Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  who 
proceed  to  the  Upper  School  course,  awarded  on 
the  results  of  the  deipartmental  examinations  for 
June,  1931  and  193  2,  to  Miss  Eleanor  Randall. 

The  Mary  Ward  Scholarship,  value  SI  50  per 
year  for  each  year  of  the  University  course,  open 
to  Upper  School  candidates  throughout  Ontario, 
who    register    for    their    degree    work    at    Loretto 
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Abbey  College,  University  of  Toronto,  awarded 
on  the  results  of  the  Upper  School  examination, 
June,  1932,  to  Miss  Viola  Lynch. 

Loretto  Music  Scholarship,  for  highest  standing 
in  theory  of  music,  awarded  on  the  results  of  the 
Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music  midnsiumimer  ex- 
aminations, 1932,  to  Miss  Yvonne  Mahoney. 

The  Mclntyre  Scholarship,  the  gift  of  Mrs.  H.  J. 
Mclntyre,  for  highest  standing  in  Entrance  Class 
at  St.  Joseph's  Separate  School  for  193  2,  awarded 
to  Miss  Jeanne  Quinn. 

Gold  Croiss  for  Senior  Christian  Doctrine  Class, 
the  gift  of  the  Reverend  A.  J.  Leyes,  awarded  to 
Miss  Norma  Santos. 

Silver  Cross  for  Junior  Christian  Doctrine  Class, 
the  gift  of  the  Very  Reverend  Dean  Cassidy,  award- 
ed  to   Miss  Anne  Doyle. 

Bronze  medal,  for  English,  the  gift  of  Hiisi  Ex- 
cellency the  Governor-General  of  Canada,  awarded 
to  Miss  Yvonne  Mahoney. 

Commercial  Diplomas  are  obtained  by:  Miss 
Catherine  Nolan,  Miss  Isabel  St.  Arnaud,  Miss 
Norma  Santos,  and  Miss  Frances  Whittaker. 

The  Choral  Claee  presents  a  delightful  pro- 
gramme of  music.  Misses  Prances  Whittaker,  Marie 
Berry,  and  Anna  Rlgby  deliver  the  salutatory,  while 
Misis  Helen  Burns,  who  has  the  honour  of  being 
class  valedictorian,  expresses  the  graduates'  appre^- 
ciation  of  the  privilege  of  being  Loretto  graduatasi. 
Other  contributors  to  the  programme  are:  Miss  Ma- 
jory  Hart,  A.T.C.M.;  Miss  Jessie  Stuart,  Miss  Bea- 
trice Lisson,  and  Miss  Frances  Gididens.  Mies  Mar- 
garet McDonald  Healy  conducts  the  Hamilton 
String  Orchestra.  The  soloist  in  the  "Ave  Maria 
Loretto,"  the  closing  selection  by  the  Choral  class, 
is  Miss  Beatrice  Lisson. 

Ushers  at  the  graduation  are:    Misses  George 
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Ann  Dell,  B.A.  (Hamilton);  Helen  Dore,  B.A. 
(Hamilton);  Margaret  Marks,  B.A.  (Hamiltoin) ; 
Margaret  Unger  B.A.  (Gait)  ;  Ruth  Huggins,  B.A. 
(Toronto) — all  graduateis  of  Loretto  Abbey  Col- 
lege, Univerlsity  of  Toronto. 

Members  of  the  '33  Class,  Miise  Frances  Gid- 
dens,  Miss  Helen  Burns,  Miss  Margaret  Nelligan, 
Misis  Marie  Berry,  Miss  Frances  Whittaker,  MisS) 
Anna  Rigby,  are  attended  by  the  little  Misses  Lois 
Joyce,  Patsy  Thompson,  Anne  Nelligan,  Barbara 
Jefferess,  Grace  Forsyth,  Nora  Jean  Byrnesi,  re- 
spectively,  as   flower-girls. 

May  31st — The  month  of  May  is  fittingly  closed 
with  a  procession  in  honour  of  Our  Blessed  Mother. 
Miss  Noo-ma  Santas,  representing  the  Children  of 
Mary,  crowns  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  beautiful 
ceremony  of  the  reception  of  fourteen  candidates 
into  the  Sodality  is  followed  by  Benediction  and 
an  approipriate  sermon  preached  by  Reverend  Fa- 
ther Shea. 

June  2nd^ — A  most  enjoyable  afternoon  is  spent 
at  a  luncheon  and  entertainment  given  for  the 
graduates  by  Third  and  Fourth  iforms,  at  which 
the  whole  High  School  is  present. 

June  4th — To-day  the  graduates,  guests  of  hon- 
our at  the  tea  given  annually  by  members  of  the 
Loretto  Alumnae,  Hamilton,  are  admitted  to  the 
Alumnae. 

June  14th — A  recital  of  exceptional  merit  pre- 
sented by  the  Senior  pupils.  The  following  is  the 
programme: 

Duet — March  in  F,  by  Morrison,  Misses  Jean 
Quinn  and  Eleanor  Dingledine;  The  Dreamer,  by 
Devaux,  Miss  Jane  Donald;  Sextette  from  Lucia  de 
Lammermoor,  by  Donizetti-Perrier,  Miss  Dorothy 
Stewart;  Duo — Waltz  in  A,  by  Brahms,  First  Piano 
— ^Miss  Margarite  White,  Second  Piano — Miss  Bea- 
trice Lisson;  So«ata,  Op.  49,  No.  2,  by  Beethoven, 
Miss  Eileen  Douglas;  Song — Rose  in  the  Bud,  by 
Forster,  A  Little  Coon's  Prayer,  by  Hope,  Miss  Bea- 
trice Lisson;  Spring  Song,  by  Merkel,  Miss  Teresa 
Rutherford;  Brise  Printaniere,  by  Boihm,  First 
Piano — ^Misses  Doris  Pukalski  and  Catherine  Nolan, 
Second  Piano — Misses  Elvira  De  Luca  and  Helen 
Percy;  Cherry  Blosisioms,  by  Friml,  Miss  Catherine 
Nolan;  Prelude  and  Fugue  in  G,  by  Bach,  Miss 
Jessie  Stuart;  Duo — Norwegian  Dance,  by  Grieg, 
First  Piano — ^Miss  Rosa  Parry,  Secoind  Piano — 
Miss  Betty  Thorpe;  Nocturne,  Op.  9,  No.  2,  by 
Chopin,  Miss  Betty  Thorpe;  Duet — Pomp  and  Cir- 
cumstance, by  Elgar,  Misistes  Margaret  Shields  and 
Yvonne  Mahony;  Waltz  in  A  flat,  by  Chopin,  Miss 
Margaret  Shields;  Vocal  Duet — Twilight,  by  Wil- 
son, Misses  Frances  Giddens  and  Dorothy  Stewart; 
Sleighride,  by  Tschaikowsky,  Miss  Yvonne  Mahony; 
Cujus  Animam,  by  Rossini-Kuhe,  Miss  Beatrice  Lis- 
son; Novelette,  Op.  21,  by  Schumann,  Miss  Beverly 
Barnes. 

June  15ith — The  beautiful  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi 
is  fittingly  celebrated  by  a  procession  of  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament  around  the  grounds.  We  have  the 
privilege  of  two'  Benedictions,  one  from  the  lovely 
altar  erected  on  the  lawn,  and  the  other  from  the 
chapel. 

June  20th — The  musicale  given  by  junior  stu- 
dents of  Loretto  Academy  attracted  a  large  audi- 
ence which  filled  the  school  auditorium  this  even- 
ing and  enjoyed  a  programmie  demonstrating  well- 
tutored  talent  among  the  pupils.  MaJsses  of  sum- 
mer fiowers  on  the  stage  gave  an  effective  setting 
for  the  children    all   of  whom  were  prettily  CDS'- 
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turned  in  blue,  with  red  militaTy  capes  and  cape. 

The  youthful  conductor,  eight-year-old  Master 
Dy»on  Lisson,  won  great  applause  for  hie  poise. 
Violin  selections,  vocal  numbers,  by  the  choral  class 
and  piano  solos  and  duets  were  included  on  the  pro- 
gramme, given  by  the  following:  Misses  Heten  and 
Peggy  Webb-Smith,  Mary  Fitzgerald,  Gloria  Nichol, 
Victoria  Douglas,  Eileen  McNally  Rita  GoodTow, 
Patricia  Goodrow,  Molly  Minden,  Master  Jim  Doug>- 
las.  Misses  Joan  Langsiton,  Betty  McCowell,  Marie 
Flynn,  Mary  Farrell,  Mary  Svab,  Ruth  Truscott, 
Mary  Flynn,  Betty  Dooley,  Miranda  Tonelli,  Elsie 
Lloyd,  Veronica  and  Elaine  Ellis,  Marion  Stew- 
art, Marjorie  Cochrano  Kathleen  Allen,  Master 
G.  Tonelli,  Misses  Molly  Camipbell,  Marie  Jeanette 
Flynn,  Lorraine  Flynn,  Teireisa  Fawcett,  Nancy 
Douglas,  Roborta  Slater,  Mary  Louise  Tegler,  Peiggy 
Allen,  Grace  and  Nancy  Douglas,  Margaret  Conway, 
and  Louise  Hart  Smith.  The  accompanists  were 
Miss  Beatrice  Lisson  and  Miss  Eileen  Douglas. 

June  21st — The  Junior  Closing  Exercises  were 
held.  Several  charming  choruses  and  musical  num- 
bers were  given.  The  ipromotion  lists  of  Fourth. 
Third,  Second,  and  Primary  Classes  were  read, 
and  prizes  awarded  to  the  pupils  ranking  highest 
in  each  class:  Miss  Doreen  Dyke,  Junior  Fourth; 
Miss  Louise  Hart-Smithy  Senior  Third;  Miss  Mary 
Glover,  Junior  Third;  Miss  Mary  Farrell,  Second 
Class;  Miss  Frances  Walsh,  Senior  First;  and  Miss 
Stella   Goodrow,    Junior   First. 


LORETTO  AOABEMY,  SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MICHIGAN. 

March  25th — The  Loretto  basketball  team,  to- 
gether with  several  other  teams  of  the  County  and 
Sault,  Ontario,  was  charmingly  entertained  at  a 
basketball  tournament  by  the  Public  High  School 
girls. 

April  20th — "The  Conisipirators,"  a  two-act 
comedy,  was  presented  in  Baraga  Hall  by  the 
Senior  Claiss.  The  play  proved  most  entertaining 
and  very  successful. 

April  26th,  27th,  28th — Retreat!  Reverend 
Austin  Malone,  C.S.P.,  by  his  impressive  conferen- 
ces, did  much  tO'  make  the  Retreat  the  big  success 
that  it  was. 

May  11th — The  Senior  Class  enjoyed  a  roller- 
skating  party  this  evening.  Refreshments  followed 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Sorensen,  where  Miss  Leota 
Arbic,  Senior,  assisted  the  hostess. 

May  19th — The  E.T.C.  Club  sponsored  a  dance 
at  bhe  Country  Cluib.  The  party  was  a  complete 
success,  and  everyone  had  a  most  enjoyable  time. 
May  22nd — The  business  and  professional  women 
of  the  Bowling  Club  entertained  the  graduated!  of 
Loretto  at  a  banquet  in  the  Hotel  Ojibway. 

May  26th — The  comedy,  "Love's  Stratagem," 
was  cleverly  presented  in  Ritchie  Auditorium  this 
evening.  The  cast  received  many  congratulations 
on  the  successful  interpretation  of  their  various 
parts. 

May  29th — The  mtomth  of  May  closed  with  the 
May  Procession  in  honour  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
Miss  Peggy  Simpkin,  the  captain  of  the  winning 
May  band,  crowned  the  statue  of  Our  Lady.  After 
the  procession  the  candidates  were  received  into 
the  Sodality.  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment closed  the  ceremony. 

June  2nd' — The  Senior  C'lassi  held  its  an- 
nual outing.  Hiking,  boating,  dancing  and  weiner 
roast®  made  the  party  a  most  enjoyable  one. 
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June  5  th — The  Junior  Comimercial  Class  held 
ita  annual  outing  at  Alcott  Beach. 

June  8th — The  Freshman  Class  entertained  the 
Eighth  grades  of  St.  Mary's  and  the  Academy  this 
afternoon  at  a  party  on  the  grounds.  The  hostesses 
entertained  their  guests  by  a  delightful  programme 
of   games  and   refreshments. 

June  11th — Very  Reverend  Father  Stenglein 
conducted  the  Graduation  services  in  the  Chapel 
this  afternoon,  preaching  a  most  imipressive  sermon 
on  character,  followed  by  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

June  13th — The  Senior  Class  sang  the  High 
Masi3  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Academy.  The  Mass  was 
celebrated  by  Very  Reverend  John  J.  Stenglein. 

June  13th — The  Alumnae  enitertained  the  Senior 
Class  at  a  dinner  at  the  Hotel  Ojibway.  An  enter- 
taining programme  followed  at  the  convent. 

Margaret  McEvoy,  '33. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH,  ONTARIO. 

Two  Arrow  Coaches  brought  us  on  June  2nd 
to  the  Martyrs'  Shrine,  Midland,  Ont.,  scene  of  la- 
bours and  burial  place  of  the  Martyr-Saintsi  de  Bre- 
beuf  and  Lalemant.  Several  of  the  nuns  accom- 
panied the  seventy-five  "pilgrims"  and  visited  the 
various  points  of  interest,  the  Church,  containing 
the  new  Reliquary,  the  Museum,  the  Indian  cabin 
and  the  ruins  of  the  Old  Fort,  wheire  Reverend 
Father  Lally,  S.J.,  gave  a  lecture  on  the  histori- 
cal data  connected  with  this  spot,  where  the  first 
hois'pital  and  farm  were  established  in  Ontario  in 
this  first  great  centre  of  Chrisitianity  nearly  three 
hundred  years  ago.  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  was  given  by  Reverend  Father  Simpson 
of  Guelph. 

At  the  final  musicale  of  the  season  a  varied  and 
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particularly  well-chosen  programme  wasi  presented 
by  pupils'. 

Captain  W.  H.  Bishop,  director  of  miusic  in  the 
schools,  accompanied  the  choruses,  and  during  the 
programme  Reverend  Dr.  O'Reilly  spoke  briefly. 

The  programme  follows: 

Choral  Class:  (a)  "Mornrise"  Czihulka,  (b) 
"The  Swallows  Return,"  Hadley;  piano  solo: 
"Valse  in  G  Flat,"  Chopin,  Miss  Julia  Frank;  vocal 
solo,  "Who  Is  Sylvia?"  Schubert,  Miss  Margaret 
Cheevers;  Choral  Class:  (a)  "In  a  Canoe,"  Bartho- 
lomew, (b)  "Sir  Eglamore,"  Gardiner;  two  pianos, 
duet,  "The  Witches'  Flight,"  Russell,  Mis«  Betty 
Kirby,  Miisis  Loyola  Schuett,  Miss  Julia  Frank,  Miss 
M.  McCloskey;  choral  class:  "Bridal  Chorus," 
from  "The  Rosie  Maidein,"  Cowen;  piano  solo: 
"Song  of  the  Silver  Night,"  Forsythe,  Miss-  Marie 
Barry;  vocal  solo,  "By  Bendemere's  Stt-aam,"  wordn 
by  ThomaJs'  More,  Miss  Dorothy  Harcourt;  two 
pianos,  duo:  "Prelude  in  G  Minor,"  Rachman- 
inoff, 1st  piano.  Miss  Marie  Barry.  2nd  piano. 
Miss  Alice  Hohenadel;  choral  class:  "World  of 
Praise,"  Aylward;  address  to  pupils,  by  Reverend 
Dr.  O'Reilly.     God  Save  the  King. 


SEDL.EY,  SASK. 


March  14th — While  we  were  at  Benediction  to- 
night the  wind  across  the  prairies  took  a  piece 
off  the  east  end  of  our  house.  The  parapet  is  down 
and  the  roof  of  the  porch  badly  damaged.  We 
cannot  complain  that  nothing  exciting  ever  hap- 
pens here. 

April  2nd — Reverend  Father  Carlin,  S.J.,  open- 
ed the  Holy  Year  for  us  with  Holy  Hour.  Later 
in  the  evening  Father  spent  a  recreation  hour  with 
us. 

May  13th — Maryla  Day.  All  the  school  chil- 
dren received  Holy  Communion  in  honour  of  our 
Blessed  Mother.  In  the  afternoon  fourteen  can- 
didates had  the  privilege  of  being  received  into 
the  Sodality  by  Father  Theunissein.  In  a  few 
words  Father  outlined  the  duties  of  a  Sodalist. 
After  Benediction  refreshments  were  served  by 
the  Seniors.  The  following  were  received:  Misis'es 
Flora  Bast,  Rita  Baker,  Anna  Mary  Kambeitz,  Sally 
Smith,  Louise  McCusker,  Mildred  Seiferling.  Alice 
Parent,  Magdalena  Ferner,  Clementina  Ell,  Bertha 
Metz,  Florence  Pare,  Yvette  Leslie,  and  Peter 
Klein  and  Michael  Wasylenki. 

May  22nd — Father  Carlin  paid  us  another  short 
but  welcome  visit. 

May  24th  and  25th — Our  last  holidays  before 
"exams."  We  enjoyed  them  very  much — it  rained 
all  the  time! 

May  26th — Our  annual  retreat  began  to-day. 
The  exercises  were  conducted  by  Reverend  Father 
Allen,  S.J.,  Campion  College,  Regina.  Each  con- 
ference was  followed  with  great  earnestness,  and 
due  to  Father  Allen's  instructions,  "Ikey  is  still 
on  the  job." 

May  29th — Retreat  all  over  andi  we  had  break- 
fast at  the  Convent.     We  like  that. 

May  31st — During  the  month  of  May,  bands 
under  the  protection  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto  and 
Our  Lady  of  Victory  have  been  working  hard.  To- 
day Miss  Barbara  Seiferling,  leader  of  Our  Lady 
of  Loretto  band,  crowned  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The 
winning  captains  in  the  junior  rooms — Miss  Louise 
McCusker,  Miss  Beth  Pay,  Miss  Grace  Quigley 
and  Edward  Pare, — ^placed  wreaths  at  Our  Lady's 
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feet.  The  Act  of  Consecration  was  read  by  Joseph 
Bast,  President  of  the  Boys'  Sodality. 

June  1st — We  are  glad  to  say  that  ou-  house 
has  been  repaired.  To  avoid  another  similar  catas- 
trophe, the  decoraitive  parapets  have  been  removed. 
Once  again  we  are  able  to  use  the  big  dormitory. 

June  2nd — The  Convent  girls  had  a  party  in 
honour  of  Miss  Eileen  Whelan,  who  spent  the  week- 
end with  uis. 

June  10th — Junior  French  examinations  are 
held. 

June  15th  and  17th — The  long-awaited  and 
dreaded  theory  exam^mation  dates. 

June  22nd  and  30th — We  write  what  we  know 
— ^and  perhaps  find  out  what  we  don't  know. 

Sedley  Celebration,  in  Honour  of  Reverend  Noah 
Wamke,  O.M.I. 

One  of  the  mtost  imipressive  ceremonies  ever 
witnessed  by  the  congregation  of  Our  Lady  of  Grace 
Church,  Sedley,  took  place  on  Sunday,  June  11th. 
when  Reverend  Noah  Warnke,  O.M.I. ,  celebrated 
his  first  High  Masls'  in  his  home  church. 

The  celebrant  vested  in  the  rectory  and  pre- 
ceded by  acolytes,  choir,  flower-giTls  and  clergy, 
went  in  solemn  procession  to  the  church.  At  Mass, 
Father  Warnke  was  assisted  by  his  brother.  Bro- 
ther Joseph  Warnke,  O.M.I.,  of  N.  Battleford,  a.^i 
sub-deacon,  and  Reverend  Frederick  Seiferling  of 
Regina  Cleri  Seminary  as  deacon.  Both  assistants 
are  members  of  this  parish. 

During  the  ceremony  Right  Reveirend  Monsig- 
nor  A.  J.  Janssen,  V.G.,  P.D.,  preached  a  very 
eloquent  and  touching  sermon  on  the  power  and 
dignity  of  the  priesthood  and  the  obligation  in- 
cumbent on  all  Catholics  to  respect  and  pray  for 
their  priests.  Reverend  Father  Schulte,  O.M.I., 
gave  a  short  sermon  in  German. 

After  Mass  a  dinner  was  held  in  the  library 
of  Loretto  Convent,  for  the  clergy,  relatives,  and 
intimate  friends.  Covers  were  laid  for  about  seven- 
ty guesba. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  dinner,  an  address 
to  Father  Warnke  was  read  by  Mr.  Sebastian  Froh. 
On  behalf  of  the  parish  three  little  girls.  Misses 
Kathleen  Cronan,  Rose  Phillips  and  Pauline  Giroux, 
presented  a  set  of  vestmfents. 

Father  Warnke  responded  to  the  address,  thank- 
ing the  parish  for  the  gift  and  recalling  his  early 
life  in  Sedley.  He  aliso  thanked  his  family  for  the 
many  sacrifices  they  haA  made  that  he  might  con- 
tinue his  studies.  MonSagnor  Janssen  and  Father 
Schiminowski  gave  shoft  addresses.  Among  the 
clergy  present  were  Right  Reverend  Mon^siignor 
Janssen,  Reverend  Fathers  Schiminowski,  O.M.I., 
Schulte,  O.M.I.,  and  Keohan,  of  Regina;  Reverend 
Father  Shore,  Vibank;  Reverend  Father  Sauner, 
Odessa;  Reverend  Father  Metzgar,  Kronan; 
Reverend  Father  Theunislsen,  Sedley;  Reverend 
Brother  Warnke,  O.M.I.,  N.  Battleford;  Reverend 
F.  Seiferling,  Regina. 


ST.  BRIDE'S   SCHOOL,   CHICAGO. 

The  Graduation  Exercises  were  held  on  June 
14th.  Congratulations  to  Misses  Betty  Ann  Lynch, 
and  Mary  Jane  Roman,  who  each  won  a  scholarship 
for  Loretto  Academ|y,  Woodlawn;  to  Bill  Bryar, 
who  won  scholarls'hips  to  both  De  La  Salle  and 
Mount  Carmel  High  Schools^  and  to  Joseph  Kom- 
pare,  who  won  a  two-year  scholarship  to  Mount 
Carmel,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVE.,  TORONTO. 

April  5th — Our  Select  Choir  gives  a  recital  for 
the  parents  and  friends  of  the  girls.  Their  com- 
petition numbers  and  several  hymns  make  up  a 
splendid  programme  enjoyed  by  a  large  audience. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  recital  Reverend  J.  E. 
Ronan,  Reverend  Joseph  Byrne,  C.S.P..  and  Mr.  W. 
J.  Lee,  each  gave  a  short  talk,  pointing  out  the 
benefits  of  church  music  as  a  subject  of  th"'  school 
curriculum. 

April  8th — The  great  and  much  anticipated  day 
of  the  Inter-Loretto  choral  contest  has  arrived. 
Our  congratulations  to  the  winner — the  Hamilton 
choir.  For  ourselves,  when  we  consider  that  this 
choir,  after  its  first  year's  training,  is  given  se- 
cond place,  we  have  high  hopes  for  the  future. 

After  the  competition  the  visiting  choirs  are 
entertained  by  the  Abbey  at  a  delightful  tea. 

April  12th — After  the  business  of  to-day's  Cru- 
sade meeting,  we  hear  a  debate:  Resolved  that 
the  modern  freedom  enjoyed  by  the  women  of 
to-day  is  detrimental  to  their  character.  The 
Misses  Patricia  Flood  and  Patricia  Sullivan  on  the 
negative  side,  and  the  Misses  Rita  Huntley  and 
Beryl  Black  for  the  affiirmative,  are  to  be  con- 
gratulated on  the  K.plendid  way  in  which  this 
interesting  debate  is  conducted. 

The  close  of  the  meeting  marks  the  commence- 
ment of  the  Easter  vacation,  and  is  welcomed  af- 
ter a  term  of  hard  work. 

April  24th — Back  to  school.  We  see  much  hard 
work  looming  ahead,  but  after  a  fine  vacation  we 
are  prepared  to  attack  it  vigorously. 

May  6th — The  College  Council  of  the  Student 
Sfidality  of  the  State  of  Western  New  York, 
Pennsylvania,  and  Ontario,  conducts  a  Symposium 
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in  our  auditorium:  "The  Romance  of  Holy  MasB." 
Our  Select  Choir  renders  several  hymns  during 
the  programme.  We  are  greatly  indebted  to  these 
young  men  and  women  who  in  this  short  time 
gave  us  such  an  added  appreciation  and  under- 
fitanding  of  the  Mass. 

May  11th  and  12th — Reverend  Joseph  Byiu^e, 
C.S.P.,  conducts  the  Junior  Retreat,  and^  if  we 
may  judge  by  appearances,  it  is  highly  beneficial. 

May  19th — Toi-day  Father  Byrne  gives  an  il- 
lustrated lecture  on  the  Mass,  the  vessels  used, 
and  the  vestments  worn. 

May  31st — The  beautiful  and  traditional  May 
Day  procesteion  and  the  Orowning  of  Our  Blessed 
Mother,  mark  the  close  of  May,  Mary's  month. 
The  members  of  the  Sodality  Club  carry  bouquets, 
and  each  of  the  other  girls  has  a  single  rose.  Af- 
ter an  appropriate  and  appreciated  sermon  by 
Reverend  Father  Byrne,  in  the  auditorium,  the 
white-clad  procession  makes  its  way  through  the 
grounds  and  up  to  the  chapel.  The  procession  is 
led  by  Miss  Helen  Murphy,  IC,  captain  of  the  win- 
ners of  Our  Lady  of  Victory  Teams.  In  the  chapel 
the  collective  floral  tributes  form  a  veiitable  bower 
of  our  Blessed  Mother's  shrine.  Miss  Barbara 
Young,  III.B,  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto  side,  crowns 
the  statue.  After  Benediction  the  ceremony  is 
over  for  another  year,  but  it  is  so  beautiful  that  it 
insures  for  itself  a  lasting  memory. 

June  8th — The  prospective  graduates  are  guests 
of  the  Abbey  at  a  charmingly  arranged  tea  at  Ar- 
mour Heights. 

June  9th — -To-day's  Crusade  meeting  brings  to 
a  close  our  activity  in  this  field.  A  review  of  the 
year's  accomiplishments  assures  us  that  the  so- 
ciety has  been  active. 

June  11th — The  Loretto  Abbey  College  School 
Graduates'  Club  are  hostesses  to  the  graduates-to- 
be  at  a  tea  in  their  honour.  We  are  sure  from 
various  signs  that  everyone  had  a  good  time. 

June  16  th — The  results  of  the  Crusade  elec- 
tionlg  for  the  year  1933-34  are  announced  as  fol- 
lows: President,  Miss  Margaret  Heavener;  Vice- 
President,  Miss  Evelyn  McGeough;  Secretary  Miss 
Kathleen  Shanks;  Treasurer,  Miss  Edith  Johnson- 
Senior  Captain,  Misis  Teresa  Byrne;  Junior  Cap- 
tain,  Miss   Juliette  Fortin. 

June  16th — The  Junior  Recital.  To  a  large 
audience  of  justly  iproud  parents  and  friends 
against  the  background  of  a  flower-decked  stage' 
the  youthful  performlers  gave  the  folHowinc  nro- 
gramme:  b   v  " 


Under  the  Mistletoe — Piano  Duet Rollinson 

Misses  Athol  and  Marion  Hughes. 
Crils'-Cross — (b)    The  Band  Is  Playing  Dixie 

Williamfi 

Miss  Naomi  Furlong. 
Witches'  Dance — KuHah  ....  Miss  Shirley  McCabe 

Bear  Dance — Heins Miss  Elsie  Kearney 

Marche  Militaire — Violin  Solo Williams 

Master  Jack  Hutchimson. 
Piano   Accompanist — ^Misls*   Mary   Hutchinson. 

Bee  March — (b)    Plantation   Melody Smith 

Master   Patrick  McGovern. 
Spinning  Song — MacGregor.  .  .Miss  Frances  Barry 

The  Chase — BurgmuUer    Miss   Lillian   Muir 

The  Happy   Cobbler — (b)    Indian   Drum  ...  .Davis 
Master   Paul   McGovetrn. 

The  Zoo — Williams    (b)    Waltz    Bonheur 

Miss  Margarita  Sauer. 

Tuneland — Huerter Miss  Marjorie  Holmes 

P'airy  Dance — Slater Miss  Rena  Longo 

Will  O'  the  Wisp — Jungmann  .  Miss  Edith  McGovern 
Off  to  Ipswich — Hamblen  .  .  Miss  Margaret  Lorsch 

Traumerei — Violin  Solo Schumann 

Minuet    Boccherini 

Misls  Elsie  Brigden. 
Piano    Accompanist — Miss   Mary   Hutchinson. 

Frolics — Von  Wilm Miss  Margaret  Cahley 

Song  of  the  Brook — Quigley.  .Miss  Joan  O'Sullivan 

In    Hanging    Gardens — Piano    Duet Quigley 

Misses    Margaret    Cariney    and 
Virginia  Crawford. 

Mazurka — Bohm    Master  John  Sampson 

La  Paloma — Piano  Trans.  H.  Creamer 

Miss  Emilita  Sauer 

German   Dance^ — Beethoven-Seiss    

Miss   Olive   Murphy 

Butterflies — Lege Miss  Betty  Waddell 

Tarantelle — Heller    Miss    Marcella    Costello 

God  Save  the  King. 

June  21st — The  programme  given  by  the  Grades, 
which  marks  the  close  of  their  school-year,  is  un- 
animously voted  both  delightful  and  unique.  The 
demure  and  poised  "Primary  Graduates"  and  the 
French  Songs  are  deserving  of  special  praise.  The 
programme  is  varied  by  dancing  and  several  piano 
selectionls.  Miss  Helen  Hodgins  is  accompanist 
throughout. 

June  22nd — The  Junior  High  School  holds  its 
closing  exercises  to-day.  The  school  gives  several 
choral  selections  and  Misses  Joan  O'Sullivan,  Olive 
Murphy,  and  Mary  Hutchinson  play  piano  Tiumberls'. 
The  promotion  list  is  read,  and  the  prize-winners 
announced.  The  prizes  for  highest  standiing  in 
Second  and  First  Forms  are  won  by  Miss  Mary  Cul- 
nan,  and  Miss  Juliette  Fortin  respectively.  The 
award  for  Highelst  Standing  in  Junior  Religious 
Instruction  Class  is  made  to  Miss  Olive  Murphy. 
The  prizes  for  the  Highest  Standing  for  Christian 
Doctrine  in  their  forms  are  awarded  to  Miss  Cath- 
erine Cahley,  HA;  Miss  Olive  Murphy,  II. B;  Milss 
Christina  Dinan,  I. A.;  Miss  Eileen  Kelly,  I.B.;  Mi^s 
Helen   McLaughlin,   I.C. 

Reverend  J.  E.  Roinan  conducts  the  singing. 

Reverend  R.  Prindiville,  C.S.P.,  gives  an  ad- 
dress centering  around  truth  as  it  is  made  the  basis 
of  our  Catholic  education.  He  coingratulates  the 
parentis'  on  theiir  children's  success,  and  the  girls 
themiselves  on  being  promoted,  and  on  belonging  to 
a  school  such  as;  Loretto. 

Mary  MicConvey,  Form  V. 


THE  MISSION  TRAIL. 

It  winds  among  the  hills  and  through  the  valleys, 
It   wanders    over   mountain-top    and    plain, 

It  pushes  slowly,  siurely,   through   the  jungle — 
That  ('HRLST  THE  KING  m.ay  spread  His  glori- 
ous  reign. 

But  what  of  him  who  treads  its  lonely  by-ways, 
Yes,  what  of  him,   his   promise   not  to   fail, 

Of  him   who  takes   his   cross  and   follows  Jesus, 
In  quest  of  souls  along   the   Mission  Trail? 

So  many  soldiers,  yet  how  small  the  army 

That  fights  to   soothe,    to   comfort  and   to  save! 

Their    courage — men    who    gladly    give    their    life- 
blood 
To  teach  the  heathen  and  to  free  the  slave. 

They  have  to  fight  to  keep  this  Pa'-s  to  Heaven — 
But  not  with  flaming  sword  nor  crimsoned  flail, 

'Tis  steadfast  faith,  and  hope  and  Christ-like  pity 
That  win  the  way — along  the  Mission  Trail. 

Beryl   Black,   Form   IV., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 

Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 

For  the  Feast  o£  Christ  the  Ki,ng, 
October   29th,   1933. 
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Loretto  Abbey  (of  the  Holy  Family),  founded  1847.  Armour  Heights,  Toronto.  Mother  House  and  Novitiate  of  the  I.B.V.M. 
in  America.  School  for  resident  and  non-resident  pupils.  Complete  course  from  Kindergarten  to  Honour  Matriculation, 
University  of  Toronto.     Music,   Art,  Commercial  Subjects,  Athletics,  etc.     Convents,  14.     Separate  and  Parochial  Schools,  29. 
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Loretto  High  School  (of  Our  Lady  of  Good  Counsel).  1892. 
Englewood,  Chicago.  Accredited  to  the  University  of  Illi- 
nois and  North  Central  Association  of  Secondary  Schools. 
College  Preparatory,  Normal  Preparatory.  Commercial  Sub- 
jects:  Music,   Art,   Athletics,   etc. 


Loretto  Academ>  oi  me  Immaculate  Conception),  1856. 
Guelph,  Ontario.  High  School  for  resident  and  non-resi- 
dent   pupils.      Music,    Art,    Athletics,    etc. 
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Loretto  Academy  (of  the  Assumotion  of  the  B.V.M  ) 
1878.  Stratford,  Ontario.  High  School  for  resident  and 
non-resident    pupils.      Music,    Art,    Athletics,    etc. 


Loretto  Academy  (of  the  Blessed  Sacrament),  1861.  Niagara 
Falls,  Ontario.  For  resident  and  non-resident  pupils. 
Lower,  Middle  and  Upper  School  Courses.  Matriculation 
for  U.  of  T.  and  Regents  of  N.Y.  State.  Music,  Art,  Ath- 
letics,  etc. 


Loretto  Academy    (of  Mater  Admirabills),    1865.      Hamilton, 
Ontario.    For  resident  and  non-resident  pupils.    Kindergar 
ten   to   Honour   Matriculation   for    U.    of   T.      Music,    Art, 
Athletics. 


Lcretto  Academy  (of  Our  Lady  of  Victory).  1896.  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Mich.  Elementary  and  High  School  for  resident 
and  non-resident  pupils.  Accredited  to  the  University  of 
Michigan.    Commercial  subjects.  Music,  Art,  Athletics,  etc. 


iWarp,  in  America  18474933 


Loretto  Academy 

(of  the  Imma- 
culate Concep- 
t  i  o  n),  19  0  5. 
Woodlawn,  Chi- 
cago. For  resi- 
dent and  non- 
resident pupils. 
Accredited  to  the 
University  of  Il- 
linois and  North 
Central  Associa- 
tion of  Second- 
ary Schools.  Col- 
lege Preparatory, 
Normal  Prepara- 
tory, Commercial 
Subjects,  Music, 
Art,  Athletics, 
etc. 


St  Bride's  Convent   (of  Our  Lady  of  Peace).     1920.     Resi- 
dence for  Sisters  teaching  In  Parochial  School.    Music,  etc. 


ill     Ml  II 11 .11. 13    lii 
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Loretto  Convent  (of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel).  1921. 
Sedley,  Saskatchewan.  Boarding  School  for  Girls.  Com- 
plete Public  and  High  School  Courses  as  prescribed  by  the 
Department  of  Education  of  Saskatchewan.  Music  (Tor- 
onto Conservatory),  Athletics,   etc. 


Loretto  Abbey  College  and  Schools  (of  the  Holy  Angels). 
1915.  Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto.  Catholic  Women's  Col- 
lege of  the   University  of   Toronto,   through   St.  Michael's. 

Excellent  Residence  Accommodation.     All  University  Acti- 
vities.    Preparatory  School,  High  School,  School  of  Steno 
graphy,  Music,  Art,  Athletics,  etc. 


St.  Cecilia's  Convent  (of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help). 
192C.  Toronto.  Residence  for  Sisters  in  St.  Cecilia's  School. 
Day  school  for  little  girls.     Music. 


Loretto  Convent  (of  the  Sacred  Heart).  1926.  Sioux  Look- 
out, Ontario.  Residence  for  Sisters  in  Separate  School. 
Music,  Social  Service,  etc. 


L  o  retto  Branch 
Novitiate  (of  Our 
Lady,  Queen  of 
the  Holy  Rosary), 
1927.    Chicago. 


Loretto    Convent    (of 

Regina  Angelorum). 
1932.  Regina,  Sas- 
katchewan. R  e  s  1- 
dence  for  Sisters. 
Social   Service,   etc. 


HIS   EMINENCE    GEORGE    CARDINAL    MUNDELEIN. 

Cardinal  Priest  of  the  Title  of  St.  Marj'  of  the  People. 
Archbishop  of  Chicago. 
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^\)t  episcopal  diutiilee  of  ^is  eminence  Carbinal  JWunbelein 


TXrilAT   ])()nii)   and    |)a<>'eaiitry   shall    desi^- 
*  ^         nate 

Our  Cardinal  Archbishop's  Jubilee, 
To  note  from  dawn  of  his  EjMscopate 
The  twenty-five  revolvinp; 
years  since  he 
With     mitre     crowned,     the 
erozier  first  assumed? 
'Twere    meet    that    fitting 
tribute   should   exi)ress 
Accomplishment  of  all   that 
hopeful  loomed 
Ou  that  great  day's  hori- 
zon, Ayhich  we  bless 
With    thankful    hearts,    this 
memorable  year. 
Ay,    more   than    cherished 
hopes  that  one  could  build 
Without   the   shadow   of   al- 
ternate fear 
Have    long   ere   this   been 
brilliantly  fulfilled. 
Prom  sea  to  sea  our  Cardi- 
nal's great  name 
Is  known  and  honoured,   while   his   mighty 
deeds 
And  onward  progress  everywhere  proclaim 

His  ready  sympathy  with  present  needs. 
What  pomp  and  pageantry  shall  we  then  call 
To  do  our  bidding  for  this  Jubilee, 


CARDINAL  MUNDELEIN,  whom,  be- 
cause of  the  bond  that  unites  Loretto 
Houses,  we  may  all  call  our  Cardinal, 
has  issued  to  the  Clergy  and  Faithful  of 
the  Archdiocese  of  Chicago,  a  letter  in 
which  he  announces  that  on  September 
21st  he  begins  the  twenty-fifth  year  of  his 
episcopate.  He  speaks  of  the  time  of  stress 
and  worry  through  which  his  people  have 
passed,  and  of  the  black  cloud  of  depres- 
sion still  hanging  over  the  parishes,  and 
asks  that  none  of  the  usual  gifts,  testi- 
monials, and  receptions  that  have  marked 
such  occasions  in  the  past,  be  given  to 
him.  Yet  he  does  ask  of  every  man, 
woman,  and  even  the  children  of  the  Arch- 
diocese, a  gift  of  great  value,  a  gift  than 
which  no  greater  has  ever  come  to  a 
Bishop  in  the  centuries  that  are  past. 
It  is  that  some  time  within  the  year,  from 
September  to  September,  a  Mission  be  held 
in  every  parish,  and  that  every  Catholic 
be  asked  to  make  the  Mission,  together 
with  the  members  of  his  family,  that  none 
be  missing,  so  that  on  the  Jubilee  day  all 
may  unitedly  stand  at  the  altar,  all  in 
God's  grace,  all  members  of  one  great 
family,  one  in  a  public  profession  of  faith 
and  loyalty  to  our  Church  and  our  spiri- 
tual leaders:  united  before  Christ  in  our 
tabernacles  even  as  one  day  we  hope  to 
stand  before  His  Throne  in  Heaven.  Car- 
dinal Mundelein  says  that  to  know  that 
a  united  prayer  of  thanksgiving  ascends 
from  the  million  hearts  of  his  priests  and 
people,  who  have  just  passed  through  the 
purifying  process  of  a  Mission  and  re- 
newed their  pledge  of  love,  loyalty  and 
devotion  to  God  and  His  Church,  is  like 
a  foretaste  of  Heaven,  and  almost  a  pro- 
mise of  eternal  happiness  in  the  world  to 
come. 


To    honour   this   distinguished   festival 
AVitli  reverence  and  due  solemnity? 
Througiiout  the  "\  ast  archdiocese,  'twould  seen. 
8omethii\g  ui!i)aralleled  we  shouM  rrsay. 

To    offer    to    His    Eminence 
what  we  deem 
Befitting  a  significant  dis- 
play. 
Shall  we   then   proffer  gifts 
that    emulate 
The  famous  wealth  of  Or- 
mus  and  of  Ind? 
Shall  there  be  banqueting  or 
feasts  of  state 
With    gonfalons    a-flaunt- 
ing  in  the  wind? 
Shall  the  great  city's  jmblic 
thoroughfares 
Give    recognition    worthy 
of  the  cause? 
Shall  full  oblivion  of  heavy 
cares 
Bring   selfish   interests   to 
a  steady  pause? 
No,  No!  emphatically  rings  throughout 
The  whole  archdiocese j  the  echo  rolls 
From  jiarlsh   unto  ])arish ;  a  glad  shout 

Of  unison  fioats  up  from  myriad  souls! 
The   echo   first   of  but  a    single   voice 
In  words  that  rival  prophecies  of  old — 
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Words   that    should   make   wide    Christendom 
rejoice, 
When  they  far-reaching  o'er  the   earth  are 
told ! 

True  she])herd  of  his  sheep,  the  Cardinal 

Their  interests  eo^nsiders,  not  his  own ; 
And  fear  of  cloud-o'ershadowed  festival 

Brings  inspiration  on  which  light  has  shone. 
"My  people  are  depressed,"  he  says  in  grief; 

His  heart  goes  out  to  them  in  sym})athy ; 
He  takes  not,  but  he  offers  true  relief 

For  celebration  of  his  Jubilee. 
In  seeking  tirst  God's  kingdom,  well  he  knows 

That  all  things  else  are  added  thereuaito : 
A   spiritual  benetit  he   chose 

To  reach  beyond  a  merely  favoured  few. 
'^Maj  people!"  mean  the  thronging  multitude, 

The  entire  families  in  every  church 
Throughout  the  diocese;  and  every  good 


Accruing  from  this  penetrating  search 
Goes  out  to  all  Avho,  contrite  and  sincere, 

Will  make  a  Mission — this  the  sole  request 
To  sanctify  the  coming  Jubilee  year. 

Thus  does  the   Cardinal  but  manifest 
Ilis  views  of  national  recovery. 

Selfless,  he  stands  in  action,  not  in  dreams', 
A  beacon  on  the  world's  tempestuous  sea. 

Casting   afar   its    life-preserving   beams. 

May  union   of  a   million  hearts   be   found, 

As  hopefully  glides  on  this  festal  year. 
If  one  Avith  God,  and  to  each  other  bound. 

The  Cardinal's  people  will  have  nought  to 
fear. 
May  grace  touch  every  soul  beneath  his  sway, 

May  union  at  the  Heavenly  Banquet  be. 
As  he  desires,  that  memorable  day, 

The  crowning  action  of  his  Jubilee! 

— M,D.B.,  I.B.V.M. 
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Canabian  Jfeberation  of  Catljolir  Conbent  Alumnae 

FIRST  BIENNIAL  CONVENTION,  OTTAWA,  SEPTEMBER  14th  AND  15th.  1933. 

A  N  address  given  by  His  Excellency,  Most 
-^  ^  Reverend  Andrea  Cassulo,  D.D.,  Apostolic 
Delegate  to  Canada  and  Newfoundland,  at  the 
recent  convention  of  Canadian  Catholic  Con- 
vent Alumnae,  in  Ottawa,  expressed  in  ardent 
language  the  central  ideal  of  the  organization 
and  the  hopes  which  the  Church  in  Canada 
places  in  its  activity. 

To  the  reception  in  his  honour,  at  the  Glou- 
cester Street  Convent  of  the  Congregation  de 
Notre  Dame,  on  the  afternoon  of  Thursday, 
September  14th,  the  Apostolic  Delegate  came 
with  His  Excelle^ncy,  Most  Reverend  J.  G. 
Forbes,  Archbishop  of  Ottawa,  to  say  an  offi- 
cial word  to  the  assembled  alumnae.  He  spoke 
in  both  French  and  English.  His  manner  was 
so  cordial  and  heartfelt,  that  it  was  evident 
that  he  took  genuine  pleasure  in  this  occasion 
c-n  which  he  could  so  happily  voice  the  very 
special  message  given  him  by  the  Holy  Father 
on  coming  to  Canada.  "Unite  them;  all,"  the 
Holy  Father  had  said,  "in  Catholic  Action,  as 
well  as  in  prayer  at  the  foot  of  the  altar." 
This  message,  said  His  Excellency,  embodied 
what  he  himself  -now  expressed:  the  general 
hope  of  the  Hierarchy  in  Canada,  that  this  or- 
ganization of  convent-trained  women,  gathered 
from  coast  to  coast  of  Canada,  would  be  a 
means  of  establishing  an  ever  better  under- 
sta«ding  and  co-operation  among  her  people 
of  varying  descent.  Those  longer  in  Canada, 
those  for  two  or  three  or  four  generations  of 
the  soil,  realizing  that  whatever  their  native 
origin,  they  were  all  now  one  in  being  both 
Catholics  a-nd  Canadians,  would  form  a  body 
that  would  assimilate  more  recent  comers  and 
promote  the  feeling  of  corporate  interest. 


HIS  EXCELLENCY,  MOST  REVEREND  ANDREA 
CASSULO,    D.D. 

Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada  and  Newfoundland. 


After  the  speech  of  Madame  Charles  Fre- 
mont, Quebec,  which  he  seemed  to  feel  had 
touched  the  right  note,  he  again  rose  enthusi- 
astically and  recalled  how  in  the  East  the 
spectacle  of  bishops  and  priests  of  the  various 
rites,  so  different  in  details  and  accide-ntals, 
yet  one  in  their  allegiance  to  the  Holy  See,  pre- 
sented a  graphic  picture  of  the  Catholic 
Church.    It  is  the  glory  of  unity  in  variety. 

It  was  this  very  aspect  of  the  greatest  gath- 
ering of  Catholics  our  day  has  witnessed,  the 
Euchariistic  Congress  at  Dublin  last  year,  that 
so  stirred  to   a   pitch   of  enthusiasm  the   elo- 
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quenec  of  Mr.  G.  K.  Chesterton.  There,  he 
says,  he  saw  what  he  had  never  thoug-ht  or 
hoped  to  see ;  for  instance,  the  feathers  of  a 
full-blooded  Indian  chief  above  the  conven- 
tional black  and  the  Roman  collar  of  a  Catho- 
lic priest,  or  the  figure  of  an  Eastern  prelate 
in  robes  so  strange  a-nd  unfamiliar  that  it 
seemed  almost  uncanny  —  yet  their  wearer 
chatted  pleasantly  with  the  writer  in  easy  cul- 
tured English.  All  these  people  of  every  tribe 
and  nation  and  tongue,  unlike  m  every  con- 
ceivable detail,  in  national  traits  and  customs, 
in  dress,  and  speech,  and  man-ner,  were  all  one 
in  religious  faith.  It  was  the  vivid  conscious- 
ness of  this  that  gave  to  these  vast  gatherings 
the  ease  and  the  dignity  of  a  gracious  family 
gathering.  Everyone  felt  happy  and  at  home. 
And  it  was  a  family  gathering — of  the  great 
human   family   cf    Holy   Mother    Church. 


It  is  just  this  sense  of  being  one  that  our 
spiritual  leaders  would  foster  in  our  Catholic 
Action. 

The  Canadian  Federation  of  Catholic  Con- 
vent Alumnae  was  founded  with  a  view  to 
bringing  into  communication  the  various  alum- 
nae associations.  Its  plan  is  to  secure  united 
effort  and  yet  to  leave  each  association  free 
to  pursue  its  special  aims.  The  Federation  is 
bilingual,  and  its  constitution  specifies  PVench 
and  English  representation  on  its  board. 

The  present  officers  are :  Mrs.  M.  J.  Lyons, 
Ottawa,  President;  Madame  Charles  Fremont, 
Quebec,  French  Vice-President ;  Mrs.  Harry  T. 
Roesler,  Toronto,  English  Vice-President;  Miss 
Beatrice  Bray  and  Miss  Kathleen  Teaffe, 
French  and  English  Secretaries;  Mrs.  E.  P. 
Kelly,  Toronto,  Treasurer,  and  the  Governors 
of  Provincial  Chapters. 


OCTOBER. 

(Suggested  by  the  intention  of  this  month:     Devo- 
tion to  Our  Guardian  Angels) 

The  trees  in  the  orchard 

With  fruit  are  bending  down, 
The  leaves  are  dyeing  their  dresses 

To  red,  and  gold,  and  brown. 
Foir  autumn   winds  are  calling, 

Over  hill  and  dale, 
To  the  children  of  the  forest, 

"Come,  before  the  snow  and  hail." 

My  Guardian  Angel  calls  me  too. 

From   every  danger  nigh ; 
Leaves  answer  call  of  sun  and  wind, 

I,   my  Guide   from  on   high. 

Mary  Ryan,  Form  II., 
Loretto  Academy, 
Guelph,  Ontario. 
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Blessing  of  the  Corner-Stone:      The  temporar>'  altar  on  the  grounds;   the  speakers  of  the  occasion, 
His  Excellency  Bishop  McNally,   and  Right  Reverend    Monsignor    Blair;     "O    Salutaris    Hostia." 


/^NE  day  early  in  July  of  this  year  there 
^-"^  appeared  in  the  columns  of  the  Hamilton 
"Spectator"  a  little  editorial,  "The  New  Lor- 
etto."  It  speaks  eloquently  of  the  work  and 
the  education  it  commends;  yes — and  Ave  think 
that  it  speaks  eloquently,  too,  for  the  writer 
and  the  paper,  in  the  fine  appreciation  of  some 
of  the  better  thing's  of  life  that  a  thoughtless 


rushing  world  has  forgotten — the  present  de- 
pression and  distress  are  teaching  us  with  what 
results. 

The  New  Loretto. 

"Not  since  the  depression  hit  the  city  has 
IlamiltO'n  received  such  inspiring  news  as  that 
Avhich  greeted  it  on  Saturday.     The  new  Lor- 
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etto  Academy  should  remain  in  the  memories 
of  the  present  generation  as  the  symjbol  of  the 
recovery.  The  Sisters  of  Loretto  have  demons- 
trated their  faith  in  the  future  of  the  city  and 
of  the  Dominion  by  a-n  act  whose  drama  has 
perhaps  eluded  them.  It  is  a  brave  thing',  tips, 
for  the  trail-blazer  is  always  brave.  If,  and 
economists  say  it  is  a  conservative  estimate, 
half  the  money  spent  on  construction  work 
finds  its  way  into  pay-envelopes,  the  new  build- 
ing will  mean  not  only  that  $200,000  is  to  find 
its  way  into  general  circulation,  but  merchants 
will  benefit  to  a  considerable  exte-nt.  One  of 
the  problems  which  is  now  finding  solution  is 
the  melting  of  frozen  assets,  the  turning  of 
money  as  a  stream  into  the  chanaiels  of  trade. 
Flowing,  it  creates  new  capital,  for  capital, 
like  crops,  has  to  be  constantly  recreated. 
Business  must  be  busy. 

"The  Sisters  of  Loretto  have  avoided  the 
craze  to  throw  everything  open  to  the  public 
gaze.  There  is  a  charm  in  .seclusion  a-nd  a  rest- 
fulness  whose  value  a  rushing  world  has  for- 
gotten, and  now  knows  nothing  of,  conscious 
o-nly  of  an  indefinable  lack.  That  subtle  im- 
pression a  place  gives,  called  atmosphere,  may 
arouse  our  highest  feelings  or  our  worst,  and 
it  is  well  that  we  should  try  to  preserve  those 
which  draw  out  our  best  thoughts.  The  new 
Loretto  academy  is  to  vie  in  modernity  with 
the  best  in  secondary  schools.  Science  and  art 
are  to  be  joined  to  scholarship,  and  the  needs 
of  the  marts  are  .not  to  be  overlooked.  But  it 
is  not  modernity,  of  which  every  high  school 
can  boast,  that  will  give  Loretto  Academy  its 
real  value.  It  is  the  spirit  of  repose  and  beauty 
that  dwells  behind  the  walls  and  lays  its  fin- 
gers on  the  heart  of  the  girl  who  studies  there 
that  she  Avill  longest  remember.  Prom  calm- 
ness comies  poise  and  poise  increases  feminine 
charm." 


Blessing  of  the   Corner-Stone. 

(Hamilton  Spectator,  Sept.  18). 

"An  important  addition  to  the  educatio-nal 
institutions  of  Hamilton  was  marked  yesterday 
(Sunday,  September  17th),  when,  with  pic- 
turesque ceremony,  the  corner-stone  of  the  new 
buildings  of  Loretto  Academy  was  laid.  Bril- 
liant sunshine  filled  the  grounds  and  lovely 
gardens  of  the  Academy  where  the  affair  took 
place  at  three  o'clock.  Parents,  pupils,  ex- 
pupils,  sisters  of  the  community  from  Hamil- 
ton and  elsewhere,  as  well  as  a  large  repre- 
sentation of  priests,  were  present.  A  tempor- 
ary altar  was  erected  immediately  to  the  left 
of  the  corner-stone  (where  Benediction  con- 
cluded the  services),  flying  the  Papal  colours 
of  yellow  and  white.  The  blue  of  Loretto  was 
reflected  in  the  ban-ners  which  bade  the  visit- 
ors welcome,  and  large  Union  Jacks  fluttered 
in  the  afternoon  breeze.  A  procession,  headed 
by  a  cross-bearer,  wended  its  way  through  a 
guard  of  honour  formed  of  Loretto  students 
to  the  altar,  Avhere,  after  preliminary  prayers. 
His  Excellency,  Right  Reverend  J.  T.  McNally, 
D.D.,  attended  by  Right  Reverend  Monsignor 
Blair,  Toronto;  Reverend  W.  A.  Beninger,  C.R., 
of  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Reverend  Dr.  Ryan  and 
other  priests,  clad  in  rich  white  vestments,  per- 
formed the  ceremo-ny  of  the  lajdng  of  the  cor- 
ner-stone. Monsignor  Blair  addressed  the  ga- 
thering. It  was  an  important  occasion  in  the 
city's  history.  Father  Blair  ,said.  There  had 
never  been  a  time  in  the  world's  history  when 
the  Christian  educatio.n  of  youth  was  of  such 
importance.  The  economic  depression  and  its 
resultant  misery  had  caused  many  to  turn 
aside  from  God  and  to  set  up  wrongful  influ- 
ences. No  one  knew  exactly  what  had  brought 
about  to-day's  desperate  conditions,  nor  ex- 
actly the  measures  necessary  to  alleviate  them. 


LORETTO     RAINBOW 


10 


One  thing  was  certain,  however,  he  declared — 
that  it  was  necessary  for  man  to  turn  to  God 
— to  give  Ilim  His  real  place. 

The  world's  v/ealth  had  drifted  into  the 
hands  of  a  few,  and  there  had  never  ])een  such 
universal  poverty  before.  Many  were  inclined 
to  lay  the  blame  upon  God  and  religion.  To- 
day there  were  schools  where  the  doct--ines  of 
irreligion  were  taught- — so  that  a  new  genera- 
tion would  rise  up  without  the  knowledge  of 
God.  The  Catholic  Church,  however,  was  a 
stro-ng  influence  in  combating  this  state  of  af- 
fairs, and  one  found  the  devoted  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  Church  caring  for  the  sick 
and  aged,  the  infirm  and  helpless,  as  well  as 
devoting  their  lives  to  the  education  of  youth. 

Praised  Sisters  of  Loretto. 

The  Sisters  of  Loretto  had  assumed  a  heavy 
obligation  in  attempting  construction  of  an  ad- 
ditional wing  to  the  school — and  fathers  and 
mothers  of  children  should  stand  behind  them, 
ready  to  assist.  The  old  building  had  outlived 
its  usefulness,  and  in  order  to  efficiently  carry 
on  their  task  of  Christian  education,  they  had 
had  to  undertake  construction  of  the  new  wing. 
By  many  they  would  be  criticized  for  this  for- 
ward move  in  these  times.  Just,  said  Monsig- 
nor  Blair,  as  was  Bishop  McNally  for  building 
the  >new  Cathedral.  And  yet  the  cathedral 
would  be  the  finest  of  its  kind  in  all  America 
— most  complete  and  wholly^  artistic — ^^and  in 
beauty,  unequalled. 

It  was  only  by^  the  devoted  effort  of  the 
nuns  that  the  new  wing  of  Loretto  was  made 
possible,  he  said.  And  their  sacrifice, 
with  its  attendant  heavy  financial  re- 
sponsibility, was  for  the  benefit  of  the  children. 
Monsignor  Blair  appealed  to  parents  for  the 
loyal  support  of  Loretto  and  congratulated 
the  Sisters  on  their  courage^ — for  theirs  was  a 


work  performed  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
salvation  of  souls. 

Comer-Stone  Laid. 

Bishop  McNally,  following  the  blessing  of 
the  corner-stone,  and  solemn  Benediction  at 
which  he  officiated,  added  his  words  of  praise 
and  counsel  to  those  of  Monsignor  Blair,  and 
expressed  his  own  satisfaction  and  thanksgiv- 
ing for  what  had  taken  place.  No  one  was 
better  fitted  to  speak  of  the  ladies  of  Loretto 
than  was  the  Monsignor,  who  had  been  trained 
as  a  child  at  their  knee — and,  as  did  all  their 
pupils,  remembered  them  with  affection  and 
gratitude  and  admiration. 

The  undertaking,  said  His  Excellency,  had 
not  been  begun  without  serious  reflection  and 
appeal  to  God.  Thinking  people  would  realize 
that  it  meant  decades  of  sweat  and  blood,  cor- 
poral and  spiritual,  to  its  founders.  Genera- 
tions of  labour,  penury,  self-denial  and  sacri- 
fice were  involved— that  this  work  might  be 
begun.  All  religious  institutions  represented 
similar  hardships  in  their  beginnings. 

Education,  he  said,  was  properly  spoken  of 
as  the  development  of  the  complete  creature 
— the  mian,  in  soul  and  body.  Complete-ness 
did  not  exist  without  religion.  Education  had 
for  its  end  the  formation  of  man  in  the  divine 
image,  of  which  Christ  was  the  example.  Reli- 
gion and  a  religious  atmosphere  were  the  na- 
tural mediums  of  education.  Bishop  McNally 
urged  the  whole-hearted  support  of  the  Sisters 
of  Loretto  in  their  effort. 

In  one  country  God  and  all  religion  had 
been  abandoned — and  the  ideals  of  heart  a«id 
conscience  replaced  by  prison,  torture  and 
death.  Even  the  most  wild-eyed  communist 
must  admit  this  system  to  be  more  baneful  than 
the  religion  which  they  describe  to  their  dupes 
as  **the  opium  of  the  people."   The  school  was 
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REVEREND    C.   W.    JAMES. 

Our  sincere  congratulations  and  best  wisheiS  go 
to  Reverend  Father  C.  W.  James,  for  the  past  nine 
years  Vice-President  of  the  Catholic  Church  Ex- 
tension Society  of  Canada,  and  a  valued  member 
of  the  staff  of  the  "Catholic  Register,"  on  his 
appointment  as  Rector  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  Tor- 
onto. This  old,  histoiric  parish  presents  a  fertile 
field  for  the  priestly  zeal  and  devotion  to  the 
cause  of  Christ  that  conspicuously  distinguish 
Father  James. 

made  by  the  teacher — and  the  Sisters  of  Lor- 
etto  were  cultured,  enlightened  educators, 
fitted  for  the  training'  of  "those  little  ones" 
God  so  loved. 

Religion  in  Schools. 

If,  as  it  was  admitted,  illiteracy  was  harm- 
ful to  the  state,  how  much  more  so  was  irreli- 
gion  and  vice.  The  corrupt  man  was  more 
dangerous  to  the  state  than  the  ignorant  man 
— and  a  man  could  not  be  a  criminal  without 
fir.st  being  a  sinner.  Schools  must  place  reli- 
gion first  if  they  would  achieve  their  function. 
Religion  created  virtue — and  built  character, 
a-nd  formed  a  rule  of  conduct.  Concluding, 
Bishop  McNally  asked  God's  blessing  on  the 
undertaking,  that  "the  new  addition  would  in- 
crease and  multiply  the  efficacy  of  this  old  and 
valued  institution." 


Mayor  Peebles  Present. 

Mayor  Peebles  was  present  at  the  ceremon3^ 
AmO'Ug  the  clergy  noticed  were:  Reverend 
Fathers  J.  F.  Ilinchey,  D.  J.  Curtis,  B.  W.  Har- 
rigan,  Reverend  Dr.  J.  F.  Ryan,  Reverend  V. 
Shea,  Very  Reverend  Dean  G.  L.  Cassidy, 
Reverend  W.  Hawkins,  Reverend  W.  B.  Mayer, 
C.R.,  Reverend  W.  Nolan,  Reverend  Father  Ne- 
vills.  Reverend  J.  J.  Flahave-n  and  Reverend 
Father  Sullivan. 

The  new  wing  consists  of  some  fourteen 
rooms,  including  class-rooms,  gymnasium,  din- 
ing-room, cafeteria,  science  room,  and  recrea- 
tion  room." 


The  Community  of  Loretto  thanks  all  its 
friends^^reverend  clergy,  parents,  and  pupils 
— ^who  honoured  by  their  ])resence  this  happy 
occasion. 

Together  with  clergy  and  teachers,  parents 
realize  all  the  more  potently  to-day  the  need 
of  giving  their  children  a  thoroughly  religious 
and  moral  educatio^n,  and  that  the  personal 
ijacrifices  and  jirivations  this  may  require,  are 
ami)ly  repaid  by  the  happy  result  of  seeing 
their  children  growing  up  around  them,  virtu- 
ous, grateful,  and  devoted — children  who  Avill 
become  the  men  and  women  of  to-morrow,  a 
credit  to  home  and  name. 

The  Comimmiity  thanks  all  its  devoted 
friends  who  by  prayer,  by  moral  support,  and 
b.y  material  assistance,  are  co-operating  with 
the  nuns  in  this  great  work  begun  in  humble 
confidence  in  God's  providence,  that,  in  His 
Name,  through  the  years  to  come,  Loretto  may 
welcome  a-n  ever-increasing  number  of  His 
children,  to  safeguard  them  through  the  diffi- 
cult years  of  youth — the  children  of  whom 
Our  Blessed  Lord  said  "their  angels  in  heaven 
always  see  the  face  of  My  Father  Who  is  in 
heaven." 
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GIVEN  AT  THE  LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE   RE-UNION,  AUGUST,   1933. 

By  VERY  REVEREND  II.  S.  BELLISLE,  C.8.B. 

(Superior  of  St.  Michael's  College,  Toronto.) 


"//  this  great  battle  for  truth  is  to  he  won, 
we  must  have  trained  men  and  women  in  large 
numbers,  genuinely  profound  scholars.  (I  have 
been  wondering,  since  I  received  the  final  pro- 
gramme, where  the  women  are  on  your  program- 
me and  why  not  one  of  the  several  colleges  for 
women  in  this  region  is  listed  among  the  patrons 
of  this  convention.  My  advice  to  you  is  that  you 
had  better  let  the  women  in  on  this  thing,  if 
you  expect  to  accomplish  m,uch  in  the  way  of  a 
popular  movement,  even  in  philosophy.)  " 

—  (Quotation  from  speech  delivered  by  Bi&hop 
Gorman  at  a  sectional  meeting  of 
the  American  Catholic  Philosophical 
Association  held  last  June  in  San 
Firancisco). 


T  THOROUailLY  subscribe  to  the  view  so 
well  expressed  here  by  Bishop  Gorman. 
Hence  when  the  College  invited  me  to  address 
you  on  the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies,  I 
was  very  anxious  to  do  so.  Your  organization 
can  do  much  to  aid  and  assist  us  in  our  work. 
Since  St.  Michael's  began  to  function  as  a 
federated  college  within  the  University  of 
Toronto,  until  the  present,  the  resources  of 
the  College  have  been  used  to  build  up  a  staff 
and  a  library.  In  accord  with  this  policy,  em- 
inent scholars  were  brought  from  Europe  and 
attached  to  the  staff.  Professor  DeWulf,  dis- 
ciple of  Cardinal  Mercier,  regarded  then  as 
the  foremost  historia-n  of  mediaeval  philosophy 
in  the  world,  gave  his  services  to  St.  Michael's 
for  a  period  of  three  months  each  year,  until 
pressure  from  his  own  University  made  his 
continued  stay  with  us  impossible.  Sir  Ber- 
tram Windle,  known  and  respected  through- 
out the  English-speaking  world  for  his  scholar- 


ship, regarded  as  an  authority  in  science,  a 
fearless  champion  of  the  doctrines  of  the  Ca- 
tholic Church,  competent  to  speak  on  prob- 
lems touching  science  and  religion,  gave  the 
last  ten  years  of  his  life,  regarded  by  many  as 
the  most  fruitful,  to  St.  Michael's.  Monsignor 
Noel,  now  head  of  the  philosophical  institute 
at  Louvain,  also  a  disciple  of  the  great  Belgian 
Cardinal,  was  brought  to  St.  Michael's  for  a 
course  of  lectures  on  two  different  occasions. 
Father  G.  Phelan,  a  graduate  of  the  same  Uni- 
versity, holding  its  highest  award  for  scholar- 
ship, the  agrege,  carrying  with  him  the  tradi- 
tion of  this  great  Catholic  centre  of  learning 
and  culture,  was  brought  to  St.  Michael's  im- 
mediately after  his  graduation.  He  is  now 
Associate  Director  of  the  Institute  of  Mediae- 
val Studies.  Etienne  Gilson,  Professor  of  the 
College  de  France,  a  post  specially  created  for 
him  in  recognition  of  his  outstanding  merit  in 
the  field  of  mediaeval  philosophy,  chosen  re- 
cently from  all  the  scholars  of  the  learned 
world  to  give  the  Gifford  Lectures  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Aberdeen,  has  been  on  the  staff  con- 
tinuously since  1927.  In  1929,  under  his  direc- 
tion, the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  was 
organized.  Last  year  Jacques  Maritain,  Pro- 
fessor a  rinstitut  Catholique  de  Paris,  was 
added  to  the  staff.  He  is  recognized  as  the 
greatest  living  authority  on  the  philosophy  of 
St.  Thomas.  His  influence  is  felt  throughout 
the  world.  Recently  a  friend  of  Maritain  visit- 
ed Mussolini.  In  the  course  of  the  conversa- 
tion Mussolini  was  asked  if  he  knew  Jacques 
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Maritain.  He  replied  that  he  had  not  met  him 
personally,  but  had  just  finished  one  of  his 
books,  "The  Things  That  Are  Not  Caesar's." 
Father  Chenu,  the  great  Dominican  scholar. 
Regent  of  Studies  in  the  famous  centre  of 
mediaeval  research,  Le  Saulchoir,  has  been 
guest  professor  at  St.  Michael's  for  the  past 
few  years.  Reverend  H.  Dillon,  licensed  to 
teach  Holy  Scripture  by  the  famous  Biblical 
Institute  in  Rome,  has  been  on  the  staff  for  the 
past  two  years.  I  have  not  mentioned  the 
many  Basilians  who  are  dedicating  their  lives 
to  this  important  work. 

To  make  possible  the  presentation  of  all 
phases  of  the  Christian  life  in  its  historical 
development,  students  have  been  sent  to  the 
Universities  of  Strasbourg,  Paris,  Louvain, 
Rome,  Kracow,  Chicago,  Johns  Hopkins,  Col- 
um'bia  and  Harvard.  Some  have  already  re- 
turned and  are  now  on  the  teaching  staff.  All 
will  be  back  teaching  at  the  College  within  the 
next  five  years.  A  new  group  will  then  take 
their  places  at  these  and  other  universities. 
These  graduate  students  are  all  priests  re- 
cently ordained  within  the  Congregation  of 
St.  Basil.  They  are  graduates  in  honour 
courses  in  the  University  of  Toronto.  They 
have  all  spent  four  years  after  graduation  i-n 
the  study  of  sacred  theology.  Their  post-gra- 
duate work  covers  from  three  to  five  years. 
At  the  risk  of  boring  you,  I  will  give  some- 
what in  detail  a  description  of  the  work  which 
these  young  priests  are  doing.  They  are  all 
under  the  direction  of  Professor  Gilson.  He 
has  made  the  selection.  He  has  chosen  the 
place  of  study,  and  the  professors  under  whom 
they  are  working. 

Father  Denomiy  was  sent  to  Harvard  and 
placed  under  the  direction  of  Professor  Ford. 
Professor  Ford  is  an  excellent  Catholic,  and 
has  won  distinction  in  the  world  of  scholar- 


ship. The  Governments  of  France  and  Spain 
both  have  honoured  him.  His  Holiness  Pius 
XI  has  admitted  him  into  his  household.  The 
latest  report  on  the  work  of  Father  Denomy 
submitted  to  Father  Carr  by  Professor  Ford 
is  very  encouraging.  Professor  Ford  rates 
Father  Denomy  as  the  best  student  he  has  had 
in  his  forty  years  of  teaching. 

Father  Denomy  is  attacking  mediaeval  life 
from  the  side  of  comparative  literature.  He 
is  especially  interested  in  the  languages  of 
mediaeval  people  from  800  to  1400.  Though 
miuch  of  the  literature  of  this  period  is  already 
edited,  much  is  still  in  manuscript.  Hence 
it  has  to  be  deciphered  and  edited.  Then  will 
come  translations  and  criticism«.  This  un- 
edited and  u-npublished  jiortion  of  the  work 
is  regarded  now  as  of  minor  importance  mere- 
ly because  it  is  not  known.  It  is  reasonable 
to  believe  that  there  are  locked  up  in  these 
manuscripts  unsuspected  treasures  which  fu- 
ture scholars  will  discover.  Last  year  Father 
Denomy  spent  his  time  at  Old  French,  Old 
Spanish,  Provencal,  High  German,  Old  Eng- 
lish, Middle  English,  Old  Irish,  Middle  Irish. 
He  has  already  been  two  years  in  Harvard,  and 
will,  we  hope,  get  his  doctorate  next  year.  In 
recognition  of  the  character  of  work  which 
he  has  already  done,  he  was  awarded  a  schol- 
arship which  will  defray  his  expenses  at  the 
University  next  year.  After  he  finishes  at 
Harvard  he  will  go  to  Europe,  very  likely  to 
Paris,  where  he  will  work  under  Professor 
Bedier  of  the  College  de  France.  Professor 
Bedier  has  successfully  advanced  the  theory 
that  French  Literature  grew  out  of  the  effort 
to  teach  Christian  doctrine  to  the  people.  Since 
the  people  could  no  longer  understand  the 
Latin,  the  Church  turned  to  the  vernacular. 
Thus  the  lives  of  the  saints  are  quite  promin- 
ent in  these  early  French  remains. 
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Father  Flahiff  was  sent  first  to  Strasbourg. 
He  remained  there  one  year.  Professor  Gilson 
the-n  transferred  him  to  Paris,  and  enrolled 
him  in  the  Ecole  des  Chartes.  This  is  a  branch 
of  the  Sorbonne.  It  is  regarded  as  the  be.st 
training  school  for  historians  in  the  world. 
There  historians  are  trained  to  write  history 
from  original  sources.  A  very  select  group 
of  students  is  admitted.  Only  the  very  best 
stude-nts  are  allowed  to  continue.  Father  Fla- 
hiff was  one  of  the  twenty-four  students  al- 
lowed to  advance  from  the  second  year  in  this 
institution  to  the  third  year.  The  work  of 
Father  Flahiff  when  he  returns  to  Toronto  will 
be  devoted  principally  to  publishing. 

Father  McLaughlin  has  been  two  years  at 
the  University  of  Strasbourg.  Last  year  Pro- 
fessor Gilson  transferred  him  to  Paris  and 
placed  him  under  the  direction  of  Professor 
Lebras  of  the  University  of  Paris.  lie  is  at- 
tacking the  Middle  Ages  from  the  legal  side. 
He  is  principally  concerned  with  the  legisla- 
tive side  of  the  Church's  life.  When  he  finishes 
at  Paris  he  will  go  to  Rome,  Avhere  he  will 
spend  a  year  working  with  one  of  the  Congre- 
gations which  serve  the  Pope  in  his  capacity 
of  legislator  for  the  Universal  Church. 

Father  Kennedy  was  sent  to  Strasbourg, 
where  he  has  remained  for  the  past  two  years. 
He  was  placed  under  the  direction  of  Professor 
Abbe  Andrieu.  Father  Andrieu  is  recognized 
as  the  outstanding  scholar  in  the  world  on  the 
history  of  liturgy.  In  a  recent  letter  to  Pro- 
fessor Gilson  which  he  forwarded  to  me,  Pro- 
fessor Andrieu  thanked  Professor  Gilson  for 
se-nding  him|  Father  Kennedy.  Father  Ken- 
nedy, at  the  suggestion  of  Father  Andrieu,  will 
go  to  Rome  for  the  next  two  years  and  work 
under  the  direction  of  Monsignor  Kirsch,  Head 
of  the  Pontifical  Institute  of  Archaeology.  He 
is  attacking  the  Middle  Ages  from  the  side  of 


liturgy  and  archaeology.  The  lives  of  the  peo- 
ple in  the  Middle  Ages  were  so  closely  inter- 
woven with  the  life  of  the  Church  that  the 
study  of  liturgy  enables  us  to  know  something 
of  value  in  regard  to  the  life  of  the  people. 
It  also  is  very  valuable  in  tracing  the  history 
of  Christian  dogma. 

Father  Dwyer  left  last  year  for  Louvain, 
where  he  will  spend  three  or  four  years  u-nder 
the  direction  of  Monsignor  Noel,  the  successor 
of  Cardinal  Mercier  in  the  Institute  of  Philo- 
sophy at  the  University.  His  study  will  be 
directed  principally  towards  a  better  under- 
standing of  the  Thomistic  sy-nthesis  in  its  his- 
torical development.  He  will  also  learn  how 
to  evaluate  modern  problems  in  the  light  of 
Thomistic  doctrine. 

Professor  Birkenmayer,  of  the  University  of 
Kracow,  regarded  as  the  best  scholar  in  the 
world  in  the  field  of  Mediaeval  Palaeography, 
asked  Professor  Gilson  for  an  assistant.  He 
has  so  much  work  to  accomplish  that  he  felt 
it  was  quite  impossible  for  himi  to  make  satis- 
factory headway  alone.  Professor  Gilson  sent 
him  Father  O'Donnell.  He  will  remain  there 
with  him  for  two  or  three  years.  He  will  then 
return  to  Toronto  to  do  the  same  work  as 
Professor  Birkenmayer  is  doing  at  Kracow. 

I  am  telling  you  all  this  because  I  think 
you  are  anxious  to  know  it.  Since  you  are 
graduates  of  St.  Michael's  College,  you  are 
members  of  our  spiritual  family,  and  are  in- 
terested in  all  that  we  are  doing  and  planning 
to  do.  You  quite  recognize  that  I  am  -not  say- 
ing this  in  a  boastful  spirit.  We  all  realize 
at  St.  Michael's  how  little  we  have  accomp- 
lished in  view  of  the  im.m,ense  amount  of  work 
to  be  done.  We  feel  that  we  have  made  a  good 
start,  and  that  is  all.  It  might  appear  to  you 
that  all  this  graduate  work  will  take  an  im- 
mense amount  of  money.    That  is  -not  so.     All 
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these  graduate  students  were  maintained  last 
year  at  a  cost  of  three  thousand  dollars.  It 
is  really  extraordinary  how  much  can  be  done 
in  the  field  of  letters  at  so  little  expense.  Our 
Commu-nity  is  without  the  services  of  these 
young  men  for  a  period  of  years,  but  when 
they  return  their  work  will  amply  comipen- 
sate  for  any  expenditure  of  time  and  money. 
When  they  return  their  work  will  be  divided 
between  teaching  and  publishing.  Their  teach- 
ing work  will  be  reduced  to  a  minimum,  four 
hours  at  the  most.  Most  of  their  time  will  be 
devoted  to  study  and  publishing. 

An  effort  is  being  made  here  in  conjunction 
with  other  centres  throughout  the  academic 
world  to  recover  a  lost  civilizatio'U.  Manu- 
script work,  first  the  possession  of  these  manu- 
scripts, then  the  deciphering,  editing  and  pub- 
lishing of  them,  is  one  of  the  most  important 
phases  of  the  work.  So  important  is  it,  that 
without  it  no  progress  could  be  made.  It  is 
quite  inipossible  to  know  the  thought  of  a 
civilization  unless  through  the  works  of  the 
men  who  have  written  within  that  civilization. 
As  yet,  all  the  works  of  the  men  who  have 
written  in  this  period,  with  the  exception  of  a 
few  outstanding  figures,  are  iStill  in  manu- 
script, a-nd  hence  not  available  to  the  world  of 
scholarship.  Several  works,  from  members  of 
the  staff  and  graduate  students,  are  now  ready 
for  printing.  They  will  appear  in  the  imme- 
diate future.  In  addition  to  these  works  which 
are,  to  a  large  extent,  of  academic  interest, 
St.  Michael's  has  begun  to  publish  The 
Pamphlet.  These  pamphlets  are  of  general  in- 
terest. The  following  titles  give  some  idea  of 
their    character: 

The  Catholic  Layman:  O-n  Teaching. 
Culture  and  Religion. 
The  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass. 
The  Mysticism  of  Wordsworth. 


Letters  to  Mildred — 

Chats  on  Christian  Economics,  No.  1. 

Chats  on  Christian  Economics,  No.  II. 

"  'Tis  Folly  to  be  Ignorant." 

Ownership :     A     Good     Thing     Gone 
Wrong. 

The  Gold  Standard. 
Catholic  Education. 
Philosophy  and  Life. 
Religion  and  the  Office  of  Teaching. 
The  Encyclical  "Quadragesimo  Anno"— 

Social  Reconstruction. 

The  Pope's  Warning. 

Unequal  Distribution. 

Capital  and  the  Workingman. 

The  State. 

The  Remedy. 
Free-will  and  Freedom  in  St.  Paul's  Epistles: 
1.  Knowledge  and  Sin. 

II.  Divine  Influence  and  Freedom. 

Thus,  since  the  teaching  office  is  fulfilled 
by  the  written  as  well  as  the  spoken  word,  St. 
Michael's  has  begun  to  publish,  and  will,  please 
God,  continue  to  do  so  in  larger  measure  in 
the  future.  ''The  Metaphysics  of  Algazel," 
hitherto  available  only  in  manuscript,  has  been 
deciphered  and  edited  within  the  i)ast  year. 
This  book  will  eventually  find  its  way  into  all 
the  great  libraries  of  the  world.  No  student 
of  mediaeval  thought,  particularly  the  thought 
of  St.  Thomas,  since  it  was  one  of  his  source 
books,  can  afford  to  neglect  it. 

The  following  is  an  excerpt  from  the  Sylla- 
bus of  1931-32: 

"The  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  is  a 
concentrated  effort  to  recover  a  civilization 
and  culture  Avhich  has  been,  to  a  great  extent, 
lost.  The  civilization  of  our  own  day  has 
grown,  as  the  tree  from  the  sapling,  out  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  We  could  not  possibly  be 
anything  like  what  we  are  had  we  not  received 
an  immense  heritage  from  the  people  of  those 
centuries. 

"It  might  give  us  some  idea  of  our  debt  to 
the  Middle  Ages  if  we  tried  to  imagine  what 
the  world  would  be  like  without  them.  Sup- 
pose that  at  some  time  a  great  catastrophe  had 
wiped  out  every  vestige  of  mediaeval  culture; 
no   men,   no  books,  no   buildings,   nothing  re- 
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maimed.  Suppose,  further, 
that  after  such  a  calamity 
some  race  of  men  who  had  not 
come  in  contact  with  the  pre- 
vious civilization  were  left  to 
build  up  by  their  own  efforts 
Europe  and  the  modern  world. 
"What  would  they  have  accom- 
plished in  four  hundred  years? 
Compare  your  })icture  of  the 
result  Avith  the  world  to-day 
and  the  difference  is  our  debt 
to  the  Middle  Aj^es. 

"But  much,  very  much,  has 
been   lost.     It    is    a    common- 
l)lace  remark  now  to  say  that 
for  several   centuries  the   atti- 
tude of  the  learned  was  to  des- 
pise and  ridicule  nearly  all  that 
was  most  dear  to  the  men  of 
the   Middle  Ages,   and  cast  it 
into  oblivion.  ■  In  this,  it  is  to 
be  feared,  they  were  quite  suc- 
cessful.    A   <?reat   change     has 
spread  over  European  thought. 
If  not  entirely  alien  to  the  spirit  of  the  preced- 
ing thousand  years,  this  change  resulted,  at  any 
rate,  in  producing  a  nian  who  is  incapable  of 
understanding  his  mediaeval  progenitors.     It 
might  be  thought  that  Catholics,  at  least,  have 
])reserved  that  mediaeval  culture  and  outlook. 
True,  a  Catholic  has  not  quite  so  much  diffi- 
culty  as   others    in   understanding    mediaeval 
thought,  and  yet  the  ways  of  thinking  and  mo- 
tives of  action  of  the  man  of  the  Middle  Ages 
are  almost  as  difficult  for  the  Catholic  to  grasp 
as  for  anyone  else.    After  all,  current  thought 
in  time  overflows  its  banks,  whether  national, 
racial,  or  religious.    Prevailing  ideas  in  art,  in 
politics,  in  economics,  in  social  philosophy,  pass 
over  national  and  religious  boundaries  and  be- 
come comlmon  property.    In  short,  the  present- 
day  Catholic  is,  on  the  whole,  a  modern  man, 
and  finds  great  difficulty  in  understanding  the 
mediaeval  man. 

"But  of  late  a  reactio-n  has  set  in.  Every- 
where men  are  beginning  to  feel  that  there 
was  something  of  real  value  hack  there  in  the 
past. 

"The  Middle  Ages  have  left  us  innumerable 
memorials  in  architecture,  in  stained  glass,  in 
•needle  work,  in  sculpture,  in  social  customs  and 
in  every  line  of  endeavour  so  incomparably 
perfect  in  their  kind,  that  the  man  of  to-day 
is  asking:  'Give  us  back  the  men  and  women 
who  could  produce  such  works."  They  can 
only  be  re-created  here   on  earth  when  men 
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think  and  feel  as  they  then  thought  and  felt. 
To  this  end  we  must  first  understand  their 
thoughts  and  feelings. 

"For  the  Catholic,  there  should  be  indefi- 
nitely more  than  this.  He  sees  a  faith  aaul  a 
practice  of  that  faith  which  should  make  him 
^ryc  'Give  us  again  such  faith  as  that.' 

"Indeed,  it  looks  as  if  religion,  more  than 
anything  else,  and  certainly  nothing  that  ex- 
cludes religio-n,  will  explain  the  wonderful 
beauty  of  mediaeval  art  arid  mediaeval  life. 
An  understanding  of  the  Middle  Ages  will  re- 
quire an  understanding  of  the  minds  of  the  men 
of  those  times.  We  must  enter  their  souls  and 
look  around,  and  then  look  out  upon  the  Avorld 
and  other  men  and  see  as  they  saw.  Since  this 
is  so,  who  is  equipped  so  well  as  a  Catholic  to 
understand  the  Middle  Ages  and  make  them 
understood  by  others? 

"Such  is  the  end  aimed  at  by  the  Institute 
of  Mediaeval  Studies.  It  is  the  first  of  its  kind 
either  on  this  Continent  or  in  the  Old  World. 
Much  work  has  been  done,  and  is,  in  ever  in- 
creasing volume,  being  done,  by  Beaumker  and 
Grabmann  in  Munich,  by  the  Franciscans  at 
Quarrachi,  by  the  Dominicans  at  Le  Saulchoir, 
by  the  Mediaeval  Academy  in  the  United 
States,  at  Louvain,  Oxford,  Barcelona,  Paris 
and  elsewhere.  But  this  is  the  first  institute 
founded  with  the  sole  aim  of  trying  to  under- 
stand the  mediaeval  mind  and  interpret  it  to 
the  modern  world. 
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"When  Ave  reflect  that  for  centuries  past  a 
great  part  of  the  learned  men  of  the  world 
have  spent  their  time  istudying  a  brief  period 
of  the  history  of  the  Greek  people,  and  that  the 
materials  on  which  they  worked,  the  Greek 
authors  of  the  classical  period,  could  be  easily 
accommodated  in  an  ordinary  private  library, 
and  that,  as  one  of  the  greatest  living  Greek 
scholars  says:  'We  must  always  remember  that 
we  really  know  very  little  of  the  golden  age 
of  Athens,'  we  may  form  some  idea  of  the  im- 
mense work  ahead  of  scholars  in  the  study  of 
a  thousand  years  of  Europe.  Cords  upon  cords 
of  books  and  manusicripts  have  never  been 
read;  only  an  infinitesimal  part  has  been 
printed. 

"The  spirit  of  the  Institute  is  one  of  humi- 
lity, honesty  and  careful  work.  The  staff  is 
conscious  of  how  little  is  yet  known  and  how 
much  is  to  be  learned." 

Doctor  Phelan  in  the  recent  issue  of  "The 
Rainbow"  has  so  described  the  spirit  and 
purpose  of  the  Institute.  "The  aim  of  the 
Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  is  not  to  turn 
back  the  hands  of  the  clock  nor  to  revive  the 
Middle  Ages.  We  cannot  live  in  the  thirteenth 
century  if,  for  no  other  reason,  than  simply 
because  we  are  some  six  hundred  years  too 
late.  History  has  gone  on  since  mediaeval 
times,  and  no  amount  of  speculation  can  blot 
out  what  has  bee-n.  We  are  living  in  a  differ- 
ent age,  an  age  which  separates  us  from  the 
thirteenth  century  by  all  that  interval  of  human 
living  and  human  action,  yet  we  can  and  must 
incorporate  into  this  modern  age  the  thought 
and  the  life  which  made  the  Middle  Ages 
Christian  and  Catholic. 

"The  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  aims, 
therefore,  to  study  the  thought  and  life  which 
so  transformed  European  culture  and  civiliza- 
tion, to  catch  up  the  broken  thread  of  tradi- 
tion and  to  weave  it  into  the  fabric  of  our 
modern  age.  Its  work  is  research.  Its  stu- 
dents are  apprentices.  Its  professors,  guides. 
Its  hope  is  in  those  it  trains  to  do  scholarly 
work  in  a  Catholic  spirit." 


The  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies  is  ex- 
amining Christian  principles.  These  principles 
are  not  more  mediaeval  than  they  are  modern. 
They  are  as  modern  as  the  Church  of  God, 
and  find  their  source  and  inspiration  in  Chris- 
tian revelation.  We  study  them  through  the 
mediaeval  mind,  because  it  was  there  that  they 
received  their  best  and  most  accurate  expres- 
sion. These  principles  formed  and  controlled 
a  civilization  and  are  capable  of  doing  so  again, 
since  they  have  come  forth  from  Him  Who  is 
the  Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life.  The  prin- 
ciple of  charity — to  mention  only  one  of  them 
— if  allowed  to  function  unhampered  and  un- 
impeded, would  cure  the  manifold  evils  now 
afflicting  the  social  order  within  which  we  live 
and  move  and  have  our  being.  The  fami'y, 
th.e  stronghold  of  the  Church  and  State,  feels 
iuiiuediately  the  exalting  and  strengthening 
influence  of  this  principle.  Natural  affection 
binding  together  its  members  is  purified  and 
ennobled.    Deus  est  charitas. 

The  most  important  factor  in  an  educa- 
tional institution,  apart  from,  the  personnel 
of  its  staff',  is  its  library.  Realizing  the  im- 
possibility of  providing  an  adequate  library 
in  all  departments  of  human  learning,  St. 
Michael's  has  confined  herself  to  Catholic  Theo- 
logy, Philosophy,  Literature  and  History.  The 
University  of  Toronto  provides  amply  for  the 
needs  of  students  in  other  fields.  This  lib- 
rary, Avhich  has  been  in  the  process  of  build- 
ing for  the  past  quarter  of  a  century,  is  now 
regarded  as  one  of  the  best  of  its  kind  on  the 
Continent.  Much  remains  to  be  done  in  this 
connection,  but  the  nose  of  the  ship  is  pointing 
in  the  right  direction.  Professor  Gilson  and 
Dr.  Phelan  are  given  a  free  hand  to  build  in 
accord  with  our  needs.  The  Library  is  the 
College  workshop.  Hence  it  is  being  developed 
for  use  and  not  for  ornament.     We  have  al- 
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ready;  accumulated  a  total  of  7,742  books  and 
bound  copies  of  periodicals  relating  to  the 
study  of  mediaeval  thought  and  culture.  New 
books  expected  before  the  opening  of  the  Fall 
term  should  bring  this  total  to  nearly  8,500 
volumes.  This  is  an  excellent  start,  making 
the  Library  of  our  Institute  already  one  of  the 
best  equipped  libraries  on  the  continent  for 
the  particular  studies  to  which  it  is  dedicated. 
Of  course,  the  gradual  acquisition  of  further 
resources  must  keep  pace  with  the  expansion 
of  the  work  of  the  Institute.  The  Library  ob- 
tained by  purchase  882  books  between  Sep- 
tember 1st,  1932,  and  May  17th,  1933. 

The  Library  subscribes  to  27  periodicals, 
some  of  which  appear  as  monthly  publications, 
some  are  quarterlies,  and  some  appear  but  once 
a  year.  Further,  the  Library  has  continuation 
orders  for  ten  publications  appearing  irregu- 
larly. They  consist  mostly  of  series  for  whose 
publication  a  number  of  years  is  required.  Two 
examples  are  noted  above.  The  Vienna  Corpus 
and  the  Leo-nine  Edition  of  St.  Thomas 
Aquinas. 

The  work  of  cataloguing  and  classifying 
the  Library's  holdings  is  going  on  slowly  but 
satisfactorily.  This  is  a  long  and  tedious  work 
which  requires  meticulous  care,  accuracy  and 
attention  to  detail.  The  Librarian  has  accom- 
plished much  during  the  past  year,  and  during 
the  summer  months  is  continuing  the  work 
with  the  help  of  two  assistants.  The  comple- 
tion of  the  task  of  cataloguing  and  classifying 
the  present  holdings  cannot  be  expected  for  at 
least  two  years.  By  that  time,  however,  a 
system  will  have  been  established,  and  subse- 
quent work  on  the  catalogue  will  go  along  au- 
tomatically. 

In  preferring  staff  and  library  to  buildings, 
where  both  are  not  possible,  St.  Michael's  is 
acting  in  the  best  interests  of  the  Church  of 


God.  The  following  is  an  excerpt  from  a  ser- 
mon delivered  last  August  by  the  Archbishop 
of  Cincinnati  at  the  National  Catholic  Educa- 
tional Association.  ''But  I  wish  to  assure  your 
Association  that  I  will  welcome  suggestions 
from  its  best  informed  members,  of  whatever 
comimittee,  as  to  the  best  plan  of  securing  for 
this  diocese  during  the  -next  generation,  ten 
outstanding  scholars  in  the  ranks  of  the  clergy 
and  the  same  number  among  our  laymen.  Two- 
fifths  of  the  clergy  of  this  diocese  are  members 
of  religious  comimunities.  I  am  hopeful  that 
each  community  will  see  its  way  clear  to  dedi- 
cate some  members  to  the  highest  .sanctified 
scholarship  in  the  world.  I  know  the  great 
pressure  on  religious  communities.  Sacrifices, 
however,  in  giving  us  learned  priests  must  be 
made  for  God  and  for  Church  by  the  diocesan 
and  regular  clergy."  To  develop  and  train 
such  men  is  the  aim  of  St.  Michael's  College. 
That  we  have  the  means  of  doing  so  is  re- 
cognized all  over  the  Continent.  The  following 
is  a  quotation  from  an  address  given  by  Bishop 
Gorman  at  the  regional  convention  of  the 
American  Catholic  Philosophical  Association 
held  in  June  of  this  year  at  San  Francisco. 

"In  Catholic  Universities  where  Metaphy- 
sics is  more  esteemed  than  physical  culture, 
where  codices  are  more  valued  than  coaches, 
seminars  rated  above  blackboard  talks  to  as- 
piring quarterbacks,  it  has  been  possible,  with 
means  more  slender  than  those  enjoyed  by  our 
own  multitudinous  Catholic  Colleges  and  Uni- 
versities, to  train  first-class  scholars.  Poverty 
of  purse  and  absence  of  architectural  master- 
pieces have  been  no  bar  to  the  foundation  of 
philosophical  institutes  adequately  staffed  by 

competent  professors  and  instructors 

Our  confreres  across  the  seas  have  succeeded 
in  dominating  Catholic  thought  and  compell- 
ing recognition  from  philosophers  of  all 
schools,  because  they  realized  that  scholarship 
is  possible  at  a  small  expense  even  in  a  dingy 
lecture  hall.  We  have  failed  because  Ave  have 
become  victims  of  the  heresy  that  philosophy 
to  Avin  its  way  must  be  taught  in  a  hall  about 
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to  be  sold  by  the  sheriff  because  the  interest 

on  the  bond  issue  is  unpaid 

"The  interesting  new  Mediaeval  Institute 
at  St.  Michael's  College,  in  the  University  of 
Toronto,  uses  an  old  two-storey  dwelling  house 
for  its  work,  yet  Gilson  and  Maritain  passed 
over  tempting  offers  from  numerous  Am,erican 
universities  to  go  there  this  year  to  teach. 
It  isn't  the  building  that  counts;  it  is  the  lib- 
rary and  the  staff,  men  and  books,  not  brick 
and  stone Is  there  in  all  this  vast  terri- 
tory one  single  centre  of  Thomistic  studies 
that  would  rank  with  Louvain,  or  Innsbruck, 
or  Paris,  or  Washington,  or  Toronto  f 

Thus  the  Bishop  ranks  St.  Michael's  amongst 
the  first  five  Catholic  Schools  of  Philosophy  in 
the  world. 

The  number  of  students  registered  in  the 
Institute  during  this  year  was  twenty-one.  Of 
this  number,  fourteen  are  graduates  of  the 
University  of  Toronto,  and  seven  graduates  of 
other  universities.  Among  the  students  of  the 
Institute  are  four  priests  (one  of  whom  is  a 
Basilian,  O'ue  from  the  Diocese  of  Toronto, 
one  from  Winnipeg  and  one  from  Montana), 
eight  Basilian  scholastics,  eight  laymen  and 
one  lay  woman.  The  Institute  presented  six 
students  for  the  degree  of  Master  of  Arts  and 
one  for  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Philosophy  at 
the  June  Convocation  of  the  University.  Mr. 
William  J.  O'Meara,  of  Ottawa,  is  the  third 
student  to  be  presented  by  the  Institute  for 
this  degree  since  its  foundation  in  1929.  He 
is  the  first  student  who  has  completed  both 
his  undergraduate  and  graduate  .studies  in  St. 
Michael's.  The  work  of  the  students  at  the 
Institute  has  been,  on  the  whole,  eminently 
satisfactory.  A  spirit  of  honest  scholarship 
and  serious  hard  work  has  developed  among 
them  which  is  most  gratifying  in  itself,  and 
promising  for  the  continued  success  of  their 
efforts. 

More  important  and  more  gratifying  than 
the  students'  responsive  enthusiasm  for  their 


academic  work  is  the  splendid  spirit  of  faith 
which  reveals  itself  in  their  practical  life  and 
in  their  mental  outlook  upon  the  problems  of 
modern  life  and  thought.  The  general  tone 
of  their  conversations  among  themselves,  as 
well  as  their  attitude  in  discussions  incidental 
to  their  work  in  seminars  and  lecture-courses, 
manifests  their  conviction  of  the  importance 
of  a  thoroughly  Catholic  point  of  view  in  mat- 
ters intellectual,  and  betrays  a  spiritual  rea- 
lization of  the  supernatural  influence  of  grace 
and  ])rayer  upon  right  thinking  as  well  ah  upon 
sane  living.  This  result  is  most  encouraging 
and  justifies  every  effort  that  can  be  put  forth 
to  maintain  the  Institute  and  further  itiS  de- 
velopment. 

During  the  past  three  years  various  mem,- 
bers  of  the  student  body  of  the  Institute  have 
been  invited  to  read  papers  on  philosophical 
topics  before  the  American  Catholic  Philoso- 
l)hical  Association,  at  the  annual  meetings  of 
this  Society.  These  papers  have  appeared  in 
print  in  the  Proceedings  of  the  Association. 
The  names  of  those  students  who  have  spoken 
before  the  Association  are  as  follows :  Mr.  V. 
J.  Bourke,  now  on  the  staff  of  St.  Louis  Uni- 
versity ;  Mr.  Anton  C.  Pegis,  now  of  Marquette 
University ;  Reverend  Dennis  J.  O'Connor,  and 
Dr.  William  J.  O'Meara,  now  at  Yale  Univer- 
sity. 

In  addition  to  these  published  addresses 
two  other  students  of  the  Institute  have  pub- 
lished articles  on  mediaeval  thought  in  the 
American  Philosophical  periodical  called  "The 
New-Scholasticism."  Mr.  Patrick  J.  McAn- 
drew  contributed  a  study  of  St.  Bonaventure's 
thought  and  Reverend  Gerald  J.  Kirby  pub- 
lished a  critical  estimate  of  the  arguments  of 
Father  Ephrem  Longpre  and  others  relative 
to  the  authenticity  of  o-ne  of  the  works  attri- 
buted to  John  Duns  Scotus. 
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In  1929  St.  Michael's  began  a  campaign  to 
collect  money  for  new  buildings  and  endow- 
ment. The  objective  was  placed  at  three  mil- 
lion dollars.  Since  one-sixth  was  subscribed 
and  one-tenth  collected,  the  College  authorities 
decided  to  fund  the  money.  St.  Michael's  need 
for  new  buildings  is  just  as  pressing  now  as  it 
was  when  the  Campaign  Avas  inaugurated  in 


tutions  which  share  her  life  can  never  be  satis- 
fied with  mediocrity.  The  new  St.  Michael's 
must  proclaim  the  truth  in  stone  as  her  staff  is 
endeavouring  to  do  by  the  spoken  and  the  writ- 
ten word.  God  in  HLs  Providence  will  inspire 
some  one  or  .some  group  to  build  in  accord  with 
this  plan,  the  new  St.  Michael's.  In  planning 
to  make  the  new  St.  Michael's  distinctly  Catho- 


1929.     But    when    St.     Michael's   builds,   her      lie  we  are  interpreting  correctly  the  spirit  of 

buildings   must   be    the   best    on   the    campus.      federation,  for  it  is  the  genius  of  the  Univer- 

The  dignity  of  the  Catholic  Church,  her  long      sity  of  Toronto  to  aim  at  unity  without  sacri- 

and  honourable  tradition  in  Church  and  Col-      ficing  variety.     Dull  uniformity  has  ever  been 

lege  architecture,  imitated  by  architects  of  the      foreign  to  her  spirit. 

present,  but  not  surpassed, 

demands  that  the  new  St. 

Michael's  be  the  best  which 

architects   can    design    and 

builders  can  build.    It  must 

be   evident   to   all  who  see 

that  St.   Michael's   College 

is     the     Catholic     College 

within    the    University    of 

Toronto.     Every  line  which 

is  draw-n,  every  stone  which 

is  laid,   must   announce  to 

the  world  that  St.  Michael's 

represents    the    Church    of 

God  on  the  campus  of  the 

University  of  Toronto.   The 

Catholic  Church  and  insti- 


THE  INSTITUTE  OF 

MEDIAEVAL   STUDIES. 
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A  BUSY  INTERSECTION  WHEN  THE  GREEN  LIGHT  GOES  ON. 


I  thi-nk  I  am  quite  safe  in  saying  there  is 
hardly  anyone  who  has  not  stood  at  the  corner 
of  a  busy  intersection  waiting  for  traffic  sig- 
nals to  change.  You  may  say  there  is  nothing 
extraordinary  or  interesting  in  that,  but  have 
you  ever  stood  apart  from  the  milling  crowd, 
and  just  watched  the   scene? 

You  see  on  each  corner  people  from  every 
walk  in  life.  Old  men,  young  men,  some  ob- 
viously well-oft',  others  ])0()r  and  wretched- 
looking,  women  too,  young  women,  trim  and 
alert,  others  old  and  weary,  but  all  with  the 
same  objective,  to  cross  quickly  when  the  green 
light  goes  on.  Some  are  bored  by  looking  at 
the  glowing  red  globe,  and  turn  their  eyes  to- 
ward the  other  signal.  Now  it  is  orange  and 
green,  and  thinking  that  it  is  safe  to  cross, 
they  venture  off  the  ,sidewalk  a  few  steps. 
There  is  a  screeching  of  brakes,  stifled  screams, 
and  they  scamper  back  to  their  places,  fright- 
ened, and  thoroughly  embarrassed  by  the 
amused  looks  of  the  peoi)le  who  witnessed 
their  undignified  retreat. 

By  this  time  the  green  light  has  flashed  on, 
and  the  ears  have  come  to  a  ,stop,  some    in- 


stantly and  silently,  others  emitting  ])ainful 
groans  as  defective  brakes  are  ajyplied.  Theai 
the  crowd  surges,  as  though  it  were  one  solid 
mass,  across  the  street  in  front  of  the  stand- 
ing cars.  Many  glances  of  admiration  are 
cast  upon  that  graceful  shining  limousine  slip- 
ping its  sleek,  polished  nose  ahead  of  the  car 
beside  it.  The  glances  east  upon  the  occu- 
pants of  the  car,  as  the  chauffeur — dressed  in 
the  very  latest  for  chauffeurs — and  the  ex- 
(}uisitely-gowned  wom,en  behind  him  deign  to 
look  down  U])on  poor  pedestrians  like  myself, 
a  lie  not  so  friendly  as  thase  directed  towards 
the  happy  family  in  the  little  flivver  beside  it. 

Aiul  so  it  goes  on  :  the  continuous  noise  and 
bustle,  the  anxious,  impatient  glances  at  the 
traffic  signals,  waiting  for  the  green  light  as 
if  it  mea-nt  release. 

But  it  is  only  when  one  stands  apart  and 
becomes  a  spectator  instead  of  a  player,  that 
the  drama  of  the  scene  makes  an  impression 
on  one's  mind. 

Marguerite  McKendrick,  Form  III.B, 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Av^enue,  Toronto. 


NIGHT. 

A  warm,  soft  breeze  caressed  the  grasses  'round  me, 
As  blue,  red,  gold,  deepened  into  gray; 

In  sweet  content  I  stood  and  paulsed  to  listen 
As  last  notes  of  sleepy  songsters  died  away. 

The  dim   stars   brightened;    the   mioon's   ghostly 
galleon 

Sailed  the  deep  blue,  and  lighted  up  the  trail; 
My  soul  cried  out  to  the  beauty  all  around  me. 

And  then  night  drew  her  mantle  o'er  the  vale. 


June  Aube,   '36, 
Loretto  Academy,   SauH  Ste.   Marie,   Michigan. 
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^  Motf\tv  =mh  Moti)tv^ 


Her  sweet  face   shows   the   lines   of   care 
That  tell  of  .sorrows  nobly  borne : 

But  dearer  is  each   wrinkle  there 

Than  all  the  smoothness  of  life's  morn. 

Her  helpful  hands,  Avith  quiet  grace, 
Have  lavished  blessings  on  life's  way': 

The  passing  years  will  not  efface 
The  tender  wisdom  of  her  sway. 

God's  mothers,  in  this  world  of  ours, 
The  wiles  of  Satan  e'er  defy : 

Through  every  deadly  storm  that  lowers 
They  lift  the  flag  of  Truth  on  high. 

—Margaret  Pigott,  Guelph. 


On  September  3rd  Mrs.  Patrick  O'Connor 
(Mary  Donovan)  died  in  Ottawa.  She  was  the 
mother  of  twelve  children,  of  whom  five  dau- 
ghters became  nuns.  For  the  greater  part  of 
her  life  she  had  lived  in  Guelph,  and  it  Avas 
there  that  she  brought  up  her  children.  It  is 
the  mother  who  m;ost  of  all  makes  the  home, 
a-nd  this  home,  in  the  beautiful  city  built  around 
the  Church  of  Our  Lady  on  the  "Holy  Hill," 
was  happy  as  only  such  homes  can  be — "where 
sisters  dwell  and  brothers  meet" — where  the 
diverse  interests  of  every  day  converge  and 
meet  around  the  big  family  dinner-table  and 
the  fireside  where  boys  and  girls  gather,  happy 
in  the  love  of  father  and  mother  and  the  bless- 
ed security  of  home. 

Soo-ner  or  later  to  such  homes  the  sanctify- 
ing touch  of  sorrow*  must  come.  With  the 
children  still  growing  up  and  their  education 


The  late  Mrs.  Patrick  0'(yonnor. 

incomplete,  the  husband  and  father  died,  after 
long  suffering,  as  the  result  of  an  accident. 
Then  did  the  mother  need  all  her  unselfish  cour- 
age, a-nd  she  found  it,  as  always,  at  the  foot 
of  the  altar.  Bravely  she  continued  her  life- 
work,  of  both  father  and  mother  now,  finished 
the  education  of  her  children,  and  gave  her 
consent  and  her  blessing  to  the  following  of 
each  vocation  when  the  tim*e  arrived.  Five 
daughters  were  called  to  the  religious  life, 
four  in  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary,  and  one  in  the  Community  of  St.  Joseph ; 
two  sons  and  a  daughter  carried  the  torch 
kindled  at  the  family  hearth  to  other  homes; 
and  the  two  youngest  remained  with  their 
mother,  fulfilling  in  their  devotion  to  her  in 
her  declining  years  the  kind  offices  of  all.  The 
only  unmarried  son,  a  young  man  of  ambition 
and  promise,  and  tenderly  devoted  to  his  mo- 
ther, gave  his  life  on  the  battlefields  of  the 
World  War.  One  little  child  had  died  in  in- 
fancy. 
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With  the  changing  years,  and  her  older 
children  settled  in  homes  of  their  own,  the 
family  circle  dwindled;  the  household  at 
Guelph  was  broken  up,  and  Mrs.  O'Connor 
went  with  her  younger  children  to  live  in  Otta- 
wa. Dear  to  every  true  mother's  heart  is  the 
house  where  her  children  are  born,  the  house 
consecrated  and  made  home  by  all  the  joys  and 
sorrows  of  family  life.  It  must  have  cost  Mrs. 
O'Connor  something  to  leave  Guelph,  where 
her  little  flock  had  grown  up,  and  all  the  ten- 
der associations  made  the  old  town  doubly 
dear.  None  of  her  children  had  settled  there. 
When  she  died,  her  body  was  brought  back  to 
receive  the  last  blessing  in  her  old  parish 
church,  and  then  to  be  laid  beside  her  husband 
in  the  Catholic  cemetery.  She  had  no  longer 
a  home  of  her  own  in  Guelph — and  Our  Lord 
took  her  into  His  Home  under  the  roof  that 
shelters  Ilim  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  For 
the  interval  between  the  arrival  of  the  train 
and  the  hour  of  the  funeral  Mass  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning,  and  in  order  that  her  daugh- 
ters might  have  the  consolation,  her  body  for 
that  last  night  was  brought  to  Loretto  Con- 
vent, beside  the  Church  of  Our  Lady,  where 
she  and  her  husband  had  so  often  knelt  with 
their  little  ones  around  them!,  and  where  she 
had  come  for  strength  and  comfort  after  his 


death.  It  was  a  unique  privilege,  one  that 
human  foresight  a-nd  planning  could  never  have 
contrived.  We  speak  in  our  human  way  of 
chance  and  circumstance  and  coincidence.  But 
without  Our  Father's  knowledge  not  a  feather 
falls  from  a  sparrow's  wing.  In  this  gracious 
gesture  of  His  fatherly  hand,  Mrs.  O'Connor's 
children  found  a  light  and  consolation  that  all 
but  lifted  the  veil  that  hides  from,  us  the  un- 
seen world  beyond.  And  it  was  not  wholly  a 
parting.  Already  in  eternity  were  the  husband 
God  had  given  her;  the  soldier  son;  the  little 
baptized  baby;  and  the  eldest  daughter,  who 
had  died  in  the  springtime  of  her  religious  life, 
leaving  to  others  the  strong  incentive  of  her 
example  of  earnest  striving  after  religious  per- 
fection. 

Mother  of  nuns — beneath  a  convent-roof — in 
all  the  peace  and  majesty  of  death,  she  lay  in 
her  last  rest,  and  her  children  watched  and 
l)rayed  around  her.  These  things  are  almost 
too  sacred  for  description,  but  for  the  inspira- 
tion and  consolatio-n  that  other  mothers,  and 
mothers'  children,  will  find  in  them;,  such  ex- 
amples are  too  precious  to  be  allowed  to  re- 
main hidden.  And  in  paying  here  this  last 
tribute  to  the  memory  of  one  mother,  we  feel 
that  we  are  honouring  .not  her  alone,  but 
Christian  mothers  and  Catholic  homes. 


MARY. 

Holy   Mary,   sweet   and    mild, 
Kind   and   gentle,    hear    thy   child. 
Pray  for  me  that   I  may  be 
Each  new  day  more  like  to  thee. 

Keep  me  always  in   thy  care, 
So,  in  God's  good   grace  I'll  fare; 
Thou  wilt  my  sweet  model  be, 
'Till  I  come  to  thy  Son — and  thee! 

Annette  Farrell,  Second  Year, 

Loretto   High   School, 
Englewood,  Chicago. 
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l^acation  Retools!  in  tfje  Canabian  Wtit 


All  those  who  love  little  children,  will  find 
sufficient  appeal  in  the  freshness  and  charm  of 
childhood  ca])tiired  in  these  pages  taken  from 
the  letters  of  our  Loretto  nuns  engaged  in  the 
work.  And  those  of  us  who  have  lived  all  our 
lives  within  a  stone's  throw  of  parish  church 
and  Catholic  school,  and  k.now  little  or  nothing 
of  what  it  means  to  be  deprived  of  the  conso- 
lations of  our  holy  Faith,  will  find  food  for 
thought  in  this  vivid  picture  of  life  in  the 
great  Canadian  West,  where  mission  chapels 
are  few  and  far  between,  and  faith  may  grow 
weak  and  souls  be  lost  to  the  Church,  in  eon- 
sequence. 

A  little  over  a  year  ago  His  Excellency 
Archbishop  McGuigan  of  Rcgina,  organized 
Vacation  Schools  in  Religion  for  those  outlying 
districts  of  his  archdiocese  in  which  children 
have  no  opportunity  of  receiving  religious  in- 
struction. In  the  summer  of  1932  there  was 
a  class  for  three  weeks  at  Loretto  Convent, 
Sedley,  and  this  year,  in  addition,  a  beginning 
was  made  by  the  nuns  at  two  -new  centres: 
Liberty  and  Chamberlain. 

"All  aboard!     All  aboard!" 

''Rechard  .  .  .  Lajord  .  .  .  Lewvan  .  .  .  Osage 
.  .  .  Francis  .  .  .  Sedley!" 

Where  were  they  all  going?  And  what  for? 
Any  little  child  there  could  have  answered : 
**To  Sedley,  to  learn  about  God,  that  we  may 
love  Him  more  and  serve  Him  better,  and  be 
happy  with  Him  forever  in  Heaven."  What  a 
day  it  was  for  these  children,  unspoiled  by  arti- 
ficial thrills,  children  who  know  the  loneliness 
of  the  great  prairies,  and  to  w'hom  an  invita- 
tion to  spend  two  weeks  with  other  children 
at  the  convent  holds  possibilities  undreamed  of 
by  children  in  our  great  eitiesi.  How  eager 
they  all  were  to  get  to  the  Co-nvent  and  school 
again,  to  see  how  many  of  last  year's  friends 
would  be  back,  how  many  new  ones  would  be 
there  for  the  all  too  short  time  spent  in  such 
a  happy  way. 

Mean^yhile  the  week  previous  to  the  open- 
ing of  the  classes  had  been  a  busy  one  for  the 
])astor  of  Sedley,  Reverend  Father  Theunissen, 
and  his  assistants.  Reverend  Noah  Warnke, 
O.M.I.,  Reverend  Mr.  Seiferling  (ordained  later 
in  the  summer),  and  Reverend  Mr.  Klein. 
Many  miles  over  prairie  highways  and  byways, 
resulted  at  last  in  the  ari'ival  of  some  seventy- 


six  children  in  all.  Twenty-one  girls  were  the 
guests  of  the  Convent,  and  a  group  of  boys  had 
their  headquarters  at  the  school,  with  Mr.  Klein 
as  their  father  and  guide.  Other  children 
stayed  with  families  in  the  town. 

From  the  arrival  of  the  first  six-year-old  to 
the  last  good-bye  and  au  revoir,  there  was  not 
a  dull  moment.  A  great  ma-ny  of  the  children 
had  spent  three  weeks  with  us  last  year,  and 
were  on  quite  familiar  terms  and  greeted  the 
nuns  with  eager  words:  "Sister,  I  know  my 
Our  Father  and  Hail  Mary  already !"  and  "Are 
we  going  to  get  stars  for  our  prayers?  And 
prizes  for  making  our  beds?" 

Until  classes  were  assigned  for  each  little 
one,  no  time  was  lost  in  organizing  teams  for 
baseball.  Time  was  precious,  because  our 
youthful  Babe  Ruths  were  planning  a  minia- 
ture "World  Series"  in  two  weeks'  time. 

Then  classes  began  in  earnest- — and  our  days 
were  busy !  Contrary  to  expectations',  we  had 
no  "baby  roosters"  crowing  in  the  dormitories 
at  five  a.m.,  this  summer;  the  ball  game  of  the 
previous  night  took  care  of  that.  The  children 
went  to  the  church  each  morning  at  eight 
o'clock  for  holy  Mass.  Breakfast  was  served 
at  the  school  for  all  the  boys  and  at  the  con- 
vent for  the  girls.  At  half-past  nine  school 
was  called.  The  first  recreation  was  called  at 
half-past  ten  and  lasted  until  eleven.  It  was 
always  greatly  e-njoyed.  Father  Warnke  and 
Mr.  Klein  entertained  the  boys,  and  ]\Ir.  Sei- 
ferling the  girls. 

At  eleven  o'clock  we  all  went  to  the  pic- 
tures. Thanks  to  the  generasity  of  our  friends 
at  Loretto  Abbey  College  School,  we  had 
at  our  disposal  a  Projector  Lantern  and  slides 
of  the  Life  of  Our  Lord.  Each  day  Father 
Warnke  exi)lained  some  of  the  beautiful  pic- 
tures and  invited  the  little  ones  to  ask  as  many 
questions  as  they  wished.  After  the  "movies" 
were  over  we  sang.  For  this  the  long  line  filed 
into  another  class-room  fitted  up  with  seats, 
benches,  organ,  and  a  great  deal  of  black-board 
s]>ace.  The  children  were  promised  that  if  they 
practised  well  they  could  do  the  singing  for 
First  Communion  Day.  That  was  enough  said. 
Every  little  voice  piped  its  clearest  and  best. 

We  must  not  forget  to  thank  the  generous 
donor  of  the  beautiful  chart,  "Jesus  and  I." 
It  was  a  veritable  treasure-house  of  religious 
truth  to  the  children  and  they  loved  to  come 
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up  by  themselves  when  lessons  were  over  just 
to  look  at  the  pictures  agfain. 

After  dinner  each  day  a  short  visit  was  paid 
to  Our  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.     Then 


(^hambei'laiii,  Saskatchewan,  (iirls. 

school  work  followed,  in  <?reat  variety :  Pray- 
ers, i)icture-study,  sitories,  Bible  History,  Chris- 
tian Doctrine,  liturgy,  some  art,  the  making 
of  Catechisms  and  Prayer-books  for  the  older 
children,  and  the  illustration  of  their  instruc- 
tions by  little  sketches,  for  the  you-nger  ones. 
There  was  afternoon  recess  at  half-past  two, 
class  again  from  three  to  four,  and  then  an- 
other half  hour  of  singing. 

When  school  Wias  dismissed,  at  about  four 
o'clock,  a  few  minutes  later  many  and  varied 
contrivances  might  be  see-n  on  the  road.  Pro- 
minant  among  these  was  the  new  invention 
we  have  in  the  West,  a  buggy-like  vehicle, 
partly  one-time  Ford  of  the  1914  or  there- 
abouts model. 

The  children  at  the  convent  spent  the  time 
after  school  until  five  o'clock  playing  ball  or 
giving  impromptu  concerts.  They  were  in  the 
midst  of  one  of  these  elegant  demonstratioais 
one  afternoon  when  a  distinguished  guest  ar- 
rived. Archbishop  McGuigan.  His  visits,  al- 
ways a  treat  to  our  children,  were  doubly  so 
to  these  little  o-nes,  many  of  whom  had  never 
before  seen  a  bishop,  much  less  spoken  to  one. 

Between  four  and  five  the  baseball  diamonds 
were  occupied.    Mr.  Klein  kept  all  the  boys  at 


the  school  until  supper  time;  then  the  outside 
pupils  went  homte  to  return  again  at  seven  and 
play  until  nine.  He  thus  kept  them  under  his 
supervision  practically  all  the  time.  Of  course 
night  prayers  were  never  omitted.  On  Friday 
afternoons  the  children  made  the  Stations  of  the 
Cross  with  Father   Theunissen. 

July  22nd  was  Field  Day,  ending  in  a  i)ienic 
for  which  two  great  freezers  of  ice-cream  ap- 
peared, sent  by  Mrs.  Warnke,  Father  Warnke's 
mother.  The  Catholic  Women's  League,  al- 
ways at  hand  to  help,  supplied  the  sweets. 
There  were  all  kinds  of  games,  and  prizes  for 
these  and  for  the  best  class-work.  July  23rd 
was  First  Com:munion  Su-nday.  So  anxious  was 
one  little  tot  of  five  to  be  able  to  make  her 
First  Communion  together  with  her  six-year-old 
brother,,  that  she  took  it  u])on  herself  to  in- 
terview the  Pastor  upon  the  subject.  Forty 
little  innocent  children  walked  into  the  church 
on  that  miOrni-ng,  carrying  lighted  tapers  and 
singing: 

"Jesus,  I  have  done  my  part 
To   pre])are   within   my   heart 
Pure  and  fair  a  home  for  You   ..." 

We  are  grateful  to  our  friends  in  the  East 
who  sent  supplies  of  religious  articles,  books. 


Chamberlain,  Saskatchewan,  Boys. 

and  charts,  and  to  all  our  friends  in  Sedley 
who  helped  us.  May  God  bless  all  those  in  the 
East  and  in  the  West  who  contributed  to  make 
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the   Sedley  Vacation   School   of   1933   such   a 
success. 

Chamberlain,  Saskatchewan. 

Some  fifteen  of  the  dear  children  whO'  had 
com*  in  from  the  country  for  their  Saturday 
afternoon  instruction  were  waiting  for  us  at 
the  station  on  the  day  of  our  arrival.  They 
were  shy  at  first,  of  coursie,  but  that  soo-n  wore 
off,  and  presently  we  were  chatting'^  together. 
But  if  meeting  the  nuns  for  the  first  time  was 
an  ordeal  for  them,  there  was  one  for  us  too, 
in  learning,  and  learning  to  i)ronounce,  their 
names. 

No  time  wais  lost  in  beginning  our  work.  In 
a  few  minutes  we  met  more  children,  grouped 
i'U  front  of  the  chapel  of  St.  Anne,  They  also 
were  shy  at  first,  and  a  little  mystified,  yet 
about  them  all  was  a  genuine  atmosphere  of 
welcome  that  we  could  not  fail  to  ajipreciate. 

After  a  brief  talk  from  their  pastor,  there 
were  confessions  for  the  Seniors,  while  the 
younger  ones  were  introduced  to  a  gam.e  of  ball. 
All,  boys  and  girls,  joined  in  that  first  gam;e. 
They  seemed  like  one  big  family,  all  enjoying 
every  moment.  Mystified  looks  had  given 
place  to  those  of  satisfaction  and  happiness 
long  before  it  was  time  to  set  out  for  home 
again.  It  was  rather  a  different  type  of  cate- 
chism-school than  they  had  expected ! 

Sunday  dawned  and  more  children  made 
their  acquaintance  with  the  Sisters.  On  Mon- 
day the  real  work  began.  Buggies  of  old  a-nd 
modern  style  tame  from  all  directions,  each 
filled  to  its  capacity  with  eager  little  boys  and 


the  time  being;  buggy-loads  of  them  could  be 
seen  at  any  place  and  in  whatever  direction  one 
turned. 

Nine  o'clock  struck  and  classes  were  called 


Liberty,    Saskatchewan,    Senior    Class. 

girls,  all  longing  to  know  more  of  the  dear 
God  of  "Whom  their  mothers  had  told  them. 
The  whole  village  was  theirs  for  the  day,  for 


Liberty,  Saskatchewan,  First  Communion  Class. 

for  the  first  lessons.  All  ran  eagerly  to  answer 
the  call.  A  look  of  "I  wonder  what  will  hap- 
pen?" wa,s  on  every  little  face,  and  big  one 
too.  The  children  ranged  in  age  from  six  to 
sixteen  years.  In  fact  three  five-year-old 
babies,  and  one  of  three  and  a  half,  honoured 
us  with  their  presence.  The  puzzled  looks  were 
soon  changed  into  the  broadest  smiles,  when 
each  after  arriving  in  his  room  received  a  me- 
dal. This,  of  course,  was  treasured.  Then  the 
teaching  began,  which  was  aided  greatly  by  a 
beautiful  chart  sent  from  Loretto  Abbey,  To- 
ronto. In  the  course  of  the  day  each  class 
made  a  visit  to  the  little  chapel. 

There  was  little  variation  in  the  time-table 
from  day  to  daj^  School  was  called;  then 
there  were  instructions,  learning  to  sing 
hymns,  making  of  religious  books,  visits  in 
classes  to  the  Chapel,  learning  of  prayers  and 
recess.  All  were  just  as  whole-hearted  in 
sports  as  they  were  in  learning  about  their  re- 
ligion. Thus  the  two  weeks  passed.  The  num- 
bers increased,  steadil}'  and  daily  until  the 
eighty  mark  was  reached.  Every  child  enjoy- 
ed the  time,  and  proudly  shared  his  knowledge 
with  his  parents  and  older  sisters  and  brothers, 
as  their  mothers  inforn^ed  us  at  the  end  of  the 
two  weeks. 

For  the  closing  a  field-day  was  arranged  in 
which  all  took  part,  either  in  soft  ball,  racing, 
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jumping  or  hopping  in  the  bag.  After  their 
games,  sandwiches,  cake,  and  ice-cream  were 
served  in  the  school.  Needless  to  S'ay,  this,  too, 
was  enjoyed. 

The  Sacrament  of  Penance  with  which  the 
vacation  school  opened,  again  cloised  it.  The 
second  time  the  number  was  increased  by  the 
thirty  who  had  the  great  joy  of  receiving,  for 
the  first  time  in  their  lives,  their  Lord  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament. 

Liberty,   Saskatchewan. 

Liberty  is  a  distinctly  non-Catholic  village 
some  seventy  miles  north-east  of  Regina.  The 
school  and  mission  church  that  we  used  Avere 
about  four  and  a  half  miles  from  the  village, 
but  our  gallant  ''Jip"  got  us  there — eventu- 
ally. 

The  Senior  Class  was  held  in  the  school,  and 
the  Junior  or  First  Communion  Classes  in  the 
church.  The  programime  consisted  of  learning 
prayers  and  catechism,  singing  hymns  and  the 
making  of  religious  note-books.  Thanks  to  the 
generosity  of  the  children  of  St.  James'  School, 
Toronto,  we  were  able  to  supply  each  child 
with  a  scribbler  and  pencil.  The  children  took 
the  keenest  delight  in  these  books  and  the 
judges  had  a  difficult  task  in  deciding  the  prize- 
winners. Every  day  the  classes  were  combined 
for  Stations  of  the  Cross  and  a  visit  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrame-nt. 

On  the   morning   of  the   opening   day   the 


priest  in  charge  of  the  mission.  Reverend  P.  J. 
Ilubbert,  O.M.I.,  said  Mass  in  the  church, 
and  left  us  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
This  was  a  great  privilege  and  the  people 
showed  their  appreciation  of  it  by  the  num- 
ber of  visits  they  made  and  by  keeping  fresh 
flowers  on  the  altar  all  the  time. 

The  church  is  small,  all  home-made,  but 
very  complete  and  well  kept.  It  is  dedicated 
to  St.  Anthony  in  fulfilment  of  a  promise  made 
by  the  late  Mr.  Woltf,  one  of  the  original  set- 
tlers in  the  district.  The  Woltf  family  mioved 
from  Missouri  to  Saskatchewan  and  Mr.  Wolff 
promised  his  patron,  St.  Anthony,  that  he 
would  build  a  church  in  his  honour,  if  they 
found  land  and  i)rospered.  The  faith  of  the 
people  is  deep  and  true.  They  have  Mass  once 
a  month,  but  on  the  other  Sundays  they  as- 
semble at  the  church,  say  the  Beads,  read  the 
Gospel  and  sing  som'C  hymns.  As  a  result  of 
their  firm  faith,  we  found  that  most  of  the 
children  knew  their  simple  prayers  and  cate- 
chism very  well — all  of  which  they  had  learned 
at  home. 

The  classes  closed  with  a  picnic  and  a  very 
important  ball  game.  The  ladies  of  the  j^arish 
supplied  the  refreshments  and  the  afternoon 
shower  did  not  mar  the  sports. 

We  cannot  say  too  much  for  the  kindness 
s^hown  us  during  our  stay  at  Liberty  and  at 
CUiamberlain.  We  hope  that  our  efforts  may 
l>rove  of  some  help  to  the  children  and  lead 
them  closer  to  our  dear  Lord. 


THE  ABBEY. 


It  stands  in  proud  and  noble  dignity, 

Sheltering  countless  souls  within  its  walls. 

Teaching  God's  Doctrine  to   humanity, 

Guiding  the  steps  of  youth,  preventing  falls. 

Proud  emissary  of  Christ's  immortal  Word, 
Whose  holy  inmates  chose  the  better  part, 

Lead  all  beneath  thy  care  unto  the  Lord, 

May  they  find  peace  and  love  within  His  Heart! 

Barabara   Knox, 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights, 
Toronto. 
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i;f)e  llomecomins 

LORETTO   ABBEY  COLLEGE— AUGUST,  1933. 
By  MRS.  WILLIAM  J.  LYONS   (CLARA  CARROLL,  2T8), 
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TSN'T  it  marvellous  about  Angela?"  .... 
-*■  "Have  you  heard  that  she  is  having  a 
book  of  poems  published  in  London?"  .  .  . 
"Isn't  Gen,  stunning,  my  dear?"  .  .  .  "Mary, 
guess  what  I  forgot — the  kodak!"  .  .  .  "Did 
you  try  the  eighteen-day  diet?"  .  .  .  "What 
is  the  'Idea'?"  .  .  .  "May  I  .see  your  ring, 
Madeleine?"  .  .  .  "Isn't  that  just  too  bad!" 
.  .  .  "0,  yes,  Victoria  has  her  Ph.D."  .  .  . 
And  so  bega-n  the  second  homecoming  of  Lor- 
etto  Abbey  College  graduates.  Homecoming 
is  the  most  appropriate  word,  I  believe,  for 
however  many  the  years  since  graduation,  Lor- 
etto  seems  our  second  home,  and  we  are  always 
sure  of  a  Avarm  and  sincere  welcome  from  the 
nuns. 

At  supper  that  first  evening  we  captured 
once  more  the  spirit  of  College  days,  and  our 
College  days'  appetites  as  well — judging  from 
the  way  the  new  Dean  and  other  members  of 
our  Alumnae,  who  are  now  Ladies  of  Loretto, 
bustled  about  ministering  to  our  comfort.  As 
of  old,  Ave  gathered  after  supper  in  the  Com- 
mon Room)  (Common  Room,  that  was  good 
enough  for  us  in  our  day,  is  not  at  all  a  suit- 
able -name  for  the  delightful  quarters  now  en- 
joyed by  the  undergraduates).  Here  we  miet 
the  members  of  the  Faculty.  They  were  look- 
ing all  about  for  this  one  and  that  one,  missing 
every  absent  face,  and  glorying  in  the  ever- 
swelling  throng — for  every  hour  brought  more 
homecomers.  Everyone  met  everyone  else, 
and  young  grads  and  younger  grads  made  the 
marvellous   discovery  that  graduates  of  Lor- 
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etto,  of  whatever  vintage,  have  much  in  com- 
mon. 

On  Saturday,  after  the  Mass  for  our  de- 
ceased memibers,  Class  Meetings  were  held. 
Business  of  serious  importance  transpired — 
notably  plans  for  the  skits  to  be  presented  in 
the  evening.  May  I  add,  in  passing,  that  the 
said  plans  formulated  by  my  year,  proved  to 
be  the  success  of  the  evening? 

High  tea  was  one  of  the  most  pleasant  hours 
of  the  Homecoming.  Many  of  the  girls  wlhom 
we  had  not  seen  before,  dropped  in,  a-nd  ac- 
quaintances and  friendships  were  renewed  over 
the  tea-cups.  And  at  last  our  curiosity  about 
the  "Idea"  was  to  be  satisfied.  Mother  Estelle 
spoke  of  the  present  movement  among  laymen 
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in  the  Catholic  Church,  and  expressed  the  de- 
sire that  we  participate  in  this  world-wide  ac- 
tivity by  identifying  ourselves  with  St.  Mich- 
ael's College  in  their  study  of  the  thought  of 
mediaeval  times  and  the  application  of  that 
thought  to  the  proiblems  of  to-day. 

The  -next  hour  was  typical  of  the  hours 
preceding  a  Loretto  At-Home:  everyone  run- 
ning through  the  halls  borroAving  this  and 
that— and  the  dearth  of  pins  Avas  appalling. 
However,  at  eight  o'clock  promptly— or  there- 
abouts—the curtain  rose  in  the  auditorium  on 
the  "famous"  balcony  scene  from  ''Romeo  and 
Juliet."  The  emotions  of  the  audience  were 
indeed  tried  as  the  scenes  shifted  from  the 
"Rat  Catcher"  in  the  "Cries  of  London,"  to 
the  death  of .  Beatrice  in  "Dante" ;  from  the 
fashions  of  1927  to  the  sentences  imposed  by 
the  judge  in  "The  Trial  by  Jury." 

After  Mass  on  Sunday  a  general  meeting 
was  held,  preceded  by  a  talk  by  Very  Rever- 
end Father  Bellisle,  of  St.  Michael's  College, 
on  the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies.  Father 
Bellisle  gave  a  very  interesting  descriptio-n  of 
the  work  being  done  by  the  Institute,  and 
namled  several  of  the  priests  who  are  now  study- 
ing abroad.  The  Institute  needs  the  enthusi- 
asm and  help  of  lay  workers,  and  any  activity 
in  this  respect  on  the  part  of  our  organization 
will  be  heartily  endorsed  by  Father  Bellisle 
and  the  menibers  of  the  Institute.  At  the 
meeting  afterwards  plans  were  made  for  this 
activity. 

The  banquet  was  the  climax  of  three  happy 
days,  and  it  was  a  feast  indeed.  "We  had  as 
honoured  guests  Reverend  Father  Carr,  Rever- 
end Father  Bellisle,  Reverend  Father  McCor- 
kell  and  Reverend  Father  McGarity.  Every- 
one was  in  the  best  of  humours.  Father 
Bellisle,  in  his  reply  to  the  toast 
to     Saint    Michael's     College,    spoke    of    the 


appreciation  of  the  University  of  Toronto  and 
of  St.  Michael's  College  of  the  wonderful  work 
being  done  by  the  Loretto  Nuns  in  their  Col- 
lege department.  This  sentiment,  voiced  seve- 
ral times  during  the  evening,  made  us  feel 
prouder  than  ever  of  our  connection  with  Lor- 
etto. 

Monday,  the  last  day,  was  speait  at  the  new 
Abbey  at  Armour  Heights.  Many  of  the  girls 
had  never  seen  the  new  Motherhouse,  and  how- 
ever much  they  loved  the  old  Abbey,  I  am  sure 
that  they  wished  the  hands  of  the  clock 
turned  back  during  the  time  they  spent  at 
the  new.  A  real  picnic  luncheon  followed  in 
the  ravine — ^and  so  ended  the  Homecoming. 

The  memory  of  those  three  days  will  linger, 
as  will  that  of  the  fine  hospitality  of  the  nuns 
and  the  delightful  programme  prepared  and 
carried  out  by  the  President  of  the  Alumnae 
and  her  committee. 


Cbitorial 

Woman's  influence  for  good  or  for  evil,  is  in- 
calculable and  illimitable.  The  family,  society, 
the  country,  the  Church — every  sphere  on  earth, 
and  even  life  beyond  this  earth,  will  be  affected 
favorably  or  otherwise  by  the  qualities  or  d'efects 
of  womankind. 

The  fact  that  only  the  few  have  marked  liteir- 
ary  talents  is  no  reason  why  the  majority  should 
not  cultivate  their  minids — and  the  power  of  ex- 
pressing their  minds.  Noio.  dear  friends,  is  the  time 
to  develop  your  talent,  no  matter  how  mediocre  that 
talent  may  appear  to  you  to  be.  Correct  English  is  a 
mark   of  refinement  and  cultivation   of  mind. 

Holy  Mother  Church  needs  Catholic  thinkers  and 
writers — men  and  women  who  can  think  clearly  and 
logically,  and  who  can  influence  for  good  by  the 
charm  and  dis'tinction  of  their  style.  It  is  an  ab- 
solute necessity  at  the  present  day  to  be  able  to 
set  forth  one's  convictions  in  order  to  combat  by 
truth  and  fact  the  ever-ready  enemies  of  Church 
and  State. 

"Tell  me  what  you  read  and  I  will  tell  you  what 
you  are."  We  all  know  what  the  constant  readers 
of  light  and  frivolous  books  become.  What,  then, 
if  the  books  are  immoral  and  irireligious?  The 
poison  imbibed  in  insigniflcant  portions,  is  none 
the  less  poison,  and  in  the  end  achieves  its  in- 
evitable mission.  Good  books  nourish  our  minds 
with  wholesome  food. 

It  has  been  said  that  no   one  can  live  to  her- 
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self  alone.  However  little  a  person  may  mingle 
with  the  world  or  society,  she  has  always  some 
duties  in  regard  to  others,  and  must  exercise  a  cer- 
tain influence  for  good  or  for  evil.  It  is  as  we 
know,  an  exceedingly  difficult  and  delicate  matter 
to  exert  a  direct  influence  over  others  by  means 
of  the  written  woird.  The  human  mdnd  is  so  con- 
stituted that  it  resents  any  attempt  that  savours 
of  sermonizing,  yet  sometimes  a  few  words  may 
have  power  to  stir  the  whole  surface  of  anotheir's 
mind — and  stir  it  deeply  below  the  surface.  How 
much  greater  may  be  the  power  of  a  few  well- 
chosen  words;. 

What  is  the  moral  of  these  disconnected  re- 
marks? 

The  "Loretto  Rainbow"  is  your  magazine,  to 
use  and  to  enjoy.  Read  it  and  write  for  it.  It  is 
your  bank.  Draw  upon  it.  Your  fellow-students 
deposit  therein  for  your  benefit  the  profit  of  their 
thought  and  toil.  It  is  also  your  platform.  Use 
it  to  give  to  others  the  garnerings  of  your  own 
thought  and  experience  and  effort. 

R.K.,    3T4. 


"^X)RWARl>-I.OOKING    THOUGHTS." 

(Lines   written   on   certainly    a    Bridge,    September 
5th,  1933,  at  a  quarter  to  nine  o'clock) . 

Now  that  summer  is  over,  and  vacation  is 
tucked  away  into  our  garden  of  memories  and  we 
dust  off  our  books,  and  falil  into  line,  why  not  be- 
gin from  the  first  day  to  do  justice  to  the  school 
year? 

Again  we  are  seated  in  the  auditorium,  trying 
to  re-adjust  ourselves  to  our  surroundings  once 
more.  Yes,  it's  good  to  be  back;  but  to  settle 
down  to  study  again  is  not  an  easy  ta-ik.  But 
"Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way."  That  is  to 
bo  our  motto  this  year.  So  whole-heartedly  let 
us  endeavour  to  make  this  year  the  best  in  the 
history  of  Loretto.  And  why  not?  (There  is  no 
reason  why  not).     Very  well,  then. 

Enough  of  this.  "All  work  and  no  play  makes 
Jack  a  dull  boy" — and  we  might  add,  Jill  a  dull 
girl.  Did  I  hear  a  rumour  of  bigger  and  better 
sports  this  year?  I  think,  sipeaking  for  all,  that 
we  do  intend  action  this  year.  We  shall  do  well 
to  realize  the  truth  of  "sound  mind,  sound  body," 
and  by  our  interest  in  wholesome  games  keep  alive 
the  good  tradition  of  our  school.  We  must  not 
let  the  happy,  "old-fashioned"  girl  whom  every- 
one liked,  give  place  o  the  sophis'ticated  blasS  Miss 
who  is  trying  to  usurp  her  place  in  the  world 
to-day.  Remember,  for  you,  your  school  is  what 
you  make  it;  and  you  will  be  what  you  let  your 
school  make  you. 

Helen  Brooks,  Form  III. A, 

Loretto   Abbey   College    School, 
Brunswick   Ave. 


COLLEGE   NOTES. 

Tuesday,   September    26th — On   the  eve  of   the 
opening     of    classes    the    Seniors    entertained    the 


Freshies'  at  Tea  in  the  Common  Room,  when  they 
were  formally  presented  to  the  Faculty,  the  Juniors 
and  Sophomores  assisting.  Reverend  Father  Mc- 
Garity,  rector,  and  Mr.  Alan  Contway.  President 
of  Newman,  gave  interesting  talks  on  the  Club  as 
a  social,  literary  and  religious  centre  for  all  the 
faculties,  and  the  advantages  of  membership.  The 
evening  proved  a  pleasant  introductian  to  College 
life  for  First  Year  students  and  a  welcome  social 
reunion  for  others. 

Friday,  September  29th — Sometimes  an  event 
which  occurs  annually  and  the  features  and  details 
of  which  are  more  or  less  fixed,  yet  succeeds  in 
achieving  uniqueness — the  uniqueness  of  perfec- 
tion. Such  an  event  was  the  Solemn  High  Mass 
celebrated  in  St.  Basil's  Church  at  half-past  ten 
on  the  morning  of  the  Feast  of  St.  Michael,  for 
the  opening  of  the  College  year.  The  church  was 
filled  — ■  the  sanctuary  occupied  by  the  Basilian 
priests  and  scholastics,  the  body  of  the  church  by 
all  the  students'  of  the  college,  some  two  hundred 
Artti  students,  men  and  women,  in  the  centre  aisles, 
the  members  of  the  Staff  of  Loretto  College  and 
St.  Joseph's  College,  and  over  five  hundred  boys 
of  the  High  School  and  the  preparatory  school,  in 
the  side  aisles.  It  was  perhaps  the  music  and  sing- 
ing of  the  choir  which  provided  the  most  note- 
worthy feature  of  the  event.  The  words,  "Sancte 
Michael,  defende  nos  in  proelio"  and  the  hymn  sung 
after  the  offertory  verse,  "Jes'u,  Salvator  Mundi 
.  .  .  quos  pretioso  sanguine  redemisti,"  seemd  to 
express  the  trustful  prayer  that  rose  from  all  hearts 
as  the  Holy  Sacrifice  drew  to  a  climax.  After 
the  gospel.  Reverend  Father  Murray  delivered  a 
message  to  the  students  from  the  President, 
Reverend  Father  Bellisle,  and  from  the  Faculty, 
which  embodied  the  hopes  and  ideals  of  all  for 
the   new   scholastic   year. 

Sunday,  October  1st — The  annual  Loretto  Col- 
lege Mass  in  the  college  chapel.  The  "Missa  Re- 
citata"  was  recited  by  all  the  students  according 
to  the  usual  custom. 

Monday,  October  2nd — The  Freshies  might  give 
a  more  detailed  account  of  this  ordeal,  but  they 
are  keeping  it  a  dark  secret  for  the  Freshies  of 
193  4.  This  strenuous  experience  followed  by  a 
two  weeks'  discipline,  has,  however,  a  beneficent 
intent — principally  to  keep  the  Freshie  from  un- 
occupied moments  in  which  to  hanker  after  her 
home  town. 

October  16th — The  probation  of  the  Freshies 
ended  with  their  being  entertained,  together  with 
the  rest  of  the  college,  by  the  Sophomores,  at  a 
high  tea  at  which  the  investiture  of  the  Freshmen 
with  cap  and  gown  took  place.  The  tea-table  and 
dining-room  were  decorated  in  autumn  colours' — 
marigolds  and  chrysanthemums,  with  candles  and 
accessories  to  harmonize.  After  tea  the  Freshies 
entertained  with  the  traditional  Fairy  Play,  this 
year  a  unique  version  of  "Snowwhite" — and  the 
newly-composed  class  song  of  3T6.  So  the  m/ild 
hostilities  of  the  last  two  weeks  have  ended  in 
a  mutual  admiration  society. 
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IMPRESSIONS  OF  AN  ENGLEWOOD  GIRL  AT  "THE  ABBEY." 


"Of  course  you'll  love  the  Abbey.  It's  a 
beautiful  place." 

How  often — how  very,  very  often  I  heard 
these  words  in  the  days  just  previous  to  my 
departure  from  Chicago.  And,  to  be  sure,  1 
expected  to  love  the  Abbey ;  for  wasn't  it 
Loretto,  and  wouldn't  anything  associated  with 
my  beloved  Englewood  be  lovely?  Upon  arriv- 
ing in  Toronto,  I  must  admit,  I  was  a  little 
disconcerted  at  the  thought  that  Chicago  was 
so  very  far  away  and  I  was  so  very  much  alone. 
I  resolutely  put  from  my  mind  (a  little  too  re- 
solutely to  be  convincing)  all  that  I  had  heard 
concerning  the  great  difference  between  Cana- 
dian schools  and  schools  in  the  States,  and  the 
aloof,  distant  ways  of  Canadian  people.  Now, 
however,  I  find  that  whatever  fears  I  may 
have  had  have  been  dispelled,  and  I  love  the 
Abbey  for  its  own  sake. 

I  think  I  shall  never  forget  the  gloriously 
lovely  scene  that  preluded  my  first  visit  to  the 
Abbey — the  scene  from  Mason  Boulevard  and 
Yonge  Street.  At  the  sight  of  the  valley  with 
its  great  trees  and  narrow  ribbo-n  of  pavement, 
I  was  enveloped  in  that  sense  of  beauty  so  in- 
tense that  it  seems  to  cause  a  dull,  aching 
throb,  almost  of  pain.  I  smiled — a  rather  for- 
lorn, lonely  smile,  I  fear — as  I  thought  of  Engle- 
wood's  "campus"  with  its  carefully  trimmed 
lawn  and  prim  little  hedges. 

The  nu-ns  at  the  Abbey  were  so  genuinely 
friendly  that  I  was  entirely  spared  that  strange 
"  unnecassary"  feeling  common  to  those  enter- 
ing a  new  school  for  the  first  time.  I  was  rather 
surprised,  also,  to  discover  that  the  girls  were 
quite  as  friendly  as  those  I  had  left  behind — in 
fact  -not  at  all  unlike  American  girls!  I  do 
remember  that,  on  first  impression,  I  thought 
they  had  what  is  commonly  known  in  the  States 


as  an  "English"  sense  of  humor.  That  feeling 
has  entirely  disappeared,  however — or  perhaps 
I,  too,  have  developed  an  "English"  sense  of 
humor,  together  with  the  American. 

Well,  then,  I  loved  the  Abbey  from  my  first 
sight  of  it.  But,  ah,  the  bells!  On  my  first 
morning  here  I  woke  very  suddenly  with  a 
vague,  hazy  notion  that  it  must  he  Christmas. 
However,  it  was  just  an  ordinary,  every-day 
morning;  and  I  soon  learned  that  the  bells 
rang  that  same  Avay  every  day.  Within  the 
week,  however,  I  became  accustomed  to  them. 
Rising  bell,  Angelus  bell,  Mass  bell,  school  bell 
.  .  .  they  get  to  be  like  the  voices  of  familiar 
friends. 

I  have  so  often  been  asked  whether  or  not 
I  find  Canadian  schools  very  different  from  our 
schools  in  the  States.  I  remember,  a  few  days 
after  my  arrival,  how  one  girl  here  (we  are 
now  good  friends)  aroused  in  me  intense  patri- 
otic ire  by  stating  quite  emphatically  her  inno- 
cent conviction  that  American  schools  were 
"no  good."  I  maintained  with  equal  energy 
that  American  schools  cannot  be  surpassed — 
and  I  believe  they  cannot.  Perhaps  the  idea, 
common  to  so  many  Canadians,  that  the  schools 
in  the  States  are  of  a  lower  standard  has  arisen 
from  the  fact  that  the  system  of  marking  is 
different — that  in  the  States  being  somewhat 
higher,  giving  the  impression  that  by  way  of 
compensation  the  values  mtist  be  lower.  We 
had  quite  a  warm  little  argument,  and  each 
learned  something.  There  is  nothing  like 
foreign  travel  to  broaden  one's  horizon ! 

Although  there  are  a  few  differences  be- 
tween Toronto's  Loretto  and  Chicago's  Lor- 
etto, yet  the  soul  of  both  places  is  the  same. 
In  the  atmosphere  of  quiet,  unselfish  devotio-n, 
each   "child   of   Loretto"   feels   the   ennobling 
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ambition  to  move  ever  onward  and  upward, 
not  for  herself,  but  for  others — to  give  to  oth- 
ers what  her  years  at  Loretto  have  given  her 
— the  same  lofty,  inspiring  ideals,  the  same 
devotion  to  Our  Lady,  the  Queen  of  Loretto, 
the  same  deep,  personal  love  for  all  Loretto 
means.  We  all  feel  that  the  forming  of  girl- 
hood and  the  perfecting  of  womanhood,  the 
noblest  ideals  and  the  most  queenly  yet  most 
modest  dignity — ^^at  the  Abbey  as  at  Engle- 
wood ;  and  as  at  every  place  hallowed  by  Our 
Lady's  histitute — may  be  expressed  in  that  one 
word  so  dear  to  the  hearts  of  all  of  us — 
Loretto ! 

Margaret  Nims. 


AUTUMN. 


Have  you  ever  visited  Canada  in  the  Au- 
tumn? No?  Then  you  have  a  glorious  treat  in 
store  for  you.  Canada  is  beautiful  at  any  time 
— Spring,  summer,  a-nd  even  winter.  But 
autumn!  You  could  not  imagine  half  of  its 
beauty  without  seeing  it.  The  gorgeous  colour- 
ings of  the  leaves — all  golds,  crimsons,  rusts. 


and  browns — make  a  ])icture  in  themselves, 
against  the  green  of  the  pines  and  cedars.  You 
would  feel  as  if  you  were  looking  at  some  beau- 
tiful j)ainting,  as  you  look  at  them,  on  some  dis- 
tant hills — only  nature  paints  them  far  more 
beautiful  than  any  artist  could.  Close  by,  one 
sees  the  scarlet  sumachs,  now  and  then  stirring 
in  some  light  breeze.  As  you  set  out  early  to 
make  some  dreaded  all-day  trip,  you  are  cheer- 
ed at  once  by  the  glorious  sunrise,  all  reds  and 
golds,  on  the  eastern  horizon.  When  weary 
and  fatigued,  you  arrive  at  your  destination, 
you  are  greeted  by  the  splendour  of  the  sun- 
set. As  you  walk  along  one  of  the  beautiful 
avenues  of  our  country,  you  will  see  and  hear 
the  squirrels,  so  busy  gathering  their  winter 
food  that  they  do  not  even  stop  to  notice  you. 
You  may  even  be  lucky  enough  to  see  an  odd 
rabbit  who  shows  his  new  white  outfit  proudly. 
If  you  do  make  a  visit  to  our  country  dur- 
ing our  Canadian  Autumn,  I  can  assure  you  of 
a  new  and  rapturous  delight. 

Betty  Boyle,  Form  III., 
Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 


TUMBLE-DOWN   DICK. 


Tumble-down  Dick  was  a  little  ired  leaf, 
Who  danced  on  the  bough  of  a  tree; 
He  skipped   and   he  hopped; 
He   tumbled   and    dropped; 

And  his  antics  were  wondrous  to  see. 

He  fell  to  the  ground,  but  he  couldn't  lie  still 
And  wait  to  be  raked  in  a  heap: 
He   whisked   and   he  whirled; 
He  twisted  and   twirled; 

And  he  ended  each  dance  with  a  leap. 

He  knew  that  Old  Winter  should  find  him  some 
night 

And  tell  him  he  must  go  to  bed; 

He  hied  and  he  hurried; 

He  scampered  and  scurried; 
Turned  cartwheels  and  stood  on  his   head. 

Dorothy  Nugent,  Senior  Year, 
Loretto  High  School, 
Englewood,    Chicago. 
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MEDIAEVAL  THOUGHT  AND  CULTURE. 


"We  bring  Thee  back  great  Christendom,  churches 

and   towns  and   towers, 
And  if  our  hands  are  glad,   O   God,  to  cast  them 

down   like  fliowers, 
'Tis  not  that  they  enrich  Thin©  hands',  but  they  are 

saved   from   ours." 

These  lines  of  Mr.  G.  K.  Chesterton  are  very 
appropriate  to  the  thought  I  wish  to  convey 
to  you.  Because  when  one  me-ntions  societies 
for  the  study  of  mediaeval  times,  such  as  the 
one  at  St.  Michael's  College,  Toronto,  many 
people  think  that  one  wishes  to  bring  back  to 
our  modern  century  the  priniitive  methods  of 
the  thirteenth  and  fourteenth.  Not  at  all ;  but 
these  people,  who  were  ignora-nt  of  electric 
lights,  automobiles,  aeroplanes,  and  many  of 
our  conveniences,  had  a  superiority  over  us  in 
their  working  knowledge  of  the  very  things 
that  would  solve  our  present-day  problemfe. 
They  had  something  for  which  our  modern 
conveniences  offer  an  unsatisfactory  substi- 
tute. 

To  illustrate  this  point,  it  is  interesting  to 
compare  something  common  to  both  periods, 
something  belonging  to  their  times  as  well  as 
to  our  own,  though  under  slightly  different 
names.  They  had  guilds;  we  have  companies 
and  corporatio-ns  and  unions.  How  many  of 
our  business  organizations  have  a  patron  saint 
— as,  for  instance,  St.  Joseph  for  the  carpent- 
ers' guilds  of  long  ago?  How  many  have  for 
their  theme  song  (or,  as  we  would  say,  their 
slogan)  something  similar  to  what  is  expressed 
in  Mr.  Chesterton's  "A  Christmas  Song  for 
Three  Guilds"  ?— a  song,  he  says,  to  be  sung  a 
long  time  ago — or  hence: 

"Saint  Joseph  to  the  Carpenters  said  on  a  Chiriist- 
mas  Day: 

The  master  shall  have  patience  and  the  'prentice 
shall  obey; 

And  your  word  unto  your  women  shall  be  -nowise 
hard  or  wild: 

For  the  sake  of  me,  your  master,  who  have  wor- 
shipped Wife  and  Child." 


He  tells  them  that  all  their  thoughts  should  be 
soft  and  white  as  the  wood  of  the  white  tree, 
and  to  keep  the  unstained  honour  of  the  wood- 
en signs  above  their  shops  as  a  knight  his 
shield.  What  one  reads  of  the  guilds  of  those 
days  is  usually  something  about  the  guildmen 
marching  to  church  in  procession  on  the  feast 
of  their  patron  saint,  or  at  Christmas  for  the 
Midnight  Mass,  singing  their  guild-.songs. 
What  one  reads  about  unions  to-day  is  more 
likely  to  be  something  about  a  strike  to  secure 
a  fair  wage. 

Another  comparison  is  in  the  churches,  and 
the  spirit  shown  by  the  people  in  building 
them.  It  is  evident  that  during  the  Middle 
Ages  the  people  found  pleasure  in  building 
their  cathedrals.  They  were  proud  to  give  pre- 
cious metals  and  jewels  to  make  chalices  and 
sacred  vessels.  They  built  their  churches  of 
the  best  material  they  could  obtain;  they  put 
all  their  ingenuity,  all  the  skill  of  their  crafts- 
manship, into  the  work.  They  spent  many 
years,  often  centuries,  on  the  more  elaborate 
churches.  It  was  a  thing  taken  for  granted 
in  Rheims  and  Rouen  for  the  sons  to  carry  on 
the  work  of  their  fathers  in  bringing  stone  a-nd 
wood,  in  working  on  carving,  and  masonry, 
and  stained  glass;  likewise  for  the  daughter 
to  do  her  share  as  her  mother  and  grandmother 
had  done  before  her.  Some  of  the  finest  paint- 
ing, wood-  and  stone-carving  in  the  world  is  to 
be  found  in  these  cathedrals.  For  these  people 
there  was  no  other  way  to  build  a  church  but 
for  the  parishioners  to  build  it.  It  seems  that 
we  have  too  many  comforts  and  amusements 
now.  When  a  town  becomes  larger  and  a 
church  has  to  be  built,  architects  are  called 
upon  to  submit  plans,  one  is  chosen,  contrac- 
tors are  then  consulted,   and  when  the   most 
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reasonable  price  is  found  that  will  give  satis- 
factory' work,  the  building  is  commenced.  The 
financing  is  put  in  charge  of  a  trust  company, 
and  for  the  payments  the  pastor  must  collect 
the  money  as  best  he  can.  Even  in  the  build- 
ing of  our  churches  are  we  commercialized. 
The  people  are  interested  in  having  for  their 
parish  church  a  suitable  building  within  con- 
venient distance.  How  different  all  this  is 
from  what  we  are  told  of  the  building  of  the 
great  Cathedral  of  Chartres:  "Men  and  women, 
noble  and  bourgeois  and  peasant,  having  con- 
fessed their  sins  and  renounced  all  enmities, 
harnessed  themselves  to  the  carts  like  beasts 
of  burden  and  dragged  to  the  church  the  huge 
stones  quarried  and  cut  five  miles  from  the 
town."  In  mediaeval  times  people  put  their 
whole  soul  into  building  a  beautiful  church  to 
God,  and  found  pleasure  in  the  work  and  pride 
when  it  was  finished.  It  was  the  miost  natural 
thing  in  the  world  for  a  merchant  returning 
from  a  prosperous  voyage  to  bring  home  with 
him  a  treasure  of  some  description  for  a  gift 
to  the  parish  church. 

In  the  Catholic  countries  of  Europe,  the 
smallest  of  towns  will  have  an  enormous 
church — ^^dedicated  to  Our  Lady  or  to  the  pat- 
ron saint.  If  the  town  is  a  little  larger,  it 
may  have  as  many  as  a  dozen  churches.  Such 
towns  as  Rouen,  the  home  of  Joan  of  Arc,  and 
Lisieux,  the  home  of  "The  Little  Flower,"  have 
each  ten  or  twelve  large  churches.  The  same 
sized  town  here  would  have  one,  or  perhaps 
two  Catholic  churches.  You  will  say  that  these 
are  both  towns  in  which  saints  have  lived. 
But,  as  a  great  Catholic  writer  has  suggested, 
saints  are,  after  all,  simply  the  flowering  of  the 
mighty  tree  of  Catholic  life,  and  the  churches 
are  only  the  outward  expression  of  the  faith 


of  the  people.  What  our  times  need  is  the 
saints;  if  we  had  true  Christians  living  in  our 
time  and  country,  we,  too,  would  have  the 
beautiful  cathedrals  of  the  paist. 

There  is  within  the  last  few  years  a  marked 
tendency  amo-ng  architects  to  go  back  for  their 
models  to  the  Middle  Ages.  Until  a  few  years 
ago  buildings  were  more  often  along  classical 
lines,  some  modern  adaptation  of  the  old  Greek 
and  Roman  architecture,  our  heritage  from 
pagan  times.  Now  the  fashion  is  to  build  in 
Gothic  style,  to  make  even  sky-scrapers  look 
like  the  cathedrals  of  the  Middle  Ages.  But 
these  cathedrals  were  but  a  product;  they  were 
but  the  physical  expression  of  the  faith,  the 
ideals,  the  aspirations  of  their  producers.  We 
must  not  be  mere  imitators.  If  we  bring  back 
what  we  need  —  the  spirit  of  faith,  the  cul- 
ture, the  idealism  of  the  Middle  Ages — we  too 
shall  build  beautiful  churches,  and  the  still 
more  beautiful  temples  not  built  with  hands, 
where  beauty  of  soul  inspires  every  thought. 

A  culture  can  be  lost.  The  Chinese  had  a 
high  civilization  centuries  ago;  now  they  are 
one  of  the  most  ignorant  peoples  in  the  world. 
We,  too,  are  losing  the  culture  of  the  fourteenth 
century.  Many  people,  of  course,  disagree 
with  one  who  says  that  the  Middle  Ages  had 
a  culture  and  beauty;  indeed,  they  refer  to 
them  as  the  "dark"  ages.  Seeing  eyes  are  now 
turning  to  their  light.  It  is  certain  that  if  our 
people  are  to  regain  the  happiness  they  are 
seeking  so  hard  to  find,  but  are  so  often  look- 
ing for  in  the  wrong  ])laces,  they  must  return 
to  the  truths  and  the  ideals  that  inspired  the 
ages  of  Faith. 

Agnes  Purtle,  Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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GUY  DE   FONTGALLAND. 


It  is  only  eight  years  since  the  death  of 
Guy  de  Fontgalland,  and  already  his  name  is 
spread  throiighont  the  world.  There  must  be 
some  reason  for  this — that  one  little  child  could 
thus  influence  men,  women  and  children.  It  is 
because  in  what  has  been  written  of  his  short 
life  we  find  an  examiple  that  appeals  to  all 
alike — to  other  children,  and  to  their  elders, 
who  hope  to  be  as  little  children  that  they  may 
enter  into  the  Kingdom  that  is  for  such. 

The  details  and  oircumsta-nces  of  his  family 
life  do  not  concern  us  here.  His  parents  are 
both  living.  Of  the  youth  of  his  father,  Pierre 
de  Fontgalland,  there  is  a  story  that  we  take 
pleasure  in  recalling  here : 

France  is  named  the  Eldest  Daughter  of  the 
Church.  In  1908,  when  a  body  of  French  pil- 
grims arrived  in  Rome,  and  were  received  by 
the  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  X,  he  drew  down 
to  his  lips  and  kissed  the  national  flag  that 
headed  the  cortege.  This  gracious  gesture  was 
in  token  of  his  fatherly  affection  for  his  child- 
ren of  the  French  natio-n,  the  Eldest  Daughter 
of  the  Church.  And  the  bearer  of  the  flag 
was  Pierre  de  Fontgalland. 

Guy's  mother  was  Marie  Renee  Mathevon. 
She  was  tenderly  devoted  to  her  little  son,  but 
she  did  not  spoil  him.  For  all  the  love  she 
lavished  upon  himi,  his  training  did  not  lack 
the  firm  direction  and  control  a  child  needs. 
He  was  carefully  corrected  for  his  faults, 
which,  however,  were  always  open  and  obvious. 

Once  when  Guy  was  still  very  tiny  himself, 
he  was  asked  if  he  Avould  like  a  little  sister. 
His  prompt  reply  was:  ''No!" 

''But  why?" 

"Because  you  have  to  give  in  to  little  girls, 
but  a  little  brother  would  give  in  to  me !" 

This  shows,  we  think,  that  Guy  was  a  polite 


little  boy  and  knew  how  little  girls  should  be 
treated;  but  it  shows,  too,  that  he  was  high- 
spirited,  and  found  it  hard  to  give  in  to  others. 
However,  he  got  his  wish :  later  on  he  had  a 
little  brother  for  his  playmate. 

When  Guy  was  only  nine  years  old  he  was 
taken  one  day  to  the  circus  —  and  we  know 
what  a  circus  means  to  a  small  boy.  Guy,  how- 
ever, was  not  so  much  taken  up  with  the  per- 
formance, as  in  trying  to  count  the  people 
present.  His  interest  Avas  not  in  finding  out 
how  many  were  there,  but  how  many  of  them 
loved  God.  He  ended  his  survey  by  resolving 
to  say  a  prayer  for  everybody  at  the  circus. 

His  respect  and  reverence  for  priests  is  note- 
worthy. He  ailways  raised  his  cap  when  he  met 
a  priest  on  the  streiet,  whether  he  knew  him  or 
not.  The  deference  he  showed  on  one  such  occa- 
sion made  someone  who  was  with  him  ask:  "Is 
that  your  professor?" 

"No,"  answered  Guy,  "I  don't  know  him. 
But  he  is  a  priest.     That's  enough  for  me." 

Someone  was  remarking  unfavourably  upon 
the  green  cassock  and  frayed  cuffs  of  one  of 
the  Fathers  at  his  college. 

"You   don't   understand   him,    that's    all," 
returned  Guy.     It's  humility  that  makes  him . 
dress  like  that.     He's  a  saint." 

T'wo  other  outstanding  traits  we  observe  in 
Guy  are  his  obedience  and  his  truthfulness. 
And  with  all  his  qualities  he  was  a  real  boy. 
He  had  a  flair  for  machinery,  and  was  always 
inventing  things  with  his  beloved  Meccano — 
and,  of  course,  he  ran  after  the  fire-engines. 
Was  there  ever  a  real  boy  who  could  resist  the 
fascination  of  the  fire-engines?  But  we  have  in 
this  connection  a  significant  incident  in  Guy's 
life.  On  his  way  home  from  school  one  day, 
when  he  had  caught  sight  of  the  engines  and 
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was  oft*  at  full  speed  after  them,  he  was  stopped 
by  an  old  friend  of  the  family,  who  asked  him 
where  he  was  going  in  such  a  hurry.  Such  a 
time  to  stop  a  boy!  —  and  by  this  time  the 
engines  had  turned  the  corner, 

"You  couldn't  catch  up  to  them,  anyway," 
said  the  lady. 

"No,  worse  luck,"  grinned  Guy.  "And  in 
any  case  I  should  have  stopped  at  our  street; 
I'm  not  allowed  to  go  past  the  corner  —  even 
for  the  fire-engines!" 

That  is  rather  heroic  obedience.  Fires  had 
for  Guy  all  the  fascinatio-n  and  interest  that 
they  have  for  the  average  boy  of  his  age,  but 
even  in  his  excitement  he  would  not  oifend  by 
an  act  of  disobedience  the  "Little  Jesus"  Whom 
he  loved  so  dearly.  He  hated  disobedience, 
and  still  more  he  hated  lying.  On  his  death- 
bed he  was  able  to  say  that  he  had  never  told 
a  lie  in  his  whole  life. 

Of  his  piety,  it  will  perhaps  be  better  to 
speak  later;  a-nd  this  brings  us  to  the  subject 
of  his  First  Communion. 

He  was  seven  years  old  when  for  the  first 
time  he  received  his  "Little  Jesus"  in  Holy 
Communion.  This  was  the  day  he  had  so  long 
awaited.  Now  he  was  going  to  be  perfectly 
happy.  He  had  planned  his  future  along  the 
lines  that  most  appealed  to  him.  He  was  going 
to  be  a  priest;  he  was  going  to  build  his  own 
aeroplane,  and  in  it  fly  away  to  China  to  con- 
vert the  heathens  and  to  teach  them  to  love  the 

Good  God.     He  was  going  to  and  then 

came  the  blow.    It  was  a  Voice  speaking  clearly 
and  distinctly  to  his  heart,  and  It  said : 

"  My  dear  little  Guy,  I  shall  take  you  soon ; 
you  will  die  young.  You  will  not  be  My  priest ; 
I  desire  to  make  you  My  angel." 

For  the  moment  Guy  was  stunned.  These 
words  were  hard.  Never  to  be  a  priest;  never 
to  be  what  he  had  so  desired.    And  life  itself 


was  sweet  to  Guy.  He  thought  a  moment 
more,  then  his  great  love  for  his  Little  King 
welled  up  in  his  heart.  With  the  sweet  urging 
of  grace  he  stammered: — "Yes!" — and  then 
he  began  to  feel  joy  in  his  croiss. 

He  was  happy  now.  Jesus  had  asked  him 
for  something,  and  he  had  said  "Yes"  —  the 
sweetest  word,  as  he  said  later,  that  we  ca.n 
say  to  God. 

A  great  change  now  came  over  the  child. 
From  being  high-spirited,  boisterous,  a-nd  gay, 
he  tended  to  become  reserved  and  miature.  The 
shock  he  had  undergone  had  somew^hat  bewil- 
dered and  unsettled  him.  He  lost  interest  in 
his  games  and  studies.  He  could  see  no  use 
in  studying;  it  wasn't  going  to  last.  But  he 
tried  —  tried  hard  to  do  well,  because  he  knew 
it  w^ould  please  his  mother.  The  explanation 
of  his  want  of  interest  and  application  —  his 
secret  —  he  did  not  tell  her.  He  could  not. 
He  knew  it  would  hurt  her;  and  so  he  boi-e  its 
weight  alone. 

In  July,  1920,  the  Count  and  Countess  de 
Fontgalland  took  their  two  boys  to  Lourdes. 
Guy  was  in  his  seventh  heaven.  He  was  a  good 
pilgrim.  He  drank  the  miraculous  water;  he 
paid  his  visits  to  the  Basilica;  he  climed  on 
his  knees  up  the  rugged  Way  of  the  Cross. 
But  most  of  all  he  loved  the  Grotto,  It  was 
there  he  lingered,  saying  his  beads — this  ten- 
year-old,  who  once  said  to  his  mother  that  he 
had  learned  so  many  beautiful  things  by  say- 
ing his  Hail  Marys  slowly.  It  was  here  at  the 
Grotto  that  his  long  vigil  was  broken,  the  vigil 
begun  on  the  morning  of  his  first  Communion. 
This  time  it  Avas  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God 
he  heard  speak  to  his  heart,  and  She  said: 

"My  dear  little  Guy,  I  shall  come  to  take 
you  soon.  I  shall  take  you  on  a  Saturday,  in 
the  arms  of  your  mother,  to  bear  you  straight 
to  heaven." 
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It  was  not  until  after  his  return  to  (.'ollege 
in  tlie  fall,  and  just  after  his  eleventh  birthday, 
that  he  suddenly  became  very  ill — it  was  diph- 
theria— and  revealed  his  story  to  his  mother. 

He  was  human,  and  like  aaiy  other  little 
boy,  he  was  attracted  to  this  life.  It  was  hard 
to  leave  his  mother  and  father  and  his  dear 
little  brother,  Mark.  And  it  was  hard  to  suf- 
fer, as  he  now  must  do  in  spite  of  all  that  love 
and  care  could  do  to  try  to  relieve  him  and 
save  him.  In  his  short  life  Guy  had  taug:ht 
us  many  lessons  how  to  live  well.  And  he 
teaches  us,  too,  how  to  die. 

Once  when  there  was  a  sudden  change  for 
the  Avorse,  and  they  feared  that  he  was  actual- 
ly dying,  his  father  hastened  to  telephone  for 
the  doctor.    ]t  was  Guy  who  interposed: 

"My  confessor  first,  please.  Papa;  the  doc- 
tor afterwards." 

When  he  was  having  some  i)ainful  hypo- 
dermic injections,  his  mother  whispered  to  en- 
courage him:: 

"Offer  it  to  Jesus,  dear;  He  was  crowned 
witli  thorns  for  love  of  you." 

"Yes,"  said  Guy,  even  as  he  struggled  to 
keep  back  his  tears,  "but  He  kept  His  thorns 
on  His  head—whereas  they  pull  the  needle 
i-ight  out  of  my  leg." 

His  illness  lasted  almost  six  weeks.  Far 
from  complaining,  he  said  that  he  was  suffei-- 
ing  to  expiate  what  he  called  his  "lazinesvs" 
at  school,  this  little  boy  who  tried  so  earnestly 
always  to  please  Jesus,  and  His  "Mamma,"  as 
he  lovingly  called  the  Blessed  Mother. 

At  length  dawned  the  last  daylight  he  was 
(iesti-ned  to  see. 

"What  day  is  it,  Mamma?"  he  asked  as 
she  drew  back  the  curtains. 

"Saturday,  January  the  twenty-fourth, 
dear/'  she  answered. 


'Oh  !  Saturday  !    Then  it  is  to-day  that  Our 
l^ady  is  coming  to  talce  me  to  little  Jesus!" 
And  it  was  that  day. 

"Jesus — I  love  You — Mamma!"  Those 
were  his  last  words,  spoken  just  aftei*  the 
priest  had  anointed  him.  He  died  in  his  mo- 
ther's arms;  but  she  who  loved  him  so  earliest 
ly  and  knew  how  much  he  loved  her,  felt  that 
his  last  word  was  -not  for  her,  but  for  the  Mo- 
ther of  us  all,  who  had  come  to  take  him  to 
Her  Son. 

Kathleen  Shanks,  Form  III., 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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RESCUERS  AND  RESCUED. 


It  was  a  hot,  lazy  August  afternoon  with 
the  azure  blue  of  the  sky  rivalling  the  spark- 
ling blue  of  the  lake — a  calm,  still  afternoon 
when  even  the  leaves  are  enjoying  their  sum- 
mer siesta. 

One  moment  all  is  .silent  a-nd  peaceful;  the 
next — sharply  to  our  ears  comes  a  raucous  cry. 
For  the  first  time  that  day  a  spark  of  energy 
takes  possession  of  us;  springing  to  our  feet, 
Jerry  and  I  rushed  to  the  shore,  guided  by  the 
cry  of  '  'Look  !  Look  !    A  boat !— " 

And  there  indeed  out  upon  the  glimmering 
lake  .slowly,  slowly  moving  into  the  bay,  was 
an  open  skift'.  Harry  and  Prank  had  tried 
swimming  out  to  it,  but  had  given  it  i\p  and 
were  now  running  along  the  beach. 

"Quick!"  said  Jerry,  "let's  follow  in  our 
boat."  Hastily  we  pushed  off  and  ])ulled  the 
motor,  taking  up  the  i)ursuit,  bent  on  rescue. 

Meanwhile  farther  down  the  bay  a  sim- 
ilar scene  was  being  enacted,  and  a  few  min- 
utes ahead  of  us  a  row-boat  had  been  shoved 
out. 

Oh,  the  fascination  there  is  in  an  open 
drifting  boat!  The  fancies  it  co-njures  up,  the 
speculations  one  makes,  the  theories  that  are 
given  as  to  the  why  and  the  wherefore ;  and 
many  were  our  conjectures  and  reasonings  as 


we  followed  the  derelict  not  so  far  in  advance. 

We  drew  even  with  the  other  rescuers  as 
we  came  upon  the  boat.  As  the  race  closed  in, 
the  air  seemed  alive  with  noises.  The  splash- 
ing of  the  boys,  as  half  running,  half  swim- 
ming, they  drew  near  the  derelict;  the  put- 
put  of  our  motor,  and  the  siqueaking  of  the  oars 
on  the  row-boat.  Yet  there  was  a  tenseness 
in  the  atmosphere  as  the  three  contestants 
reached  the  skiff,  all  endeavoring  to  claim  the 
honour  of  towing  home  the  boat. 

Competition  was  at  its  height,  Harry 
pounced  on  the  stern;  I  reached  for  the  bow 
and  the  man  in  the  other  boat  grasped  the 
side 

A  dazed,  sunburnt  face  appeared  from  the 
bottom  of  the  boat,  and  a  sleepy  voice  inquir- 
ed: 

"Where  am  I?     I  think  I've  been  asleep?" 

Then  with  a  few  yawns  and  stretches,  with- 
out even  a  word  to  us,  the  owner  grasped  the 
oars,  took  a  look  around  and  set  off,  leaving 
behind  him  three  sets  of  faces  gazing  in  as- 
to-nishment   and    incredulity, 

Eileen  Bradley,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunskiek  Avenue,  Toronto. 


GOING  TO  BED. 


When  it's  time  for  bed  at  night — 
(No;    it   is'  not  funny), 

My  ma  says,   "No,  that  won't  do; 
Do  you  hear  me,  sonny?" 

She  pours  the  soap   upon   my  head 

Toin   right  after    ton; 
If   you   think    that's    funny, 
You  have  a  guess  to  come. 


The  white   soap  comes   up   and   up 

Till  the  bowl  is  filled; 
It  gets  into  my  eyes  and  ears: 

I    feel   about    killed. 

But  when  I'm  tucked  into  bed, 

My  face  to  the  wall. 
Kinder    thoughts   come    in   my    head, 

I  fall  asleeip — that's  all. 


Prank  O'Hare, 
St.    Bride's    School,    Chicago. 
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Moritez^uma's  Day 

Cocoa  Beans  were  used asMoney 


THE  value  of  the  cocoa  bean  was 
appreciated  in  Mexico  long  before 
the  discovery  of  America.  The 
Spaniard  found  there  a  beverage,  known 
in  Aztec  as  "chocolate" — from  choco 
(cocoa)  and  lath  (water).  The  Emperor 
Montezuma  was  exceedingly  fond  of  it 
and  is  said  to  have  consumed  many  jars 
or  pitchers  daily  himself  and  his  house- 
hold 2,000  jars. 

Cocoa  beans  in  sacks  containing  a  speci- 
fied number  were  used  as  currency  for 
the  payment  of  taxes,  purchase  of  slaves, 
etc.  In  fact  the  Aztecs  valued  the  cocoa 
beans     even     more    highly     than     gold. 


Chocolate  was  introduced  to  Spain  which 
country  long  tried  to  hold  it  from  other 
nations,  but  of  course  failed,  and  by  the 
17th  century  its  use  had  spread  through 
Europe. 

Cocoa  beans  are  grown  in  West  Africa, 
the  West  Indies,  Ceylon  and  other  coun- 
tries. In  making  Neilson's  Jersey  Milk 
Chocolate  only  the  finest  cocoa  beans  are 
employed  and  these  are  blended  by 
Neilson's  experts,  then  roasted,  ground 
and  milled  by  special  processes  to  give 
that  smooth,  rich,  matchless  flavor  that 
makes  Neilson's  Jersey  Milk  the  best 
milk  chocolate  made. 


THE  BEST  MILK  CHOCOLATE  MADE 
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THE  THING. 


The  clock  in  the  dark  hall  struck  two. 
The  man  in  the  next  room  wijied  his  forehead 
and  si<?hed.  It  would  soon  be  time.  How  he 
dreaded  it.  He'd  have  to  do  it;  he  couldn't 
shirk  it.  Whatever  had  made  him  consent  to 
the  thing !  It  must  have  been  in  a  moment  of 
weakness.  Why  had  he  not  refused  ?  He  could 
not ;  he  dare  not. 

He  wiped  his  forehead  and  sighed  again. 
He  would  have  been  a  rather  pleasant-looking 
man  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  look  of  utter 
hopelessness  in  his  eyes.  Maybe  he  wa.s  get- 
ting old  and  no  longer  had  the  courage.  But 
what  mere  man  could  have  had  the  courage 
to  m,eet  such  a  situation?  Well,  he  must  make 
the  most  of  it  now;  what  else  could  he  do? 
Into  what  trouble  had  he  brought  himself? 

He  had  not  realized  what  it  was  going  to 
cost  him,  when  he  had  consented  to  do  the 
thing.     In  fact  he  had  looked  forward  to   it 


as  a  sort  of  an  adventure.  He'd  never  forgive 
himself.  And  now  that  the  time  was  draw- 
ing near,  he  was  frightened.  He  had  never 
done  this  sort  of  thing  before.  Oh,  well,  if  he 
must,  he  must,  that  was  all  there  was  to  it. 
He  would  make  the  most  of  it — but  could  he? 

Fear  gripped  him.  He  straightened  him- 
self. He  had  never  failed  before  in  his  life 
a-nd  he  was  not  going  to  begin  now.  Oh,  but 
this  was  different!  If  he  ever  got  out  of  this 
safely,  he  would  never  do  it  again.  But  would 
he  get  out  of  this  safely?    He  groaned. 

Who  was  he?  And  what  had  he  to  be  afraid 
of?  He  was  a  mere  man,  and  he  had  promised 
to  speak  at  this  afternoon's  meeting  of  his 
wife's  Literary  Club. 

Marie  Palumbo,  Form,  IV., 

Loretto  Avenue  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 


RADIOS. 


Press  a  button,  turn  a  dial, 

In  Toronto  here; 
Before  you  know  it  you  will   be 

Through   to   Paris,  clear. 

Brrr,   brrr,   buzz,   buzz,   pop,   pop,   pop, 
A   whistle   here   and   there; 

You're  upset  when  you   don't  know 
What  you've  got  "on  the  air." 

You  find  a  programme,  miles  away. 

So  far  off  it's  uncanny; 
Before  you  find  out  where  it  is 

Someone  else  wants  "Orphan  Annie. 

And  someone  else,  and  someone  else. 
Must  have  the  tune  of  their  delight- 

"My  dear,  you  can't  expect  to  have  it 
All  to  yourself  again  to-night." 


Begin  at  the  bottom  of  the  dial 

And   gently  turn   it  'round: 
It's  comical  to  put  together 

All   the  things  you've  found. 

Stock  prices,  closing,  high  and  low. 

The  Rugby  game  they're  playing— where? 

The  very  newest  receipes 

An  orchestra — Marche  Militaire! 

As  me!    I  Like  to   turn  the  dial 

From  station  on   to  station 
Until  at  last  they  have  signed  off 

All  around  the  nation. 

A  great  invention,   radio! 

In  spite  of  static  grunty,  groany — 
(Excuse  my  rhyme.      It's  just  to  e.nd): 

"Thank  you.  Monsieur  Marconi!" 

Helen   Brooks,   Form   IIIA., 

Loretto  Abbey  College  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 

ONLY  in  the  ''spacious  days"  of  Queen 
Elizabeth  could  Shakespeare's  genius 
have  been  fostered  and  developed  to  the  full. 
The  strife  of  the  so-called  Reformation 
was  at  somewhat  of  a  lull,  and  by 
the  defeat  of  the  Armada  the  na- 
tion had  escaped  the  danger  of  Spanish 
conquest.  The  daw-ning  New  World  was  open- 
ing to  English  colonization  through  the  labours 


The  "Ix)i'etto  Rainbow"  Staff,  Loretto  High  School, 
Englewood,  1933-34.  Misses  Dorothy  Sheaii,  Jean 
Vrettos,  Leonai'dine  Chaiison,  and  Dorothy  Nugent. 

of  Cabot,  Drake  and  Raleigh.  New  lands,  new 
ideas,  new  books,  the  new  learning  of  the  Re- 
naissance, had  set  on  fire  the  imaginations  of 
men.  Altogether,  Englishmen  found  the  world 
with  its  new  horizon  a  place  well  worth  living 
in.  Men  were  anxious  to  learn  all  there  was 
to  learn,  a«d  to  feel  all  there  was  to  feel,  and 
no  other  form  of  art  could  bring  the  world  to 
Engtland's  door  more  readily  than  the  drama. 
Such  an  age  demlanded  a  genius  to  hold  up  the 
mirror  to  all  its  rich  and  varied  life,  and  it 
found  that  genius  in  William  Shakespeare. 

It  is  strange  that  although  the  people  of 
his  time  loved  and  honoured  Shakespeare  as 
"Soule  of  the  Age"  (as  his  friend  Ben  John- 
son put  it),  there  is  a  very  scanty  amount  of 
actual  fact  left  to  us  on  which  to  base  an  ac- 
count  of  his  life.    Scholars  have  gone  to  great 


pains  to  unearth  obscure  documents  which 
touch  his  life,  and  to  trace  the  development 
of  his  mind  and  character  from  his  plays  and 
poems;  but  we  still  know  so  little  about  the 
events  of  his  life  that  some  have  even  ques- 
tioned whether  he  was  the  author  of  the  works 
that  bear  his  name. 

William  Shakespeare  was  born  at  Stratford- 
on-Avon  in  April,  1564.  The  exact  day  is  un- 
certain. His  parents  came  of  good  country 
stock  that  had  lived  in  Warwickshire  for 
generatio-ns.  His  father  dealt  in  agricultural 
products,  and  was  at  one  time  a  glover  and  at 
another  a  butcher.  The  poet's  mother,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  she  came  from  a  prosperous 
family,  had  no  education,  for  the  women  of 
that  day  were  rarely  educated. 

William  was  their  third  child.  He  was  for- 
tunate in  living  in  Stratford,  because  the  town 
had  the  unusual  advantage  of  a  free  endowed 
grammar  school  which  all  the  sons  of  the  "free- 
men," members  of  the  governing  body  of  the 
town,  were  entitled  to  attend.  It  is  there  that 
Shakespeare  learned  the  "small  Da  tine  and 
Lesse  Greeke"  of  which  his  friend  Ben  John- 
son writes.  After  leaving  school,  the  first  event 
in  Shakespeare's  life  that  we  can  authenticate, 
is  his  marriage  with  Anne  Hathaway. 

No  one  has  as  yet  entirely  accounted  for 
his  leaving  Stratford  in  1586.  Some  say  that 
the  unhappiness  of  his  domestic  life  led  to  his 
departure.  Others  say  that  his  father's  failure 
in  business  laid  heavier  burdens  o-n  the  son. 
No  one  knows  the  real  reason  for  his  depar- 
ture, but  it  is  a  generally  accepted  fact  that  in 
his  twenty-first  year  the  young  man  left  Strat- 
ford and  walked  to  London  by  way  of  Oxford. 
On  his  arrival  in  London,  it  is  believed  that 
he  earned  his  living  as  call-boy  or  page  in  the 
theatre,  but  was  soon  promoted  to  small  parts 
on  the  stage.     Shakespeare  never  played  lead- 
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ing  characters;  it  was  in  such  parts  as  that 
of  the  old  man,  Adam,  in  "As  You  Like  It," 
or  the  Ghost  in  "Hamlet,"  that  he  appeared 
at  the  Globe  Theater,  perhaps  before  Queen 
Elizabeth  herself, 

Shakespeare  soon  realized,  however,  that 
his  bent  was  not  for  acting?,  but  for  playwrit- 
ing,  and  in  1593  he  published  his  "Venus  and 
Adonis." 

Shakespeare's  activities  as  actor,  as  part 
owner  of  several  theatres,  and  as  playwright 
and  poet,  made  him  a  moderately  wealthy  man. 
He  returned  to  Stratford  to  live,  and  bought 
New  Place,  which  is  just  around  the  corner 
from  his  birth-place.  He  probably  spe-nt  his 
last  ,six  years  in  Stratford  or  London.  He  died 
in  1616,  only  fifty-two  years  old.  The  cause 
of  his  death  is  unknown,  but  in  Stratford  there 
was  a  tradition  "that  Shakespeare,  Drayton 
and  Johnson  had  a  merry  meeting,  and  that 
Shakespeare  died  of  a  fever  there  contracted." 
He  was  buried  in  the  chancel  of  Stratford 
church,  on  the  north  wall  of  which  a  monu- 
ment with  bust  and  epitaph  was  soon  after- 
wards erected.  Over  his  grave  was  placed  a 
slab  with  the  inscriptioin : 

Good  friend,  for  Jesus'  sake  forbeare 
To  dig  the  dust  encloased  here : 
Bleste  be  the  man  that  spares  these  stones. 
And  curst  be  he  that  moves  my  bones. 

What  is  it  that  niakes  Shakespeare  endure 
as  the  supreme  dramatist  of  the  world,  in  spite 
of  many  obvious  faults?  We  may  answer  that 
he  combines  all  the  qualities  that  make  litera- 
ture enduring.  He  combines  the  wisdom  to 
nnderstand  with  the  charity  to  forgive  human 
frailties.  He  has  the  power  to  make  humanity 
real,  with  its  feet  on  the  ground  no  matter  how 
high  its  head  may  tower  towards  the  clouds. 


Royal  Insurance 

Company,  Limited 

The  Largest  and  Wealthiest  Fire  Insurance 
Company  in  the  World. 

PERCY  J.  QUINN 

Manager 

27    WELLINGTON    ST.    E.,   TORONTO. 
^  Telephone  ELgin  7231. 


Superior  Optical  Co. 

22  Bloor  St.  West,  Toronto. 
KI.  2116  or  0963 

Will  give  25  per  cent,  off  your  glasses  if  you 
are  a  subscriber  to  The  Rainbow. 

Consult  us  before  you  buy  glasses. 

SUPERIOR    OPTICAL    CO. 


The  Making  of  a  Will 

Is  One  of  the  Most  Important  Duties  of  Every  Man 

and  Woman  Whether  the  Estate  Be  Large 

or  SmaU. 

If  you  should  die  without  making  a  Will  your 
Estate  might  be  distributed  contrary  to  your  wishes. 

Your  wishes  will  be  faithfully  carried  out  and 
your  heirs  properly  protected  If  you  make  a  Will  ap- 
pointing this  company  your  Executor. 

We  Invite  consultation  free  of  charge  in  regard  to 
your  Will — by  mail  or  personally  at  any  of  our  offices. 

Capital  Trust  Corporation 


100  Adelaide  St. 
OTTAWA. 


Limited. 
West 


Toronto. 
MONTREAL. 


Gaiety,  light-heartedness,  laughter,  pity,  tears, 
passion — all  are  his.  Ilis  work  has  tlie  ease 
and  careless  grace  of  all  masterpieces,  and  it 
is  always  charming  to  the  ear.  As  Ben  John- 
son truly  said  : 

"Shakespeare  was  not  of  an  age,  but 
for  all  time." 

Elizabeth  Healy,  Senior  Year. 
Loretto   High   School,   Englewood,   Chicago. 
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MICHAEL'S    COLLEGE 

TORONTO,  ONT. 

Conducted  by   the  Basilian   Fathers. 

Honour  Courses  in  Philosophy,  Classics,   Moderns,  History, 

Political  Science,   Commerce,   Science  and   Mathematics,   leading  to 

the  B.A.  Degree  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 

Libraries,    Laboratories    and    Students'    Union     (Hart 

House)      among     the     best     on     the     continent. 

Address — The  Registrar. 

St. 

Michael's    College    School 

A 

High    School    Course    leading    to    Matriculation,    including 

a    Preparatory    Course    for    a    limited    number    of 

Boys   in   Third   and   Fourth    Books. 

Address  —  The    Principal. 

HOME. 

Whistles  were  blowing — people  were  shout- 
ing and  screaming — .sobbing  miothers  a-nd' sweet- 
hearts were  saying  good-bye  to  their  loved  ones. 
The  last  ship  slowly  sailed  away,  but  the  brave 
forms  in  khaki  stood  straining  their  blurred 
eyes  for  a  last  glimpse  of  their  dear  ones.  And 
then  slowly  they  all  drifted  from  the  railing 
— all  but  one — Ted  Allen.  He  could  not  go  in 
— because  he  couldn't^ — he  just  couldn't  let  any- 
one see  that  he  was  crying.  Someone  touched 
him  gently  on  the  shoulder — 

"What's  wrong,  buddy?" 

Ted  looked  around;  he  was  blushing  furi- 
ously. 

'"Why,  nothing's  wrong — Ih-I'm — just  a 
little  bit  homesick — you  know' — leaving  miother 
and  dad  and — the  kids — I  mean  my  brothers 
and  sisters."   Then,  with  a  little  choked  laugh: 


"I  have  seven  of  them,  and  it's  kind  of  tough 
leaving  them  all." 

'"Home,"  said  the  other  boy.  "Home;  I 
don't  even  know  Avhat  it's  like  to  have  a  home. 
Been  on  my  own  ever  since  I  can  remember. 
But  I — I  understand  how  j^ou  feel — -By  the  way, 
what's  your  name?" 

"Ted  Allen.  It's  really  Theodore — but  ugh  ! 
Guess  they  named  me  after  the  President.  Dad 
had  a  soft  spot  in  his  heart  for  Theodore  Roose- 
velt and  he  took  it  out  o-n  me,"  said  Ted  with 
a  laugh. 

"Mine's  Robert— Robert  Dunn.  But  call 
me  Bob.  Well,  let's  unpack.  I'm  tired  and 
hungry  as" — he  paused  for  lack  of  a  fitting 
comparison. 


"Hey,  Ted!     Here's  a  letter  for  you — hey! 
Say,  buddy,  do  you  know  where  Private  Allen 


isr 
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"Yes,  he's  over  at  the  pump — kind  of  lone- 
ly, I  guess — wanted  to  be  by  himself,"  said  a 
fellow  soldier. 

"Okay.  Thanks.  Say,  Ted,  here's  a  letter 
for  you,"  shouted  Bob  again. 

"0  Boy!  Don't  go!  We'll  read  it  togeth- 
er," said  Ted,  hurriedly,  as  Bob  rose  to  go. 
"Listen" — he  said  as  they  walked  along  arm 
in  arm — "Mom's  fine  and  so  is  dad,  but  Jackie 
sprained  his  ankle  and  tore  his  new  suit  climb- 
ing over  a  fence.  Midge  is  going  to  be  married 
just  as  soon  as  the  war  is  over;  and  Tommy 
got  one  hundred  in  his  Algebra  exam.  And 
oh !  listen  to  this :  Mom's  sending  a  box  full 
of  cake  and  cookies."     Ted  laughed  daily. 

"It's  great  to  hear  from  home !  But  why — 
what's  the  matter  ?  Ah,  I'm  ,sorry,  Bob ;  really 
1  am.     I  keep  forgetting." 

One  Sunday  morning  as  Ted  rose  to  go  to 
the  little  French  church  in  the  village,  Bob 
asked  to  go  along.  "Didn't  have  anything  else 
to  do,"  he  said. 

Ted  gladly  took  him  with  him. 


"Now,  remember,  men,  there's  one  chance 
in  a  thousand  that  you'll  come  back  alive. 
Now,  who  will  volunteer  to  take  this  note  safe- 
ly through  to  the  American  lines?" 

"I'll  go,  sir!"  cried  Bob  before  anyone  else 
had  a  chance  to  say  anything. 

The  captain  looked  kindly  at  him. 

"Right,  Dunn,"  he  said. 

"Bob,  you  can't  go;  let  me  go  for  you,"  said 
Ted.    "Please,  Bob." 

"No,  Ted,  if  anything  happened  to  you  I'd 
go  crazy.  You  must  remember  that  they  are 
waiting  at  home  for  you — I — I—have  no  one." 

"Good-luck,  Bob." 

"Thanks,  Ted;  I'll  need  it.     So  long." 

And  the  friends  jjarted. 

Hours  passed — and  Bob  struggled  across  the 
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Loretto  Academy,    Stratford.      Baseball.      Helen 
Atchison's  Team — winners.     September,  1933. 

open  field,  stumbling  now  and  then  over  a  dead 
or  a  dying  comrade.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
light,  a-n  explosion,  and  above  the  terrible 
thunder  of  the  guns — a  moan. 

"Ted,  Ted,  Avhere  are  you?  Ah,  Ted—" 
then  unconsciousness. 

Two  hours  passed.  Bob  partly  regained 
consciousness — with  strength  enough  only  to 
gasp — "Ted,  why  don't  you  come?" 

"'Here  I  am,  Bob.  See  if  you  can't  swal- 
low this  Avater,"  said  a  voice  choked  with  tears. 

"Ted,"  whispered  Bob,  ''I— I'd  like  awfully 
to  be  baptized — you  know — I — I've  never  had 
a  home  h — here — and  you  said  that — that— that 
up  there — for  people  that — that  were  bap- 
tized." 

"Of  course.  Bob — now  you  lie  still  and  tell 
God  that  you're  sorry  for  your  sins,  and — ^and 
I  will  baptize  you,"  said  Ted,  trying  not  to 
cry. 

"—and   of  the   Holy   Ghost.     Amen!" 

"Now,  Bob — -now  you'll  go  to  heaven  if  you 
die — but  you  mustn't — you  can't — you  just 
can't  die,"  .sobbed  Ted. 

"Don't!"  gasped  Bob,  trying  to  smile; 
"don't! — I'm  not  afraid — I'm  glad!  I'm  go- 
ing home." 

Lucia  Sciarrino,  Form  III., 
Loretto  Academy, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 


A  SCENE  AT  THE  WHARF. 

The  scene  this  morning  is  a  familiar  one 
— ^a  crowd  hurrying  toward  the  wharf, — but 
it  is  all  rather  bewildering  to  strangers.  One 
lady  thinks  some  one  has  been  drowned,  but 
her  fears  are  soon  dispelled,  when  she  is  in- 
formed, rather  sarcastically,  that  it  is  the 
usual  Sunday  boat-race. 

A  huge  crowd  is  on  the  wharf  and  excite- 
ment runs  high.  The  boats  drawn  up  side  by 
side,  resemble  graceful  swans,  preparing  to 
glide  smoothly  over  the  bright  blue,  sun- 
flecked  water.  A  hush  descends — the  gun  goes 
of¥,  and  finally  after  a  false  start,  they  really 
begin  to  move,  and  a  steady  breeze  soon  has 
them  sailing  out  towards  the  middle  of  the 
Bay. 

One  boat  creeps  slowly  vip  past  the  others 
and  is  soon  several  yards  in  the  lead.  What 
a  commotion  this  causes  on  the  wharf.  Many 
of  the  spectators  sieze  binoculars  in  an  effort 
to  see  the  number.  Suddenly  the  wind  rises 
and  fills  the  sails  until  three  of  them  are  riding 
the  waves  side  by  side.  Excitement  increases, 
but  the  old  wooden  dock  grins  and  bears  the 
terrific  stampede  of  human  feet.  For  a  time 
we  lose  sight  of  the  boats,  but  gradually  they 
come  into  view,  and  a  few  minutes  later  round 
the  bend  on  the  home  stretch.  Bedlam  breaks 
loose.     Hats  fly  into  the   air   and   the   crowd 


'A  bit  of  fun"  at  the  picnic,  Loretto  Academy, 
Stratford,  September  12th,  1933. 
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yells  itself  hoarse,  and  it  is  quite  inupossible 
to  see  the  number  of  the  winnin{>'  boat.  How- 
ever, in  a  few  seconds  the  crowd  scatters  suffi- 
ciently to  enable  us  to  see  both  boat  and  sailors. 
Then  almost  immediately  the  second  boat  conies 
into  dock.  So'on  all  five  are  in — ^the  contes- 
tants climb  out,  assisted  by  the  helping  hands 
of  their  friends.  Two  of  them  are  soaking- 
wet,  because  several  times  it  hais  been  necessary 
to  lean  almost  into  the  water  in  order  to  bal- 
ance. This,  of  course,  caused  much  laughter, 
and  causes  even  more  so  -now — for  they  do  look 
comical.  There  is  m/uch  handshaking  and  many 
joking  remarks  are  called  back  and  forth.  The 
losers,  though  no  doubt  disappointed,  prove 
themselves  real  sports. 

Margaret  Lunn,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 


A  MOONLIGHT  SCENE. 

Moonlight,  stealing  softly  over  a  calm  sea, 
is  one  of  the  most  wonderful  scenes  of  nature, 
and  is  a  source  of  inspiration  to  all  those  whose 
eyes  seek  a  glimipse  of  beautiful  things. 

There  cam,e  to  me,  as  I  stood,  gazing  out 
across  those  noAv  peaceful  isilvered  waters,  that 
have  witnessed  the  comings  and  goings  of  man 
for  thousands  of  years  and  have  lashed  them- 
selves into  a  screaming  frenzy  so  many  times, 
a  feeling  of  .something  mystical  peirvading  my 
soul. 

The  sky  had  been  black  and  threatening, 
when  suddenly  the  moon,  in  all  its  ghostly  mag- 
nificance  emerged  from  behind  the  stormy 
clouds.  A  white  light  touched  the  rippling 
water  and  rested  there,  converted  into  a  field 
of  glimmering  silver. 

Slowly  a  ship  entered  the  arena  of  pale 
moonlight,  and  through  my  mind  coursed  these 
few  lines: 


Loretto    Academy,    Stratford,    Tennis    Club. 
September,    1933. 


''The  ships,   like  phantom  silhouettes, 
Glide  through  the  moo-n's  pale  light. 
And  like  grim  ghosts  of  destiny. 
Pass  on  into  the  night." 

The  ship  seemed  to  pause  a  moment  in  the 
path  of  the  moonlight  before  slipping  again 
into  the  surrounding  darkness  and  continuing 
there  its  stately  journey.  I  stood  enraptured, 
still  watching  the  reflection  of  the  moon  upon 
the  water,  and  I  could  not  help  feeling  the 
presence  and  power  of  Him  Who  holds  in  the 
hollow  of  His  Hand  all  these  wonders  of  nature. 
Mary  Craven,  Form  IV., 
Loretto  Academy,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 
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Officers  of  the  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 

Loretto    Academy,    Guelph,    September,    1933. 
Standing — Misses   Helen    Conroy,    Helen   Dudgeon, 

Teresa  Woronka. 
Seated — Misses   Rita   Cote,   and    Mary     La    Monte 
( President) . 


OUR  RIVER. 

The  captivating  twilight  hour  brings  ex- 
quisite beauty  to  Saint  Mary's  River.  As  the 
sun  sinks  peacefully  to  rest,  it  radiates  a  soft, 
bright  glow  which  illuminates  the  locks,  mak- 
ing them  appear  gaunt,  tall,  land  mighty.  Huge 
freighters  with  their  cargoes  of  ore,  move  ma- 
jestically down  the  river  amid  a  multitude  of 


CARUSO       BROTHERS 

129  Danforth  Avenue.  Gerrard  5885 

WHOLESALE   FRUITS   &   VEGETABLES 

Special   attention   given  to   Religious   Communi- 
ties,   Colleges,   Schools   and   other   Institutions. 


J.  J.  O'CONNOR,  D.O. 

Osteopathic    Physician 

KENT   BUILDING 

156  Yonge  St.  TORONTO. 


glittering  lights.  Behold !  The  harvest  moon 
appears  above  the  whispering  pines,  and  from 
it  descends  a  sparkling  path  to  the  River  of 
Our  Lady.     Silver  above,  aaid  silver  below ! 

Ah,  mystic  night!  I  do  believe  all  nature 
cleverly  schemes  to  prevent  you  from  spread- 
ing your  mantle  of  darkness  over  our  river  at 
Sault  Ste.  Marie. 

Margaret  Murray,  '34, 
Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


RAIN. 

I  cannot  see  why  the  weather-man  was  so 
inconsiderate — unless  it  was  because  he  knew 
I  wished  to  display  my  new  Fall  outfit  to  the 
class.  Picture  me,  all  dressed  up  in  my  new 
finery,  after  one  backward  glance  at  the  mir- 
ror, stepping  out  into  the  September  sun- 
shine. They  say  that  pride  comes  before  a 
fall.  It  did  in  this  case  —  in  fact,  before  two 
falls.  The  first  was  a  fall  of  rain.  I  was  a 
sorry-looking  sight  when  I  reached  the  school. 
The  dampness  of  my  finery  was  not  to  be  com- 
pared to  the  consequent  damper  put  upon  my 
high  spirits.  I  .sihudder  even  -now  to  think  of 
the  poor  little  feather  in  my  hat  that  had — 
like  its  wearer^ — been  so  jaunty.  A  look  at 
my  shoes  made  even  thoughts  of  shoe-polish 
unconsoling.  I  hardly  know  which  suffered 
the  greater  fall — my  outfit  or  my  pride. 

Mary  Radigan,  Form  III. 
Loretto  Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario. 


LOYALTY. 

All  must  admit  that  the  human  character 
is  moulded  by  a  thousand  subtle  influences: 
by  our  contact  Avith  individuals,  by  precept,  by 
life  iand  literature,  by  friend  and  foe,  by  the 
very  world  we  live  in,  as  well  as  by^  traits  and 
qualities   we   inherit.     It   is   self-evident  that 
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1  3 1   Farnham  Avenue,  Toronto. 


PRIVATE   DAY   SCHOOL   FOR   BOYS    UNDER 
DIRECTION  OF  CHRISTIAN  BROTHERS. 

REV.  BROTHER  ALFRED,  F.S.C.,  LL.D.,  Principal. 

COURSES  : 

HIGH  SCHOOL  DEPARTMENT:    Classes  leading  into   Toronto   University.     Special 
attention  to  Latin  and  Greek  for  Students  intending  to  study  for  the  Priesthood. 
COMMERCIAL  DEPARTMENT:    Complete   Course  embracing  study  of  French  and 
Spanish  Languages. 

PREPARATORY  DEPARTMENT:  For  Third  and  Fourth  Book  Grade  Pupils,  featur- 
ing in  a  special  manner  Conversational  French  and  Vocal  Culture. 
EXCELLENT  CLASSES  in  Physical  Training,  Cadet  Work,  etc. 

A  school  ideally  located  for  quiet  and  study  in  the  midst  of  Nature's  best; 
thirteen  and  one  half  acres  of  trees,  lawns  and  gardens;  magnificent  campus,  large 
airy,  sunlit  classrooms;  most  healthful  conditions  for  school  life. 

Send  for  Booklet,  or,  better,  come  and  see  "Oaklands." 

For  information  regarding  admission,  fees,  courses,  etc.,  address:  Rev.  Brother 
Alfred,  Principal,  131  Farnham  Avenue;  or  call  Kingsdale  2151  between  9.00  a.m. 
and  5.00  p.m. 


these  influences  are  of  immense  value,  never- 
theless, man  has  a  serious  obligation  of  work- 
ing out  hig  own  salvation  and  in  the  very  na- 
ture of  God's  law  he  must  to  a  great  extent 
mould  his  own  character.  In  the  formation  of 
this,  is  not  loyalty  one  of  the  most  enviable 
virtues  to  be  earnestly  and  constantly  desired? 
Loyalty  to  fundamental  truths  is  the  founda- 
tion of  a  good  character;  and  loyalty  to  God 
at  all  times  and  to  mjan  in  his  degree,  makes  a 
saint.  If  we  have  loyalty  in  the  Christian  s^ense 
of  the  word,  we  have  everything;  for  if  you 
are  truly  loyal,  you  are  faithful,  trustworthy, 
truthful,  obedient,  honest,  pure,  and  industri- 
ous. In  a  word,  the  more  loyal  you  are,  the 
more  Christlike  you  are. 

Anna  Coughlin,  '34, 
Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


BEAUTY  INVIOLABLE. 

As  the  venerable  white-haired  priest  trudg- 
ed slowly,  but  happily,  along  the  shores  of 
Sugar  Island,  his  thoughts  wandered  in  retro- 
spect to  the  first  time  he  canoed  to  these  shores. 
Then  he  was  you-ng  and  was  hastening  to  ad- 
minister the  last  sacraments  to  a  dying  man. 
Nevertheless,  he  was  deeply  impressed  with 
the  quiet  beauty  of  all  about  him,  especially 
the  dark,  rippling  surface  with  its  silver  path 
of  moonlight  streaming  across  it,  dotted  with 
canoes  paddled  by  Indians.  Guarding  these 
waters  were  tall  fir-trees  vVhich  cast  their  sen- 
tinel-like shadows  on  the  shinMn,ering  water, 
Suddenly  the  young  servant  of  God  paused 
and  exclaimed: 

"What  if  man,  in  the  course  of  progress, 
tries  to  commercialize  this  river?"  Will  its 
beauty  be  lost  forever  and  the  spell  it  sheds  be 
broken  never  to  be  mended?" 
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Now  youth  has  given  way  to  age.  Ah,  with 
the  heart  and  experience  of  one  whose  life  has 
been  a  continual  sacrifice,  the  old  priest  now 
smiles  at  his  youthful  fear.  As  his  eye  scru- 
tinizes the  beauty  before  him,,  he  can  truth- 
fully say  that  none  of  its  charm  has  been  lost 
in  the  march  of  years.  Nay !  It  has  been  en- 
ha«ced.  And  as  he  hears  the  little  church- 
bell  peal,  bidding  him  to  offer  the  Holy  Sacri- 
fice, he  thanks  God  for  using  him  as  an  instru- 
ment to  save  and  beautify  the  souls  of  these 
Indians  so  dear  to  the  heart  of  God.  Thus  in 
the  course  of  time  the  Isle  has  grown  more 
charming ;  for  when  we  strive  to  cultivate 
supernatural  beauty,  it  protects  and  enhances 
natural  beauty. 

Altas  Johnston,  '35, 

Loretto  Academy, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Michigan. 


TELEVISION. 


Not  many  of  us  can  boast  of  possessing  a 
Television  set.  Radio  sets,  yes;  but  the  more 
advanced  means  of  entertainment,  no;  because 
as  yet  it  is  only  in  its  experimental  state.  How- 
ever, not  long  ago,  in  one  of  the  larger  depart- 
mental stores,  an  opportunity  was  given  for 
viewing  this  marvellous  work  of  the  twentieth 
century.  No  doubt  many  of  us  witnessed  the 
performance  and  its  result.  But  let  mie,  in 
case  you  did  not  see  it,  tell  you  about  it. 

One  enters  the  store^  which  is  alive  with 
throngs  of  people,  and  seeks  information  con- 
cerning the  performance  from  the  attendant 
in  a  small  enclosed  cubicle.  Graciously,  she 
advises  the  party  to  first  view  the  experiment 
shown  at  the  theatre  on  the  sixth  floor,  and 
then  descend  to  the  second  floor,  where  the 
performance  originates 

We  take  her  advice,  and,  amid  the  surging 


tide  of  huma-ns',  finally  reach,  by  means  of 
escalators  and  stairs,  the  floor  on  which  the 
theatre  is  situated.  A  pure  white  building 
erected  on  this,  the  sixth  floor,  greets  our  eyes. 
The  white  walls  are  brightly  decorated  with 
red  block  letters,  telling  one  that  this  is  where 
"Television"  is  shown. 

Rich  people,  poor  people,  plainly,  gaudily 
or  tastefully  dressed,  of  many  nationalities,  are 
patiently  waiting  at  the  entrance  doors,  for 
the  previous  showing  is  not  yet  over.  After  a 
considerable  time,  during  which  we  study 
faces,  the  door-ropes  are  Avithdrawn  and  we 
rush  in  eagerly. 

A  gentleman  within  begs  us  to  take  the 
front  seats,  and,  gradually,  row  after  row  is 
filled.  Securing  seats  in  the  second  row,  we 
sit  down,  thankful  that  at  last  we  have  reach- 
ed the  reviewing  .stand,  as  it  were. 

This  theatre  provides  ample  space  for  seat- 
ing a  rather  large  audience.  Various  exits, 
and  a  few  electric  fans,  supply  a  pleasant 
breeze  through  the  room.  The  screen  is  situ- 
ated about  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  away  from 
the  first  row.  It  is  smaller,  but  in  proportion, 
to  a  screen  seC'U  in  a  moving-picture  theatre. 
We  wonder,  because  of  its  smallness,  if  we  shall 
really  be  able  to  see  anything.  But  now  the 
lights  are  turned  oft". 

A  voice  is  heard,  and  a  well-known  sports' 
announcer  tells  us  to  prepare  to  view  his  hand- 
some face.  We  are  not  prepared  to  view  what 
follows.  The  audience  laughs,  for  truly  tele- 
vision does  not  do  him  justice.  But  we  mtist 
remember  that  as  yet  it  is  only  in  its  infancy. 
Across  the  screen  float  stripes  of  light  and 
shadow,  and  the  face  of  the  announcer  is  al- 
most indistinct  because  of  dark  shadows  in 
the  hollow  parts'  of  the  face.  The  way  this  de- 
fect is  overcome  in  televising  is  by  using  on 
the  face  theatre  make-up  of  black  and  white. 


LORETTO     RAINBOW 


115 


which  emphasizes  the  darker  parts  of  the  face, 
and  does  away  with  unnecessary  shadows. 

It  is  really  reni/arkable  to  know  that  one 
may  see  as  well  as  hear  a  programme,  whereas 
formerly  only  the  hearing  was  possible. 

There  follows  an  interview  with  a  well- 
known  sportsman,  andi  a  song  by  a  famous  sing- 
er, both  easily  heard  ,  and,  despite  the  shadows, 
easily  seen.  The  performance  is  not  long,  but 
we  must  view  the  making  of  a  programme 
dO'vnstairs  in  the  transmitting  room. 

Whe>n  the  performance  concludes  we  go 
downstairs  to  the  televising  studio.  In  the 
studio  placards  on  every  side  are  a  means  of 
warning  would-be  talkers  that  silence  is  im- 
perative. The  next  act  in  the  show  has  not 
begun,  so  all  avail  themselves  of  the  opportu- 
nity to  view  the  instrument  by  which  they 
have  just  see-n  and  heard  some  of  their  favour- 
ite artists  of  radio-land. 

I  am  not  a  mechanic,  nor  am  I  an  electri- 
cian, so  I  cannot  give  you  in  technical  terms 
the  names  of  the  various  parts  that  compose 
the  whole  machine.  However,  on  a  platform 
some  distance  in  front  of  us,  is  a  large,  dark, 
table-like  structure,  on  the  surface  of  which 
are  the  many  screws,  wires  and  bulbs  dear  to 
the  hearts  of  electricians  and  scientists.  At 
the  controls  of  the  machine,  and  behind  a 
screen  into  which  the  performers  look,  a  man 
stands.  The  lights  of  the  machine  flash  on  and 
the  performance  commences. 

Our  favourite  sports'  announcer  stands  in 
front  of  the  device  so  that  he  faces  it,  and 
looks  towards  the  ma-n  at  the  controls.  ,  He 
speaks  in  a  perfectly  natural  talking  voice, 
and  we  can  picture  the  audience  above  seeing 
him  from  the  theatre  screen.  He  is  not  so 
"shadowy"  as  he  appeared  w'hen  we  first  saw 
him,  and  one  would  hardly  recognize  him  as 
the  same  man. 

A  little  comical  skit  follows,  in  which  many 
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well-known  entertainers  take  part.  SongcS  are 
sung,  jokes  are  told,  and  general  enjoyment 
grips  both  actors  and  audience,  and  the  latter, 
despite  the  warning  placards,  laugh  aloud  in 
appreciation.  During  their  performance  the 
individual  actors  face  the  screen  on  the  ma- 
chine, unable  to  see  their  audience  upstairs, 
and  doubtless  wondering  how  they  appear  to 
them.  Because  of  its  size,  the  screen  can  show 
only  one  artist  at  a  time,  and  even  then  only 
the  head  and  shoulders.  All  too  soon  the  show 
is  over,  and  we,  the  spectators,  depart  very 
much  impressed  by  what  we  have  learned. 

Who  can  say  what  rapid  strides  shall  have 
been  taken  in  the  development  of  television 
ten  or  fifteen  years  from  now?  We  shall  see 
as  well  as  hear  our  own  favourite  entertainers 
while  we  are  sitting  in  a  comfortable  chair  at 
home.  The  theatre-lover  will  view  a  drama 
enacted  on  a  screen  a  few  feet  from  him;  the 
music-lover  will  hear  his  favourite  sonatas  or 
waltzes  played  by  expert  fingers,  whose  skill- 
ful touch  he  can  watch  even  as  he  listens.  It 
would  be  useless  to  enumerate  the  many  help- 
ful possibilities  which  television  will  bring,  J)ut 
we  may  be  certain  that  in  the  not-too-far  fu- 
ture our  great  expectations  will  be  realized. 

Rosemary  McCormick, 

Form  V. 
Loretto  Abbey  School, 
Brunswick  Avenue,  Toronto. 
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LORETTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION. 
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Chaplin    Cres.,    Toronto. 
Corresponding   Secretary    MISS  AILEEN  McLAUGHLIN, 
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Convener  of  Entertainment   .  MRS.    THOMAS     KILGOUR, 

Warren  Road,  Toronto. 
Convener    of    Membership     ..MRS.   WILLIAM   D.   WILSON, 
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Convener  of  Press    MRS.   JOHN   DEVINE, 
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PRESIDENTS  OF  LORETTO  ASSOCIATIONS. 
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CANADIAN  FEDERATION  CATHOLIC 
CONVENT  ALUMNAE. 


From  the  Report  of  Mrs,  David  O'Meara,  Delegate 
Loretto  Alumnae  Association,  Toronto. 

As  delegate  of  Loretto  Alumnae  Association  I 
attended  the  Sixth  Biennial  Convention  of  the  On- 
tario Chapter  of  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Ca- 
tholic Conveint  Alumnae  held  in  Kingston  on  Sep- 
tember 12th  and  13th,  and  the  National  Coinven- 
tion  in  Ottawa  on  September  14th  and  15th,  and 
have  the  honiour  to  submit  the  following  report: 

The  Sixth  Bieanial  Convention  of  the  Ontario 
Chapter   of   the   Canadian   Federatiom   of   Catholic 


Convent  Alumnae  held  in  Kingston  on  September 
12th  and  13th,  opened  with  Mass  in  St.  Mary's 
Cathedral,  the  celebrant  being  Reverend  J.  Feeny. 
Immediately  following  the  Mass  the  business 
sessions  commenced  in  Notre  Dame  Convent.  Dele- 
gates representing  alumnae  associations  from 
Chatham,  Hamiltom,  Waterdown,  North  Bay,  King- 
ston, Ottawa,  Pemlbroke,  and  Tononto  were  in  at- 
tendance. 

The  Governor,  Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson,  welcomed 
the  delegates,  gave  a  brief  history  of  the  Ontario 
chapter  of  the  Canadian  Federation,  and  called 
upon  the  Superior  of  the  Convent  to  open  the  ses- 
sions with  prayer. 

Mrs.  Fergus  O'Connor,  President  of  the  Con- 
gregation de  Niotre  Dame  Alumnae  Association  of 
Kingston,  welcomed  most  cordially  the  delegates 
and  visitors.  Reverend  Mother  St.  Clare  extended 
a  warm  welcome  to  the  visitors  on  behalf  of  heir 
Community,  and  offered  the  use  of  convent,  chapel 
and  grounds  during  their  stay  in  Kingston. 

Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesler  brought  greetings  from 
the  National  Organization  and  conveyed  their  best 
wishes  for  the  success'  of  the  Convention,  com- 
menting on  the  fact  that  it  was  through  the  efforts 
of  the  Ontario  Chapter  that  the  National  Federation 
had  its  being.  Mrs.  Roesler  paid  special  tribute 
to  the  childreln's  is'inging  at  the  Mass,  and  thought 
we  might  well  adiopt  as'  our  slogan  the  beautiful 
words  of  the  hymn,  "O  Mary,  Tell  Me  What  Am  I 
To  Do." 

A  telegram  received  from  the  National  Presi- 
dent, Mrs.  M.  J.  Lyons,  bringing  greetings  and 
welcoming  the  delegates  to  the  National  Conven- 
tion at  Ottawa  on  September  14th,  was  read. 

The  routine  business  of  the  meeting  was  dealt 
with  and  splendid  reports  were  read  by  the  officers 
and  delegates  of  the  variious  alumnae  associations. 

Particularly  worthy  of  note  at  this  Convention 
was  a  paper  on  public  speaking  read  by  Sister 
Mary  Hildegarde  of  the  House  of  Providence, 
Kingston. 

The  report  submitted  by  the  Governor  of  the 
Ontario  Chapter,  Mr&.  J.  A.  Thompson,  covering 
the  activities  of  the  Chapter  and  the  details  of 
the  work,  was  really  surprising  and  inspiring.  We 
have  no  idea  o,f  what  a  tremendous  amount  of  work 
those  noble  women  are  doing  in  the  interests  of 
Federation  and  Catholic  education  generally. 

On  Tuesday  evening  the  miembers  and  guests  as- 
sembled at  the  Hotel  Frontenac  for  the  Convention 
banquet,  which  was  well  attended  and  very  enjoy- 
able. Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson,  the  Governor,  acted 
as  toastmistress.  His  Excellency,  Most  Reverend 
M.  J.  O'Brien,  Coadjutor  Archbishop  of  Kingston, 
in  an  interesting  address,  spoke  on  education  in 
all  its  branches  and  emphasiized  the  necessity  of 
supporting  Separate  Schools.  Other  speakers  at 
the  banquet  were  Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesler,  Toronto; 
Mrs.  Fergus  O'Connor,  Kingston;  and  Reverend 
Father  Keating,  S.J.,  Regiopolis  College,  Kingston. 

Our  Hostess  Aluminae  Association,  Notre  Dame 
of  Kingston,  entertained  the  delegates  and  visit- 
ors at  luncheon  each  day,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  the  sessdons,  took  them  for  a  drive  through 
Kingston.  This  was  followed  by  afternoon  tea  at 
Notre  Dame  Convent,  Reverend  Mother  St.  Helen 
and  the  Sisters  of  her  Congregation  being  hos- 
tesses. 
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From  Kingston  we  proceeded  to  Ottawa  to  at- 
tend the  first  biennial  Convention  of  the  Canadian 
Federation  of  Catholic  Convent  Alumnae  on  Sep- 
tember  14th  and   15th. 

Delegates  representing  convents  from  the  Pa- 
cific to  the  Atlantic  coasts,  banded  together  in  the 
interests  of  organization  and  the  furtherance  of 
ideals'  of  education,  were  present  at  the  opening 
session  held  at  the  Convent  of  the  Congregation 
de  Notre  Dame,  Ottawa.  Mass  was  celebrated  In 
the  Convent  Chapel  by  His  Excellency,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Ottawa,  after  which  all  present  were 
guests  of  the  Mother  Superior  at  breakfast. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  Convention  was  formally 
opened  by  the  National  President,  Mrs.  M.  J. 
Lyons,  who  asked  Reverend  Mother  Provincial, 
Congregation  de  Notre  Dam^e,  to  say  the  opening 
prayer. 

Greetings  were  extended  by  Mother  Provincial, 
Mis's  Willa  Ahern  and  Madamoiselle  Minette  La- 
fond,  President  and  French  Vice-President  of  Notre 
Dame  Alumnae. 

The  roll  call  showed  a  total  of  157  present. 

Mayor  Allen  addressed  the  Convention  and  ex- 
tended a  civic  welcome. 

The  National  President,  Mrs.  M.  J.  Lyons,  in 
the  course  of  her  inaugural  address,  paid  tribute 
to  the  Honorary  Chaplain,  the  Most  Reverend  Neil 
McNeil,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  to  the  Federation 
Sifters  and  National  officers,  particularly  to  the 
Ontario  Chapter  Covernors,  through  whose  efforts 
the  Canadian  Federatiom  was  organized.  Special 
mention  was  made  of  the  organization  work  done 
by  Mrs.  E.  P.  Kelly,  Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesler  and 
Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson. 

Interesting  and  encouraging  reports  were  read 
by  the  chairmen  of  the  various  committees. 

Mrs'.  Harry  T.  Roesler,  in  a  comprehensive  re- 
port on  Mary's  Day,  stated  that  11,000  Mary's  Day 
Pledge  Cards  (7,0  00  in  Ontario  Chapter  alone) 
had  been  distributed  throughout  Canada,  and  most 
edifying  reports  of  Mary's  Day  observance  in  the 
Dominion  had  been  received. 

Miss  Mona  Coxwell,  on  behalf  of  the  Editorial 
Staff,  reported  1,725  copies  of  News  T,etters  distri- 
buted, and  outlined  the  work  connected  with  the 
publication.  A  standing  vote  of  appreciation  was 
accorded  Miss  Coxwell  and  thos3  associated  with 
her. 

Perhaps  tlie  most  important  report  "rom  the 
viewpoint  of  t;ie  Federation  was  read  by  the 
Chairman  of  Education.  Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson,  who 
announced  th3  scholarship;  presented  to  the  Cana- 
dian Federation  thr  nigh  the  Ontario  Ch^rlsi"- 

The  scholarships  go  into  effect  in  193  4  and  will 
be  awarded  under  the  direction  of  Reverend  E.  J. 
McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  former  Registrar  of  St.  Alich- 
ael's  College,  Dr.  Victoria  Mueller  of  Loretto  Ab- 
bey College,  and  Dr.  Ftorrnce  Quinlan  of  St. 
Joseph's   College. 

On  Thursday  afternoon  a  reception  was  held 
in  Convocation  Hall  of  Congregation  de  Notre 
Dame  Convent  in  honou;'  of  Their  Excellencies,  the 
Apostolic  Delegate  and  ihe  Archbishop  of  Ottawa. 
The  Papal  Delegate  spoke  at  length,  stressing  the 
need  of  unity  amongst  French  and  English  alum- 
nae members.  Presentation  was  made  by  the  Papal 
Delegate,  at  the  request  of  the  President,  to  Fed- 
eration Sister  Rose  Celestino  of  Mount  St.  Vincent 
College,  Halifax,  on  behalf  of  Sister  Berchmans, 
the  winner  of  the  Crest  Competition.     Before  leav- 


ing, the  Papal  Delegate  bestowed  the  Apostolic 
Benediction  on  all  present. 

Very  Reverend  Father  Bellisle,  C.S.B.,  Presi- 
dent of  St.  Michael's  College,  Toronto,  gave  an  in- 
teresting and  informative  addross'  about  the  School 
of  Mediaeval  Studies,  appreciation  of  which  was 
expressed  by  Sister  Maura  of  Mount  St.  Vincent. 
Halifax,  and  Mother  St.  Francesca  of  Congrega- 
tion de  Notre  Dame,  Ottawa. 

The  second  day  of  the  Convention,  sessions 
were  held  at  the  Convent  ol  the  Sister*  of  the 
Grey  Nuns  of  the  Cross,  Rideau  Street.  A  Re- 
quiem Mass  for  the  deceased  members  of  the  Fed- 
eration was  offered  in  the  Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  by  Very  Reverend  Father  Mar- 
chand,  Rector  of  Ottawa  University,  after  which 
all  present  were  guests  of  Mother  Superior  at 
breakfast. 

Si&ter  Louis  Paul,  Superior  of  the  Convent, 
opened  the  sessions  with  prayer,  and  with  Miss 
Isabel  Keeley,  President  of  the  d'Youville 
Alumnae,  welcomed  the  guests  most  heartily  on 
behalf  of  the  Sisters  and  the  Alumnae. 

Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesiler  read  the  report  on  books 
donated  to  convent  libraries  and  drew  attention 
to  the  good  work  already  accomplished  by  formal 
protest  being  made  to  proper  authorities  against 
objectionable  literature,  particularly  that  which 
comes  directly  into  the  hands  of  our  school  chil- 
dren. It  was  suggested  that  the  Chairman  of  Edu- 
cation should  consider  some  organized  means  of 
continuing  this  vigilance. 

It  was  suggested  that  the  Chairman  of  Vigil- 
ance Committee  request  that  a  Catholic  university 
graduate  be  placed  on  the  committee  reviewing 
text-books  for  the  Department  of  Education  in 
each  Province. 

A  Vigilance  Committee  was  then  appointed, 
and  our  new  President,  Mrs.  Thomas  Andison, 
Loretto  Alumnae  Association,  Toronto,  was  made 
Chairman  of  Mission  Supplies. 

An  interesting  feature  of  both  conventions  was 
a  display  of  dolls  dressed  in  habits  to  represent 
the  religious  communities  in  the  Federation.  There 
was  also  a  splendid  collection  of  school  periodi- 
cals and  pennants,  sent  from  the  various  convents, 
showing  a  great  deal  of  wonderful  work  along 
these  lines. 

The  Convention  Banquet  was'  held  on  Thurs- 
day evening  at  the  Chateau  Laurier,  the  National 
President  presiding.  The  speakers  on  that  occa- 
sion were  Mrs.  M.  J.  Lyons,  Very  Reverend  G.  Mar- 
chand,  O.M.I. ,  Rector  of  Ottawa  University,  Rever- 
end Leonard  J.  Sweeney,  O.M.I.,  St.  Patrick's  Col- 
lege, Ottawa,  Madam  Charles  Fremont,  Mrsi.  Mat- 
thew Scanlon,  Halifax,  Mrs.  Robert  A.  Devine, 
Ottawa;  Mrs.  J.  A.  MacCabe,  Ottawa;  Mrs.  John 
F.  Reardon,  Charlottetown;  Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roserler, 
Toronto;  and  Mrs.  David  O'Meara,  Toronto. 

Luncheons  at  Standish  Hall  and  Rivermede 
Golf  Club,  given  by  the  Notre  Dame  Alumnae,  and 
tea  at  Rideau  Street  Convent,  given  by  the  d'You- 
ville Alumnae,  Receptions  at  Alymer  Convent  and 
Imma-culata  High  School  comipleted  the  social 
functions   of   the  Convention. 

An  invitation  to  hold  the  next  convention  in 
Halifax  was  extended  by  Mrs.  Matthew  Scanlon, 
Governor  for  Nova  Scotia,  and  accepted. 

Emma  L.  O'Meara, 
Delegate  Loretto  Alumnae  Association,  Toronto. 
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SCHOLARSHIPS. 

Among  the  scholajrships  presented  to  the  C.F. 
CCA.  through  the  Ontario  chapter,  we  were  pleas- 
ed to  note  one  in  memory  of  Mary  Lou  Ro.esler, 
a  little  Loretto  pupil,  who  during  her  short  life 
grew  into  the  affection  of  those  who  knew  her,  and 
whose  memiory  is  dear  to  both  nuns  and  pupils. 
The  scholarship  donated  by  Mirs.  H.  T.  Roesler  in 
memory  of  her  daughter  is  open  to  religious 
women,  for  Summer  School  Course  in  Oral  French, 
to  be  taken  in  the  Margaret  Bourgeois  Convent  in 
Montreal,  Quebec.  A  similar  scholarship  has  been 
donated  by  Mr.  Frank  P.  O'Connor,  in  honour  of 
his  daughter.  Other  scholarship®  are  the  two  "Lor- 
etto Abbey  College  Scholarships,"  presented  by  the 
Institute  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  open  to  reli- 
gious women  federated  with  the  C.F.C.C.A.,  of  the 
value  of  free  tuition  in  the  University  of  Toronto 
through  Saint  Michael's  College;  and  two  similar, 
the  "St.  Jo'seph's  College,  Toronto.  Scholarships," 
presented  by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 


President,  Miss  Mona  E.  Clarke;  Recording  Secre- 
tary, Dr.  Victoria  E.  Mueller;  Corresponding  Secre- 
tary, Miss  Viola  M.  Harris;  Treasuter,  Miss  Kath- 
leen O'Connell. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  ALUIVINAE, 
TORONTO. 

Outdoor  luncheon  in  the  beautiful  setting  of 
the  ravine  at  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  con- 
cluded the  second  "general"  homecoming  of  the 
Loretto  Abbey  College  Alumnae  Association  on 
August  14th,  1933.  More  than  one  hundred  gradu- 
ates from  many  parts  of  Canada  and  the  United 
States  gathered  in  Toronto  over  the  week-end  for 
the  re-union.  The  stately  entrance  to  the  College 
was  beautifully  decorated  with  tall  standards  of 
fern  and  variegated  Summer  flowers,  and  this  col- 
our scheme  was  carried  out  in  the  refectory  decora- 
tions.  The  graduates  took  up  residence  in  the 
rooms  they  had  occupied  as  students,  and  succeed- 
ed in  recapturing  much  of  the  spirit  of  undergradu- 
ate life.  Some  of  the  outstanding  incidents  of  by- 
gone days  were  reflected  in  the  class  skits  which 
were  given  in  the  College  Auditorium  on  Saturday 
evening,  the  Class  of  19  28  carrying  off  the  laurels. 
On  Saturday  morning  the  graduates  attended  a 
Requiem  Mass  in  the  College  Ohapel  for  the  de- 
ceased members  of  the  Association. 

One  of  the  outstanding  features  of  the  re-union 
was  the  keen  interest  displayed  by  the  Alumnae 
in  the  work  of  the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies 
at  Saint  Michael's  College.  Reverend  Father  Bell- 
isle,  President  of  Saint  Michael's,  in  outlining  the 
organization  of  the  Institute,  pointed  out  that  it 
was  already  recognized  as  one  of  the  five  leading 
centres  for  the  study  of  mediaeval  thought  in  the 
world.  Definite  plans  were  laid  by  the  Alumnae 
for  active  participation  in  these  studies,  and  a 
tentative  course  suggested  for  the  Fall  term. 

A  banquet  was  held  on  Sunday  evening,  at  which 
a  basket  of  roses  was  presented  to  Miss  Geraldine 
C  Maloney.  retiring  President  of  the  Association, 
in  appreciation  of  her  initiative  and  industry.  Rev- 
erend H.  Carr,  General  of  the  Basilian  Order;  Rev- 
erend H.  S.  Bellisle,  C.S.B.;  Reverend  C  J.  McCor- 
kell,  C.S.B.,  Professor  of  English,  and  Reverend  J. 
McGarity.  C.S.P.,  Rector  of  Newman  Club,  were 
guests.  In  responding  to  the  toast  of  St.  Michael's 
College,  Father  Bellisle  paid  tribute  to  the  con- 
sistently high  standing  attained  by  Loretto  stu- 
dents at  the  University  of  Toronto. 

The  following  were  elected  oflicers  for  the  en- 
suing  year:    President,   Miss    Grace   Elston;    Vice- 


ST.   MARY'S  ACADEMY,  JOLIET.  ILLINOIS, 
ALUMNAE. 

The  twenty-ninth  annual  reunion  of  Loretto 
Alumnae  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Joliet,  was  held 
at  the  Country  Club  on  Sunday,  July  2nd,  1933. 
About  forty-eight  members  were  present  at  ihet 
re-union,  including  seven  Ladies  of  Loretto,  former 
teachers,  and  pupils  of  the  Academy.  The  elec- 
tion of  officers  was  as  follows:  President,  Mrs. 
Sontag  (Bessie  Kelly);  First  Vice-President,  Mrs. 
Frisch  (Helen  Riley);  Second  Vice-President,  Misis 
Mary  Magner;  Secretary,  Mrs.  Driscoll  (Marguerite 
Belay)  ;  Treasurer,  Miss  Helen  Scully.  A  pro- 
gramme followed  the  meeting.  Mrs.  Sontag  pre^ 
sented  Mrs.  Wilhelmi  as  toast-mistress.  Miss  Mar- 
garet Haley,  Miss  Mary  Henneberry,  Miss  Helen 
Kinsella  and  Mrs.  Rowan  (Isabel  Dunn),  respond- 
ed. MrHi.  Harrigan  (Winifred  Lynk)  gave  her  re- 
siponse  in  song. 


In  the  death  of  Mother  M.  Scholastica  Mc- 
Tague,  the  Institute  B.V.M.,  has  lost  one  of  its 
oldest  and  most  representative  members.  She  was 
born  in  Guelph  shortly  after  the  arrival  of  the 
Loretto  nuns  in  Toronto,  1847,  and  when  the  Guelph 
convent  was  founded  in  1856,  she  was  among  the 
first  pupils  in  attendance.  Before  the  completion 
of  her  sixteenth  year  she  entered  the  novitiate, 
and  was  thus  well  nigh  closing  her  seventieth 
year  of  religious  life  when  she  passed  away  peace- 
fully on  July  6th,  19  33.  Not  alone  the  unusual 
record  of  years  contributed  to  her  prominence  in 
the  Community;  her  outstanding  position  was  the 
outcome  of  her  faithful  correspondence  to  the 
spirit  and  the  letter  of  the  Inistitute  under  whose 
infiuence  her  whole  life  was  moulded.  Associ- 
ated with  the  foundress  in  America,  Reverend 
Mother  M.  Teresa  Dease,  she  easily  imbibed  her 
ideals  of  Catholic  education,  the  work  to  which 
the  Institute  is  exclusively  devoted.  She  kept 
apace  with  educational  requirementsi  all  through 
the  years  of  her  active  life.  Endowed  with  un- 
usual talents,  a  keen  intellect,  an  innate  response 
to  the  loftiest  ideals,  an  ardent,  enthusiastic  na- 
ture, and  a  prodigious  memory,  the  influence  of 
her  scholarship  and  culture  was  evident  in  the 
succei?sful  results  of  years,  not  only  in  the  aca- 
demic attainments  of  her  pupils,  but  in  their  spir- 
itual lives.  Many  of  them  become  converts  to  the 
true  faith,  many  embraced  religious  life,  and  many 
are  model  Catholics  in  the  world.  Delightful  in 
conversation,  gracious  and  considerate,  her  gifts 
of  mind  and  soul  reflected  in  her  beautiful  ex- 
presision,  never  did  Mother  Scholastica's  spiritual 
life  appear  in  such  evidence  as  in  her  declining 
years.  Her  death  was  without  a  struggle,  forti- 
fled  by  the  consoling  rites  of  Holy  Church,  and 
while  the  prayers  for  the  dying  were  being  recited. 
Her  neiphew.  Reverend  J.  I.  Bergin,  S.J.,  sang  the 
Requiem  Mass  at  which  many  of  the  reverend 
clergy,   relatives  and  friends  assisted. 


Sister  Mary  Margaret  Collins,  I.B.V.M.,  died 
at  Loretto  Convent,  Stratford,  on  August  3rd,  1933. 
She   was   in   her   ninety-second  year,   and   was  the 
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oldest  member  of  the  Oommiinity.  She  had  en- 
tered the  Institute  at  the  age  of  nineteen.  Of 
her  unusual  record  of  years  of  service,  she  spent 
thirty-three  in  the  Stratfoird  Community,  and  at  all 
times  wias  keenly  interesited  in  the  welfare  of  all 
who  knew  her,  and  this  happy  trait  she  possessed 
even  during  her  declining  yeairs.  She  had  also 
lived  in  the  Houses  of  the  Institute  at  Loretto 
Abbey,  Niagara  Fails,  and  Hamilton.  Though  to- 
wards the  end  failing  health  deprived  her  of  the 
privilege  of  carrying  on  her  usual  duties,  she  re- 
tained all  her  faculties,  and  was:  alert  to  the  acti- 
vities of  the  Institute.  She  was'  an  ideal  religious, 
prayerful,  sweet,  devoted,  strong  of  soul,  as  the 
tributes  to  her  honour  testify.  Soilemin  ceremony 
marked  her  funeral.  His  Excellency,  Right  Rever- 
end John  T.  Kidd,  Bishop  of  London,  was  present 
in  the  sanctuary  for  the  Mass,  which  was  sung  by 
Reverend  T.  J.  McCarthy  of  Sarnia,  cousin  of  the 
deceased  religious,  assisted  by  Reverend  J.  A.  Mac- 
kesy  of  Dresden,  as  deacon,  and  Reverend  S.  J.  Mc- 
Donald, sub-deacon.  Father  John  Gibbons  was 
Master  of  Ceremonies.  Right  Reverend  Monsignor 
J.  J.  Blair,  President  of  the  Catholic  Church  Ex- 
tension, Toronto;  Very  Reverend  Dean  D.  J.  Egan, 
Pastor  of  Saint  Joseph's  Church;  Reverend  W.  J. 
Kelly,  Pastor  of  the  Imimaculate  Conception 
Church;  and  Reverend  F.  G.  L.  Pettypieoe  were 
present  in  the  sanctuary.  The  Bishop,  accompanied 
by  Dean  Egan,  Father  Kelly,  London,  Father  Mac- 
kesy.  Father  Gibbons  and  Father  McDonald,  ac- 
oompanied  the  cortege  to  Avondale  Cemetery,  and 
officiated  at  the  services  at  the  graveside.  The 
pall-bearers  were  Mr.  Joseph  Quinlan,  Mr.  M. 
Fleming.  Mr.  M.  McCaffery,  Mr.  J.  P.  King,  Mr. 
T.  O'Flynn  and  Mr.  P.  J.  Hi&hen. 


CONGRATULATIONS: 

The  latest  honour  to  be  won  by  the  family 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Coffey,  Montreal,  is  that  of 
the  degree  of  Library  Science,  conferred  upon  Miss 
Agnes  Coffey  at  the  Convocation  of  McGill  Uni- 
versity, Montreal,  on  October  6th,  1933.  Miss 
Coffey  and  her  sisters  are  former  Loretto  pupils, 
as  is  their  mother.  Miss  Coffey  is  the  first  Eng- 
lish-speaking Catholic  girl  in  Canada  to  receive 
this  degree.  No  other  University  confers  it.  She 
was  presented  for  the  degree  by  Professor  G.  R. 
Lomer.  His  Excellency,  the  Right  Honourable  the 
Earl  of  BessborO'Ugh,  Governor-General  of  Canada, 
was  the  speaker  of  the  occasion. 

A  beautiful  statue  of  the  Sacred  Heart  has  re- 
cently been  presented  to  the  Church  of  the  Mar- 
tyrs, Bayfield,  Ontario,  by  Mrs.  Harry  Bourett,  in 
miemory  of  her  father.  This  is  the  church  given 
by  Miss  Kennedy  in  memory  of  her  brother,  the 
late  Honourable  William  Kennedy.  The  statue  was 
blessed  by   Reverend  Father   Marchand. 

Congratulations  to  Mr.  and  Mirs.  John  Bamp- 
field,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario,  on  the  forty-fifth 
anniversary  of  their  wedding-day,  celebrated  oin 
September  25th.  Mrs.  Bampfield  and  her  three 
daughters,  Mrs.  Symmes  (Margaret)  and  Missies 
Mary  and  Louise,  are  all  alumnae  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls. 

Congratulations  to  Miss  Gertrude  McLaughlin, 
alumna  of  Loretto,  Niagara,  on  winning  a  second 
valuable  scholarship  at  the  Peter  Cooper  School  of 
Art,  where  she  has  been  studying  for  the  past  two 
years. 


MARRIA6E:S: 

Miss  Madeleine  Daley,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Abbey  College,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mirs.  John 
Daley,  Spencer  Avenue,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  William 
Gerald  Patterson,  Welland,  Ontario,  at  Holy  Family 
Church,  Toronto,  on  September  23rd,  1933.  Rev- 
erend Hugh  Haffeiy,  C.S.B.,  performed  the  cere- 
mony, and  Reverend  Leonard  Rush  said  the  Mass. 

Miss  Frances  Redmond,  B.A.,  graduate  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sam- 
uel Redmond,  Peterborough,  Ontario,  to  Mr.  Fre- 
derick Clement  Walker,  on  September  29th,  1933. 

Miss  Helena  McGrath,  M.A.,  graduate  of  Lor- 
etto Abbey  College,  daughter  of  Mr.  R.  F.  Mc- 
Grath and  the  late  Mrs.  McGrath,  St.  Joh.n'8, 
Newfoundland,  to  Mr.  Alain  Frecker,  on  August 
10th.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frecker  are  living  at  28 
York   Street,  Halifax. 

Miss  Mary  Jeanette  Power,  B.A.,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Power,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  Fre- 
derick Thomas  McDermott,  in  Newman  Chapel, 
Toronto,  on  September  29th,  1933.  Reverend  John 
McGarity,  C.S.P.,  performed  the  ceremony. 

Miss  Marjorie  Marr,  graduate  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls,  Ontario,  to  Mr.  Irving  Evans, 
on  June  27th,  1933.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Evans  are  living 
at  Lisle,   N.Y. 

Miss  Beatrice  Hughes,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario,  to  Mir.  Leo  Swee- 
ney, on  September  23rd,  1933.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Swee- 
ney will  live  in  New  York  City. 

Miss  Loretto  Marie  Ryan,  alumina  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Stratford,  Ontario,  to  Mr.  James  Eugene 
Murray,  o.n  September  25th,  1933.  Reverend  C. 
Leavey  officiated. 

Miss  Hazel  Rose  Monde  Tirrell,  former  pupil 
of  Loretto  Academy,  Hamiilton,  to  Mr.  Lionel  George 
Crawford,  on  August  19th,  1933,  at  Norway  Point, 
Lake  of  Bays,  Muskoka,  Ontario. 

Mi;S  Lucy  Myreto  Culirton,  graduate  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Stratford,  Ontario,  to  Mr.  John  Joseph 
McTague,  on  September  2nd,  1933,  at  Detroit, 
Michigan. 

Miss  Helen  Walsh,  former  pupil  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Guelph,  Ontario,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  Walsh,  to  Dr.  F.  J.  Kirvan,  on  Sep- 
tember 11th,   1933. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Lynch,  to  Mr.  Joseph  Broeckel, 
Guelph,  on  Septem,ber   27ith,  1933. 

Miss  Vida  La  Berge,  alumina  of  Loretto  Acad- 
emy, Niagara  Falls,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J. 
La  Berge,  to  Mr.  Howard  James  Dowling,  on  Sep- 
tember  9th,    1933. 

Miss  Mildred  Seitz,  alumina  of  Loretto  Academy, 
Niagara  Falls,  daughter  of  Mr.  J.  J.  Seitz,  Toronto, 
and  the  late  Mrs.  Seitz,  to  Mr.  John  Vincent  Dris- 
coll,   on  August   24th,   1933. 

Miss  Catherine  Mooney,  alumna  of  Loretto 
Academy,  Niagara  Falls,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
J.  J.  Mooney,  to  Mr.  Charles  William  Dickinson, 
on  September   4th,   1933. 

Miss  Catherine  Ryan,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Ryan 
(Ruby  Shea),  alumna  of  Loretto  Academy,  Ham- 
ilton, to  Mr.  E.  J.  Allen,  New  York,  at  the  Cathe- 
dral of  Christ  The  King,  Hamilton,  on  September 
25th,  1933.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by  His 
Excellency  Bishop  McNally. 

Miss  Janet  Isobel  Coulter,  daughter  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  William  J.  Coulter,  Alliston,  to  Mr.  Paul 
Augustus  Copeland,  on  September  7th,  1933,  at 
Newman  Chapel,  Toronto.  Reverend  F.  Sneath  of- 
ficiated, assisted  by  Reverend  John  E.  McGarity. 
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Miss  Gertrude  Durkin,  alumna  of  Loretto  Aca- 
demy,  Stratford,   to  Mr.   Francis   Hogan,  Windsor. 

Miss  Elfrida  Gaunt,  alumna  of  Lroretto  Aca- 
demy, Stratfoird,  to  Mr.  Joseph  McGivern,  Detroit. 


CONGBATUIjATIONS  TO: 


Mr.  and  Mirs.  Edward  Claffey  (Anne  Swain, 
alumna  oi  Loretto,  Woodlawn),  on  the  birth  of  a 
son,   Edwaird   William,  on   September     29th,    1933. 

Mt.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Truxes  (Marian  Peggs, 
graduate  of  Loretto,  Niagara),  Orchard  Park,  New 
York,  on  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  on  July  17th, 
1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frederick  Peterson  (Rose  John- 
som,  graduate  of  Loretto,  Niagara),  Buffalo,  N.Y., 
on  the  birth  of  a  son,  on  August  16th,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  Otto  Loescher  (Marion  New- 
man, alumina  of  Loretto,  Niagara),  on  the  birth  of 
a  daughter  in  August,  1933. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walter  Heffernan,  Guel.ph,  on  the 
birth  of  a  son  on  July  1st,  1933. 


LORETTO  OFFERS  DEEPEST  SYMPATHY  TO: 

Mother  M.  Margarita,  M.  M.  Marcelline,  and  M. 
M.  Adrian,  Comm'unity  oif  Loretto;  Sister  M.  Stan- 
islaus, Gommnnity  of  St.  Joseph;  Misses  Edith  and 
Leona  O'Connor,  Ottawa;  Mrs.  S.  Prud'homme, 
Fort  William;  Mr.  J.  C.  O'Connor,  Ottawa;  and 
Mr.  Frank  D.  O'Connor,  Windsor,  OiU  the  death  of 
their  mother,  widow  of  the  late  Patrick  O'Con- 
nor, Guelph,  Ontario;  and  to  her  siisters,  Misses 
Annie  and  Celestine  Donovan,  Detroit;  and  bro- 
ther, Mr.  John  A.  Donovan,  Los  Angeles,  Cali- 
fornia. 

Mother  M.  St.  Roque,  I.B.V.M.;  Mrs.  Delaney 
and  Mr.  Frank  Canty,  on  the  deaith  of  their  sister, 
Miss   Anne   Canty. 

Mother  M.  Dolores,  I.B.V.M.,  on  the  death  of 
her   sister,   Mrs.   Johnson. 

Mother  M.  Evarista,  I.B.V.M.,  on  the  death  of 
her  brother. 

Sister  M.  Crescentia,  I.B.V.M.,  on  the  death  of 
her  sister,  Mrs.  Foch. 

Sister  M.  Ita,  I.B.V.M.,  on  the  death  of  her 
sister,  Mrs.  Flood. 

The  Honourable  J.  E.  Piche,  Guigues,  Quebec, 
on  the  death  of  his  wife,  and  to  their  daughter, 
Mademoiiselle  Germaine  Piche,  former  pupil  of 
Loretto   Academy,  Hamiltom. 

Mrs.  Byrnes,  Byrnedale,  Collingwood,  and  fam- 
ily, on  the  death  oif  her  son,  Mr.  P.  J.  Byrnes 
Montreal.  ' 

Mrs.  Bennett,  Toronto,  on  the  death  of  her 
husband,  and  to  their  sons.  Reverend  Francis  J 
Bennett,  Mr.  John  M.  Bennett,  Mr.  William  A 
Bennett,  and   Mr.   Christopher  J.   Bennett 

Mrs.  J.  F.  O'Naeill,  Brantford,  and  family,  o,n 
the   death    of   her   husband. 

Mr.  C.  J.  Walls,  on  the  death  of  his  wife  (Ger- 
trude McQueen),  to  their  little  son,  John  and  to 
her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  B.  McQueen  and 
family. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  William  Magner  and  family  Tor- 
onto, on  the  death  of  their  little  daughter,  Anne 
Elizabeth,   aged   eight. 

Mrs.  De  La  Franier,  Stratford,  on  the  death  of 


her  husband,  and  to  their  daughter,  Missi  Irene  De 
La  Franier,  and  other  members  of  the  family. 

Miss  Kathleen  Donnelly,  on  the  death  of  her 
mother. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Walsh  and  family,  Stratford,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband,  and  to  his  sister,  Mrs. 
Dent,  and  brothers,  Mr.  Alex.  Walsh,  Mr.  Edward 
Walsh  and  Mr.  Frank  Walsh. 

Mr.  Walpole,  on  the  death  of  his  wife  (Mar- 
guerite Simpson),  and  to  her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Robert   Simipson,   Stratford,   Ontario. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Atcheson  and  family,  Stratford, 
on  the  death  of  their  son  by  drowning. 

Mrs.  Golden,  Stratford,  on  the  death  of  her 
husband,  and  to  their  daughters,  Mrs.  Shea  (Helen) 
and  Miss  Lillian  Golden,  and  sons,  Mr.  William 
Golden,  and  Mr.  Leo  Golden. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  P.  King  and  family,  Stratford, 
on  the  sudden  death  of  Mr.  King's  brother,  Mr. 
William  King. 

Mr.  M.  Kelly,  Renfrew,  Ontario,  on  the  death 
of  his  wife,  and  to  their  daughter.  Mrs.  Angus  L. 
MlacArthur,  Alexandria,  Ontario  (Margaret  Kelly, 
B.A. ),  and  other  members  of  the  family. 

Mrs.  James  Dunn  and  family,  Toronto,  on  the 
death   of    her    husband. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  Thibert  and  family,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Michigan,  on  the  death  of  their  son, 
Cyril,  aged  seven,  on  September  4th. 

Mrs.  Nicholas  Kamen  and  family,  Chicago,  on 
the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Patrick  J.  Murray  and  family,  Chicago, 
on   the  death   of  her   Lusband. 

Mrs.  Charles  Kahler  and  family,  Chicago,  on  ths 
death  of  her  husband;  to  Miss  Ruth  Kahler  and 
to  Reverend  Basil  Kahler,  O.Carm.,  brother  of  the 
late   Mr.    Kahler. 

Mr.  Michael  O'Donnell,  on  the  death  of  his  wife; 
to  Reverend  Martin  O'Donnell.  O.Carm.,  and  Mr. 
Thomas  O'Donnell,  sons,  and  Sister  M.  Michaela, 
O.S.D.,  and  Mnsi.  John  Walsh,   daughters. 

Mrs.  Edward  Haggerty  and  family,  Chicago, 
on  the  death  of  her  husband. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Finnegan  and  family,  Chicago,  on 
the  death  of  their  daughter.  Miss  Ruth  Finnegan, 
a  former  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn. 

Mr.  Warren,  Chicago,  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 
and  to  their  daughter.  Miss  Margaret  Warren,  a 
recent  pupil  of  Loretto  Academy,  Woodlawn,  and 
other  members  of  the  family  and  relatives. 

Mrs.  Frederick  Williams,  Mr.  Edson  Pfohl,  Mr. 
Roderick  Pfohl,  and  Mr.  Peter  Paul  Pfohl,  on  the 
death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Peter  Pfohl  (Mary 
Cornelia  Porter,  alumna  of  Loretto,  Niagara),  and 
to   her  sister.   Miss  Julia   Porter. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  O.  J.  Fatum  (Zita  Goodrow),  Otto- 
ville,  Ohio,  on  the  death  of  their  infant  daughter, 
Martha,    born    on    September    17th. 

Mr.  J.  J.  Hunt,  on  the  death  of  his  wife,  and 
to  their  daughters.  Misses  Constance  and  Kath- 
leen   Hunt. 

Miss  Esme  Thomas,  on  the  death  of  her  mother. 

Mrs.  William  Farrell,  Fort  Erie,  and  family, 
on  the  death  of  her  huisiband;  and  to  his  father, 
Mr.  Thomas  Farrell,  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario,  his 
sister,  Mrs.  M.  Quinlan  (Esther  Farrell),  and  her 
brothers. 

Reverend  William  Dermody,  Hamilton,  on  the 
death  of  his  mother. 

To  the  relatives  of  the  late  Miss  Elizabeth 
Agnes  Ryan,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Michael  Ryan. 
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LORETTO    ABBEY,    ARMOUR    HEIGHTS, 
TORONTO. 

September  5th — Schiool  again!  We  welcome 
luiartily  our  new  mistress,  and  many  new-com-irs. 
Everyone  ia  settling  down,  with  high  hopes  for  the 
coming  year. 

September  13th — The  election  of  the  Class  prtv 
sidents  took  place  to-day,  and  our  congratulations 
go  to  the  following:  Fifth  and  Fourth  Forms, 
Miss  Mary  Alexander;  Third  Form;,  Miss  Mona 
James;  Second  Form,  Miss  Patricia  Scully;  First 
Form,  Miss  Joan  Taylor. 

September  14th — The  Officers  of  the  Mission 
Crusade  Unit  elected  to-day  are  Miss  Isobel  Haii- 
nan,  preside^nt,  and  Miss  Madeline  Anglln,  vice- 
president;  and  of  the  Sodality,  Miss  Lillian  Barnii- 
be,  president,  and  Miss  Nadine  Harris,  vice-presi- 
dent. 

September  25th — Miss  Isobel  Hannan  opened 
the  first  Crusade  meeting  with  an  enthusiastic 
speech  concerning  our  mission  work  for  the  year. 
We  were  honoured  by  the  presence  of  Reverend 
Father  Callaghan,  whose  inspiring  talk  on  "Work 
for  SouliSi"  was  much  appreciated. 

September  29th — The  Sigma  Nu  Initiation  Day! 
The  would-be  members  presented  an  amusing  en- 
tertainment, "My  Aunt's  Heiress."  A  banquet  was 
held  after  the  play.  Much  enjoyment  was  had  by 
all! 

September  30  th — ^Sports  Day.  The  day  was 
ideal  for  outdoor  sports,  and  the  afternoon  was  a 
series  of  relays,  jumping-co.ntests,  and  other  exhi- 
bitions of  athletic  skill — ending  with  a  fine  game 
of  baseball.  The  White  and  the  Blue  were  the 
namas  of  the  teams,  and  although  the  Blue  scored 
the  highest  points,  the  marks  were  very  close. 

Barabara  Knox. 


LORETTO  HIGH  SCHOOL,   ENGLEWOOD. 
CHICAGO. 

September  1st — A  farewell  party  is  given  in 
honor  of  Miss  Margaret  Nims,  wiho  ie  to  depart 
for  Loretto  Abbey  in  Toronto,  where  she  will  accept 
the  scholarship  awarded  her. 

September  12th — The  Sodality  of  Mary  wel- 
comes the  largest  class  of  first  year  students  in  the 
history  of  Loretto  High  School.  It  is  the  sincerest 
hope  of  the  school  and  faculty  that  they  will  en- 
joy their  future  days  at  Loretto  as  much  as  they 
did  this  first  day. 

September  13th — Everyone  is  back — greeting 
old  friends,  making  new  ones,  happily  chattering 
of  the  summer  months.  We  stop  to  receive  pro- 
grams, and  exchange  books. 

September  14th — We  experience  our  flrst  thrill 
of  being  fourth-year  students.  The  long-waited- 
for  club  room  is  at  last  ours. 

September  leth — The  officers  of  fourth  year 
are  elected.  They  are  Miss  Rita  Wark,  president; 
Miss  Dorothy  Roche,  vice-president;  Miss'  Jan© 
Herbert,  secretary;  Miss  Amy  Reily,  treasurer.  We 
have  chosen  these  girls  to  guide  us  as  we  endea- 
vor to  follow  the  shining  example  of  the  class  of 
'33. 

September  16  th — The  entire  school  attend  the 
Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  St.  Bernard's  Church, 
and   pray  for  the  success     of     the     school     year. 


Reverend  Father  Lynch,  our  chaplain,  is  celebrant. 

September  19th — The  fourth  year  has  first  class 
in  Apologetics.  We  have  the  privilege  of  having 
Reverend  C.  J.  Lynch  for  teacher  of  this  imiportant 
subject. 

Plans  for  the  initiation  are  drawn  up.  Every 
one  is  eagerly  awaiting  this  enjoyable  event — with 
the  possible  exception  of  the  first-year  girls! 

September  20th — A  program  in  honor  of  our 
pastor,  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  J.  F.  Ryan,  who 
has  just  returned  from  a  three-month  trip  in 
Europe,  is  given  in  the  asseimbly. 

Leonardine  Charlson. 


LORETTO    ACADEMY,    NIAGARA    FALIyS,    ONT. 

September  5th — School  again!     We  greet  friends 
old  and  new.      The  M.T.W.  begilns  work. 

September  7th — Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  The 
student  body  and  teachers  unite  in  prayer  for 
blessings  on  the  coming  year. 

September  9th — Annual  school  picnic  at  Brock's* 
monument.  The  rainy  morning  gave  place  to  a 
sunny  day — one  of  real  enjoyment.  We  trust  the 
"new"  girls  felt  quite  like  "old"  oaes  after  the 
happy,  carefree  day. 

September  13th — First  "St.  Cecilia's"  meeting 
of  the  term.  Miss'  Catherine  Gorman  was  unani- 
mously elected  president;  Miss  Julia  Romano,  Vice- 
President;  Miss  Rachael  Lannan,  Secretary,  and 
Miss  Mary  Hughes,  Treasurer. 

September  14th — Mission  Crusade  meeting. 
The  president,  Miss  Sheila  Cullinane,  and  her  co- 
officials,  Misses  Patricia  Welsih,  Helen  O'Leary  and 
Margaret  Sawdon,  are  laden  with  plans  for  the 
coming  year. 

September  15th — The  S.S.C. — Students'  Spir- 
itual Council — first  1933-34  meeting  to-day.  Duties 
of  officers  and  committees  explained.  We  are  look- 
ing forward  to  our  October  meeting  in  which  eacli 
member  is  expected  to  take  an  active  part. 

September  18th — Preparatio.n  for  annual  field- 
day.  Athletic  meeting  called.  Missi  Dorothy  Allen, 
new  president,  with  these  officers:  Misses  Mary 
and  Sophia  Blanch  and  Charlotte  Rahn. 

September  19th — Field-day!  The  full  pro- 
gramme planned  by  our  athletic  director.  Miss 
Dwyer,  was  well  carried  out  from  the  wheel-bar- 
row race  for  seven-year-olds  to  the  senior  seventy- 
five  yard  daeh.  Races,  jumping,  ball — all  were 
enjoyed  by  participants  and  onlookers.  Miss 
Sophia  Blanch  took  first  place  among  the  senior 
competitors. 

September  21st — ^The  Gamma  Kappa  Club 
elected  Miss  Rachael  Lannan,  President,  and  Miss 
Patricia  Welsh,  Business  Manager.  Initiations  be- 
gin! The  club  was  honoured  by  a  visit  from  our 
dear  former  mistress  of  schools,  Mother  M.  Con- 
stance, who  is  now  Superior  of  Loretto,   Niagara. 

September  27th — St.  Cecilia's  Music  Club  had 
first  recital  of  the  new  ischool  year.  "O  Mystic 
Rose,"  a  lyric  by  Denis  A.  McCarthy,  recently  set 
to  muscic  by  Reverend  Brother  Anthony,  O.Carm., 
was  greatly  enjoyed.  The  reverend  composer 
played  the  piano  accompaniment  while  the  choral 
class  sang  with  marked  feeling  and  reverence  the 
beautiful  words  of  the  song.  The  violins,  played 
by   Misses   Cullinane,    Mayes,    Scott,     Summerville, 
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Rahn,  Gardner  and  Possett,  added  much  to  the 
charm  of  this  number.  A  brief  sketch  of  Liszt 
was  given  by  Miss  Rachael  Lannan.  Especially  en- 
joyable were  the  Liszt  numbers:  Rakoczy  March, 
arranged  as  a  double  duet  and  played  by  Misses 
Aline  Dugas  and  Ariel  Prittie,  first  piano;  and 
Misses  Margaret  Hamilton  and  Margaret  Handley, 
second  piano;  and  two  piano  solos:  "Forest 
Murmurings,"  and  "St.  Francis  of  Assisi  and  the 
Bird  Sermon,"  by  Brother  Anthony. 

The  customary  soulful,  instructive  Sunday  ser- 
mons in  our  chapel  continue,  and  we  are  all  most 
grateful  for  them  to  Reverend  Father  Leo. 
O.Carm.,  of  Mount  Carmel  College,  successor  to 
Reverend  Father  John,  O.Carm.,  who,  to  our  re- 
gret, has  been  transferred,  together  with  our  es- 
teemed former  chaplain,  Reverend  Father  Charlefi, 
O.Carm.,  tO'  a  new  field  of  labor  in  Pittsburgh. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,   WOOD!  AWN,   CHIC^AGO. 

September  11th — Classe?  were  resumed  an  Sep- 
tember eleventh.  Newly-made  and  dignified  Seni- 
ors delightedly  greeted  the  quaking  (?)  new- 
comers, who  well  knew  the  trials  soon  to  be  im- 
posed on  them  by  their  elders. 

September  18th — In  fear  and  tremiMing,  the 
little  "freshies"  were  ushered  into  the  assembly. 
Many  lawis  were  imposed  upon  them,  but  mne  too 
hard  to  bear.  Two  weeks  later  they  were  rewarded 
for  their  efforts,  when  the  Seniors  enteTtained  them 
in  the  School  Cafeteria. 

September  19th — Our  first  Sodality  meeting, 
held  in  the  Assembly  Hall.  Misses  Mary  Stock- 
dale,  Doris  McPartlin,  Elsie  Felix  (Chairman), 
Mary  Elaine  Taylor  and  Nancy  Lowe,  explained 
fully  what  belonging  to  the  Sodality  means  to  Lor- 
etto  Woodlawn  girls. 

September  20th — The  Seniors'  proudly  held 
their  class  elections,  and  the  following  girls  were 
chosen  for  ofiice:  President,  MisS'  Elsie  Felix;  Vice- 
President,  Miss  Mary  Hogan;  Secretary,  Miss  Irene 
Murphy;  Treasurer,  Miss  Patsy  Horan. 

September  22nd — Mother  Jerome's  patronal 
feast-day  was  fttingly  celebrated  by  the  students, 
who  pre-ented  her  with  a  set  of  books  she  had  long 
wished  for  and  a  spiritual  bouquet.  Miss  Doris 
McParilin  gave  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life  of  Saint 
J-^ronie. 

September  24th — We  enthusiastically  began 
field  hockey,  with  Miss  Smith  as  our  instructress. 
Our  ambition  is'  to  enter  the  city  tournament  on 
November  11th. 

September  25th — Reverend  Mother  General  ar- 
rived, and  there  was  great  joy  at  Loretto,  Wood- 
lawn. 

September  27'th — The  Junior  elections  were 
held.  President,  Miss  Frances  Hagerty;  Vice-Pre- 
sident, Miss  Loretto  Nolan;  Secretary,  Miss  Jean 
Cahill;   Treasurer,  Miss  Attracta  O'Shaughnessey. 

September  28th — The  Sophomore  class  held 
their  elections.  President,  Miss  Geraldine  Hoss; 
Vicei- President,  Miss  Doris  Kakacek;  Secretary, 
Miss  Katherine  Tansey;  Treasurer,  Miss  Eileen 
Yore. 

October  2nd — The  call  for  the  first  mothers' 
meeting  met  with  a  splendiid  rejponse.  Many  plans 
were   made   for   the  following   year. 

October  3rd^^ — ^Miss  Badt  was  welcomed  back  by 
the  students  as  our  new  social  teacher  and  former 
gymnae'tic  instructress. 
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bctober  4th — Reverend  Father  Basil  began  once 
miore  his  welcome  weekly  religious  talks. 

October  5th — Mass  on  this  day,  First  Friday  of 
the  school  term,  in  the  Assembly,  on  the  new 
altar  which  was  presented  to  the  school  by  the 
graduating  class  of  last  June.  We  hope  to  con- 
tinue having  Mass  for  the  school  on  every  First 
Friday  throughout  the  year. 

October  25th — The  officers  of  the  Sodality  were 
elected.  President,  Miss  Mary  Callahan;  Alternate, 
MisB'  Margaret  O'Connor;  Vice-President,  Miss 
Doris  McPartlin;  Alternate,  Miss  Irene  Murphy; 
Second  Vice-President,  Miss  Mary  Elaine  Taylor; 
Alternate,  Miss  Jeanne  McAuley;  Secretary,  Miss 
Winnifred  Webb;  Alternate,  Miss  Catherine  Hen- 
nesey;   Treasurer,   Miss  Nancy  Lowe. 

As  we  glance  back  over  the  past  six  weeks,  we 
realize  that  they  have  been  full  ones,  and  we  are 
looking  forward  to  as  pleasurable  activity  through- 
out the  school  year.  Doris   McPartlin. 


I.ORETTO    ACADEMY,    HAMILTON. 

September  5th — Back  to  school!  We  assemble 
in  chapel  for  the  Rosary.  Tours  of  inspection  are 
begun  and  the  new  changes  call  forth  exclama- 
tions of  delight.  Naturally,  all  is  joy  at  the  pros- 
pect of  a  new  wing. 

September  6th — We  begin  in  earnest.  A  Ros- 
ary Cruisade  makes  its  debut  in  thanksgiving  for 
the  new  addition  to  Mount  St.  Mary. 

September  12th — The  boarders  celebrate  the 
Feast  of  the  Holy  Nam©  of  Mary  by  a  surprise  pic- 
nic in  the  orchard. 

September  13th — Sodality  elections  are  held  in 
the  auditorium.  Miss  Grace  Dion  is  elected  Pre- 
sident; Miss  Yvonne  Mahony,  Vice-President;  and 
Miss  Helen  Goodrow,  Secretary-Treaisurer. 

September  15th — ^The  "old"  girls  of  Commer- 
cial, Third,  Fourth,  a,nd  Fifth  Forms  entertain  the 
new  girls  of  these  forms  at  a  bridge  and  dance. 
Although  the  limited  space  compelled  us  to  play 
bridge  in  Fourth  Form  and  dance  in  the  corridor, 
everyone  can  be  said  to  have  had  a  good  time. 
Bridge  prizes  were  won  by  Miss  Helen  Young  and 
Misi^   Patricia  Lahey. 

September  17th — To-day  our  Bishop,  Right 
Reverend  J.  T.  McNally,  blessed  and  laid  the  cor- 
ner-stone of  the  new  wing  in  a  beautiful  and  im- 
pressive ceremony  at  which  the  whole  school  was 
present. 

September  20th — Fifth  Form  is  the  scene  of 
the  elections  to  the  Students'  Council.  Miss  Grace 
Dion  is  elected  President;  Miss  Eleanor  Magee, 
Vice-President;   and  Miss  Marie  Berry,  Secretary. 

September  23rd — The  Junior  Classes  entertain 
seven  small  Abbey  visitors  and  enjoy  their  short 
visit.     We  hope  they  will  come  again. 

September  28th — The  C.C.S.M.C.  Unit  hold 
their  elections  in  the  auditorum.  Miss  Margaret 
Thompson  is  elected  President;  Miss  Margaret 
Shields,  Vice-President;  Miss  Elvira  De  Luca,  Sec- 
retary; and  Miss  Josephine  Reynolds,  Treasurer. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,   SAULT  STE.  MARIE, 
MICHIGAN. 

September  5th — Mass  in  honor  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  offered  in  St.  Mary's  Church  at  eight  o'clock 
reopened  another  school  year  of  Loretto,  which  we 
hope  will  be  as  successful — unless  we  can  make  it 
more  so — as  any  in  the  past. 

September  6th — Election  of  officers  for  the 
Children  of  Mary  Society  was  held  in  the  Assembly 
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Hall      this      morning.      Mi&s   Lorraine  Finlan   wajs 
elected   president. 

September  7th — ^Election  of  Senior  Classi  offi- 
cers was  held  this  miorning  with  the  following  re- 
sults: President,  Miss  Kathryn  Lehman;  Vice- 
Pre'E'ident,  Miss  Corinme  Thibert;  Secretary,  Miss 
Mary  Watson;    Treasurer,  Miss  Mary  LeLievre. 

September  8th — The  great  feast  day  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother's  Birthday,  whose  namesakesi  are 
our  fair  city,  our  tempestuous  rapids  and  many 
other  interesting  sites  in  this  hii^toric  spot.  The 
day  was  properly  celebrated  by  a  half-holiday. 

September  11th — Officers  of  the  Catholic  Stu- 
dents' Mission  Crusade  were  elected  at  an  assem- 
bly this  morning. 

Septemiber  12th — Choral  clasi^es  were  resumed 
foir  the  year. 

September  12th — A  Student  Government  has 
been  organized  under  the  direction  of  the  Senior 
class  members  and  has  been  doing  splendid  work. 

September  13th — The  members  of  the  faculty 
were  pleasantly  surprised  by  a  picnic  given  In  their 
honor  by  the  members  of  the  Junior  Class. 

September  14  th — Reverend  Father  Duquette 
vi'j'ited  us  to-day  for  the  purpose  of  resuming  in- 
structions in  Christian  Doctrine.  Father  was  rath- 
er undecided  on  the  matter  of  holding  one  class 
each  week  for  the  entire  high  school  or  dividing 
it  into  two  classes.  The  Seniors,  lowing  tO'  the 
well-worn  principle  of  "Senior  Privileges,"  were 
asked  for  their  opinion,  and  two  clai  ses  were  de- 
cided upon. 

September  15th — Living  up  to  the  old  proverb 
of  "All  work  and  no  play — "  we  have  reopened  our 
gymnasium  and  swimming-classes.  They  are  under 
the  management  of  Mivs  Helen  Kent. 

September  21st — ^Those  fortunate  enough  to 
secure  vises  were  permitted  to  take  the  afternoon 
off  to  viis'it  the  Chippewa  County  Fair.  Classes 
were  unusually  small  this  pleasant  Fall  afternoon. 

September  26th — -In  honor  of  the  Martyrs  of 
North  America,  Saints  Isaac  Jogues,  John  de  Bre- 
beuf  and  comipanions,  who  trod  this  very  soil  on 
the  shores  of  St.  Mary'u'  in  their  search  for  souls, 
a  Solemn  High  Mass  was  celebrated  in  St.  Mary's 
Church. 

September  27th — A  shadow  party,  unique  and 
enjoyable,  formed  a  pleasant  evening's  entertain- 
ment for  all  pupils  of  the  High  School  and  Eighth 
Grade.  The  party  for  the  purpose  of  getting  ac- 
quainted with  the  Freshmen  and  newcomers  to  the 
Gchool   proved  very  siuccessful. 

Three  shadow  playlets  were  enacted  by  mem- 
bers of  the  Senior  class,  and  were  followed  by 
games,  dancing  and  refreshments. 

Mary  Watson. 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  GUELPH.  ONTARIO. 

September  5th — We  meet  again  to  resume  work. 
It  does  not  take  long  to  feel  at  home.  We  wel- 
come the  new-comers  and  hope  they  will  soon  feel 
at  home  too. 

September  8th — All  assdsted  at  Mass  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  the  church  at  eight  o'clock,  offered 
by  our  pastor.  Reverend  Dr.  O'Reilly,  for  the 
school  children  of  the  parish.  May  our  year  be 
blessed! 

September  13th — The  school  is  divided  into 
"Rosaries,"  each  student  with  a  decade  a  day. 
We  isay  our  decade  when  possible  before  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament.     Our  intentions  are  for  our  parish, 
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our  priests,  our  school,  and  Catholic  Action  gen- 
erally. 

September  21st — Feast  of  St.  Matthew.  We 
elected  our  Children  of  Mary  officers.  Our  Prefect 
is  Miss  Mary  La  Monte;  Vice-President  and  con- 
vener for  the  Euchariisitic  Committee,  Miss  Helen 
Dudgeon;  Secretary  and  Convener  for  the  Mi.s- 
sions  Committee,  Miss  Rita  Cote;  Treasurer  and 
Convener  for  Our  Lady's  Committee,  Miss  Helen 
Conroy;  Convener  for  Publicity  Committee,  Miss 
Teresa  Woronka. 

September  25th — We  were  happy  this  morning 
to  have  Reverend  Father  Simpson  resume  Chris- 
tian Doctrine  instructions  with  us. 

September  29th — Feast  of  St.  Michael.  First 
meeting  of  Children  of  Mary.  Miss  Mary  La  Monte 
addretssed  the  school.  We  hope  for  an  active, 
happy,  and  successful  year. 

Jeanne  McLaughlin. 


LORETTO  CONVENT,  STRATFORD,  ONT. 

September  5  th — School  re-opens.  Mass  at  St. 
Joseph's.  Welcome  from  Teachers,  "new"  and 
"old"  to  pupil©  "new"  and  "old." 

September  8th — Attended  Mass  in  a  body  on 
the  feast  of  Our  Lady's  Nativity  to  beg  her  special 
protection  on  the  year's  work. 

September  10th — Forty  Hours'  Devotion  at 
St.  Joseph's.  Surely  the  blessings  of  these  lovely 
days  will  caisit  their  radiance  over  the  coming 
year ! 

September  11th — The  first  of  a  coursie  of  lec- 
tures oin  Christian  Doctrine  to  be  given  by  our 
esteemed  Chaplain,  Reverend  Father  Gibbons. 
No  "Blue  Monday"  for  us  with  this  interesting 
lesson  at  nine  o'clock. 

Septemiber  12th — Election  of  officer-i  for  the 
various  committees.  Mission  Crusade:  President, 
Miss  Eunice  Le  Souder;  Vice-President,  Miss  Mary 
Cloney;  Secretary,  Miss  Irene  Le  Souder;  and 
Treasurer,  Miiss  Mary  Cayley.  Form  Representa- 
tives: Form  V,  Miss  Eunice  Le  Souder;  Form 
IV,  Miss  Mary  Cayley;  Form  III.  Miss  Mary  Clo- 
ney; Form  II,  Miss  Helen  Atchison;  Form  I,  Miss 
Eleanor  Routhier;  Commercial,  Mise  Mary  Roberts. 

September  12th — Feasit  of  the  Holy  Name  of 
Mary.  Picnic  at  Queen's  Park — Baseball,  races, 
refreshments.  Evening  of  old-fashioned  songs. 
Plans  to  make  the  picnic  an  annual  affair. 

September  26th — Crusade  meeting.  Plans  for 
our  mission  activities.  Congratulations  to  Catholic 
Girl  Guides,  winners  of  the  Athletic  Cup,  present- 
ed by  th©  local  association.  Loretto  is  proud  of 
this  achievement,  as  this  company  ii&  largely  made 
up  of  Loretto  pupils. 

The  "Little  Flower"  Unit  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  held 
its  first  meeting  on  September  twelfth. 

At  an  enthusiastic  Crusade  meeting  held  on 
September  twenty-seventh  it  was  suggested  that 
each  form  take  charge  of  the  Mission  Work  for 
a  month. 

The  Form  in  charge  will  plan  activities  spiritual 
and  temporal.  It  will  be  responsible  for  the  Cru- 
sade program.  Form  IV.  proposied  that  w©  pray 
during  October  for  the  lax  Catholics  of  our  own 
city. 

Fir&t  Friday  was  chosen  as  Mission  Day. 

The  members  were  asked  to  subscribe  for  the 
"Crusader"  the  official  organ  of  the  C.C.S.M.C. 

Eunic-e  Le  Souder. 
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The  bread  for 

children  —  they 

love  its  rich, 

creamy  flavor 


BREDINS  Honey-Ktusf^mUkD 


LORETTO  ACADEMY,  STRATFORD,  ONT. 
Honour  List: 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Christian 
Doctrine,  presented  by  Very  Reverend  Dean  Egan, 
merited  by  Mis'S'  Margaret  Waddell. 

Gold  Medal  for  fidelity  to  school  rules,  present- 
ed by  the  Catholic  Women's  League  and  Loretto 
Alumnae,   merited   by  Miss   Catherine  Cloney. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Lower 
School,  presented  by  Reverend  W.  J.  Kelly,  merit- 
ed by  Misis  Margaret  Pocock. 

Gold  Medal  for  highest  standing  in  Matricula- 
tion Mathematics,  presented  by  the  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League  and  Loretto  Alumnae,  merited  by 
Misig  Helen  McNamara. 

Gold  Medal  for  Matriculation  English,  presented 
by  Very  Reverend  Dean  Egan,  m'erited  by  Miss 
Irene  Le  Soud«.r.        

MIDDLE,   UPPER  AND  LOWER  SCHOOL  RE- 
SULTS   AT    LORETTO,    STRATFORD. 

L^pper   School. 

Eunice  Le  Souder — English  Compasition,    2nd. 
Middle  School. 

Mary  Cloney — English  Literature  C,  Latin 
Composition   C. 

Agnes  Gaffney — Englislh  Literature,  3rd;  An- 
cient History,  2nd;  Geometry,  3rd;  Physics,  C; 
Latin  Authors,    3rd;    Latin  Composition,   2nd. 

Irene  LeSouder — English  Comiposition,  3rid; 
English  Literature,  list;  Ancient  History,  2nid; 
Geometry,  C;  Physics,  3rd;  Latin  Authors,  2nd; 
Latin  Composition,  1st. 

Eunice  LeSouder — Latin  Comiposition,  1st; 
French  Composition,  2nd;  Chemistry,  3rd;  Latin 
Authors,  2nd;   Physics,  C;  Geometry,  C. 

Helen  McNamara — English  Literature,  C;  An- 
cient History,  C;  Geometry,  2nd;  Physics,  C;  Latin 
Authors,  3nd;  Latin  Composition,  C. 

Mary  Whaling — Latin   Composition,   1st;   Latin 
Authors,  C;   Englisih  Literature,  C;   Physics  C. 
Lower  School. 

Helen  Atchison — Physiography,  C;  Arithmetic, 
C;  Botany,  C;  Art,  C. 


Eileen  Bannon — Phyisiography,  C;  Arithmetic, 
C;  Art,  C;    Botany,  C. 

Rita  Bannon — ^Geography,  C;  Physiography,  C; 
Arithmetic,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Olive  Brown — Physiography,   C. 

Mary  Cayley^ — Geography,  C;  Physiography,  C; 
Arithmetic,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Margaret  Culiiton — Physiography,  C;  Arithme- 
tic, C;   Art,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Ca'^herine  Cloney — Physiography,  C;  Art,  C; 
Botany,  C. 

Agnes  Murray — Physiography,  C;  Arithmietic, 
C;  Art,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Rita  Murray — Physiography,  C;  Arithmetic,  C; 
Art,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Catherine  McNamara — Physiography,  C;  Arith- 
metic, C;  Art,  C;   Zoology,  C. 

Mary  McNamara — Geography,  C;  Physiography, 
C;  Arithmetic,  C;  Zoology,  C. 

Edna  Hutchison — Arithmetic,  C;  Zoology,  C. 

Rita  McLeod — Zoology,  C. 

Mary   Harkins^ — Physiography,    C;    Art,    C. 

Mary  McKeough — British  History,  C;  Physio- 
graphy, C. 

Margaret  Pocock^ — ^Geography,  C;  Physiogra- 
phy, C;  Arithmetic,  C;  Art,  C;  Zoology,  C. 

Olive  Simpson- — Geography,  C;  Physiography, 
C;  Arithmetic,  C;  Zoology,  C. 

Margaret  Waddell — Geography,  C;  Physio- 
graphy, C;  Arithmetic.  C:  Zoology,  C. 


SEDLEY,  SASKATCHEWAN. 

On  Sunday,  August  6,  another  great  honour 
was  bestowed  on  Our  Lady  of  Grace  Parish  in 
Sedley,  Saskatchewan,  when  Reverend  Frederick 
Seiferling  was  ordained  to  the  holy  priesthood.  It 
was  one  of  the  most  solemn  and  touching  cere- 
monies ever  witnessed  by  our  Congregation.  His 
Excellency  Archbisihop  McGuigan  of  Regina  per- 
formed the  sacred  rites.  He  was  assisted  at 
Solemn  High  Mass  by  Reverend  Father  Noah 
Warnke  and  Reverend  Father  Gerein.  At  the  close 
of  the  ordination  His  Excellency  preached  a  ser- 
mon befitting  the  occasion.     The   music  was  ren- 
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dered  in  four  voices'  by  the  parish  choir,  under 
the  direction   of  Reverend  Father  Theunissen. 

Perhaps  the  mos't  touching  part  of  the  whole 
ceremony  was  the  moment  when  the  newly  or- 
dained priest  gave  his  first  blessing  to  his  father 
and  mother  and  his  brothers  and  sisters. 

The  family  re-union  in  Sedley  was  in  one  sense 
incomiplete,  for  two  dear  ones  were  far  away — as 
we  measure  distance:  a  daughter  in  the  Comimunity 
of  Loretto,  and  a  son,  Reverend  Brother  Michael 
Joseph  of  the  Franciscan  order.  But  to  the  hearts 
of  those  who  knelt  there  in  thanksgiving  before 
the  altar,  they  were  closer  still,  for  they  too  had 
given  their  lives  to  the  service  of  God. 

After  the  religious  ceremonies  a  banquet  was 
held  under  the  auspices  of  the  Catholic  Women's 
League.  Covers  were  laid  for  two  hundred.  An 
address  of  welcome  to  Archbishop  McGuigan  was' 
read  by  Mr.  P.  T.  Van  Scheltinga  on  behalf  of  the 
parish.  To  Reverend  Father  Seiferling  an  address 
was  read  by  Mr.  Sebastian  Froh,  and  a  chalice  pre- 
sented as  a  gift  from  the  congregation  by  Master 
Ivo  Warnke.  The  most  picturesque  part  of  the 
programme  was  the  pres'entation  of  a  pyxis  and  oil 
stocks  from  the  family  by  little  Mary,  the  five-year- 
old  sister  of  Father  Seiferling. 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  A.  J.  Janssen,  V.G., 
who  acted  as  master  of  ceremonies,  outlined  the 
career  of  the  young  priest,  tracing  his  life  from 
his  school  days  in  Friedenthal  School,  north  otf 
Sedley,  through  his  years  of  study  at  Campion 
College,  Regina,  ending  with  his  years  of  scholas- 
tic studies  at  the  Regina  Cleri  Seminary. 

On  Mionday,  August  7th,  Father  Seiferling  cele- 
brated his  first  Mass.  He  was  assiisited  by  Reverend 
Father   Gerein.      The   deacon   was    Reverend    Noah 


Warnke,  and  sub-deacon  Reverend  Mr.  McLennan. 

Father  Seiferling  remjained  in  Sedley  during 
the  months  of  August  and  September. 

Catherine  Kildea. 

August  29th — School  re-opened  to-day  with  a 
full  attendance  in  the  lower  grades,  but  with 
places  to  be  filled  in  the  High  SchooH.  The  reason 
is  that  frequent  rains  are  delaying  the  threshing. 

Mr.  Chatwin  paid  us  two  fiying  visits  since 
school  began.  During  the  second  one,  he  took  the 
pictures  of  the  "Sun-bonnet  Babies." 

September  12th — The  Boarders  had  a  small 
bridge  party  to  celebrate  the  day — ^the  feast  of  the; 
Institute  B.V.M..  Miss  Louise  McCus'ker  was  the 
fortunate  winner  of  the  prizes  and  Miss  Helen 
Mildenberger  the  most  unfortunate  one. 

September  23rd — A  convention  of  the  Sedley- 
Francis  teachers  was  held  at  our  school  to-day. 
Owing  to  rain,  many  of  the  teachers  could  not 
come.  Those  who  were  here  reported  a  success- 
ful meeting  and  a  delightful  luncheon  given  at  the 
Convent. 

Examination   Results. 
Grade  XL 

Joseph  Bast — Literature  3,  History  C,  Algebra 

1,  Geometry  1,  Physics  1,  Latin  2,  German  1. 

Doneate  Dupuis — French   2. 

Gerard  Dupuis — Literature  2,  Algebra  C,  Phy- 
sics C,  Latin  C,  French  1. 

Magdalena  Ferner — Literature  1,  Written  Lan- 
guage 3,  History  2,  Algebra  1,  Geometry  1,  Physics 

2,  Latin  1,  German  1. 

Francis  Froh — Literature  1,  Written  Language 

3,  History    2,   Algebra   1,   Geometry    1,   Physics   2, 
Latin  1,  German  1. 

Philip  Kessel — Literature  1,  History  C,  Algebra 


Among  your  acquaintances,  you  will  find  more 
friends  of  CANADA  DRY  than  any  other  beverage. 
For  it  is  recognized  everywhere  as  the  finest  of  Ginger 
Ales. 

This  is  simply  because  Canada  Dry  Ginger  Ale  is 
made  by  a  special  exclusive  process.  All  the  full-bodied 
flavour — all  the  aromatic  fragrance — of  the  pure  Ja- 
maica ginger  root  are  retained.  Long  after  you  open 
the  bottle  it  still  sparkles  with  life.  And  Canada  Dry 
irradiates  all  its  w^ater  with  the  ultra  violet  ray.  No  w^on- 
der  when  you  break  the  seal  and  pour  CANADA  DRY 
into  your  glass  it  looks  like  liquid  sunshine!  No  won- 
der it  is  healthful  and  so  good  to  drink ! 


THE  CHAMPAGNE  OF  GINGER  ALES 
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H.       G.       McINTOSH 
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E. 

TORONTO. 
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Limited. 

WHOLESALE     GROCERS     and     IMPORTERS. 

Roasters   and  Blenders   of 

High-Grade    Teas    and    Coffees. 

33    Front    Street    E.,    Toronto. 


F.        L  Y  N  E  T  T 

Funeral  Director 

3299  Dundas  Street  West,  Toronto. 
LYndhurst  4773 


1,  Geometry  3,  Physics  3,  Latin  2,  Geirmian  1. 

Maurice  DeMers — French  3. 

Boyd  McKinnon — Literature  3,  Written  Lan- 
guage C,  History  C,  Algebra  C,  Physics  C. 

Catherine  Pfeifer — Literature  2,  Written  Lan- 
guage C,  History  C,  Algebra  2,  Physics  C,  Latin  2, 
Germon    1. 

Lawrence  Schlosser-— Literature  1,  Written  Lan- 
guage C,  History  C,  Algebra  C,  Physics  C,  Ger- 
man 3. 

Mary  Warnke — Literature  1,  Written  Lan- 
guage 1,  History  3,  Algebra  1,  Geometry  1,  Physics 

2,  Latin  1,  German  1. 

Mary  Wasylenki — Literature  2,  Written  Lan- 
guageC,  History  C,  Algebra  C,  Geometry  C,  Physics 
C,  Latin   2,  German   2. 

Jean  Wheeler — Geometry  C,  Physics  C. 
Grade  XII. 

Madeleine  Lambertu'si — Literature  C,  History  C. 

Barbara  Seiferling — Literature  C,  Written 
Language  3,  History  C,  Geometry  1,  Physics  C, 
Latin   2. 

Jean  Wheeler — History  C,   Latin   2,  French   C. 

Clara  Bast — History  C. 

Jeannette  Parent — Literature  C. 

Adrian  Kildea — History  C,  Latin  C. 

Alex.    Wasylenki — Geometry   C, Latin   C. 

John    Schlosser — History    C. 

Music   Results,   Toronto    Conservatory. 

Miss  Jeanette  Parent — A.T.C.M.  Practical  and 
Theoretical.     Honours. 

Miss  Jean  Wheeler — Jr.  History  and  Counter- 
point,     let  honours. 

Miss  Yvette  Leslie — Primary  Theory.  1st 
honours. 


LORETTO  ABBEY  COLLEGE  SCHOOL, 
BRUNSWICK  AVENUE,  TORONTO. 

September  5th — The  school-bells  ring!  And 
some  with  joy,  and  somie  with  lagging  steps,  we 
return.  And  all  together:  "Isn't  it  great  to  be 
back!" 

September  12th — In  honour  of  the  feast  of  the 
Holy  Name  of  Mary,  the  entire  school  is  given  a 
half-holiday — ^a  welcome  one! 

September  21st — The  Choral  Class  reopened  to- 
day. In  the  absence  of  Reverend  Father  Ronan, 
our  beloved  instructor  of  last  year,  who  ie  now  in 
Rome,  Mr.  Armstrong  is  our  director.  Already  we 
are  looking  forward,  with  hopes  of  success  this 
time,  to  the  Inter-Loretto  competition. 

September  22nd — Class  elections — Vox  Populi 
— with  these  results:  Form  V:  President,  Miss 
Rita  Huntley;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Hilda 
Leahy;  Athletic  Representative,  Misis  Frances 
Dunn.  Form  IV:  President,  Miss  Clare  Bradley; 
Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Beryl  Black;  Athletic 
Representative,  Miss  Marjorie  Dault.  Form  III  B: 
President,  Miss  Kathleen  Shanks;  Crusade  Repre- 
sentative, Miss  Margaret  Healy;  Athletic  Represen- 
tative, Mies  Rita  O'Gorman.  Form  III.  A:  Pre- 
sident, Miss  Helen  Brooks;  Crusade  Representa- 
tive, Miss  Cecilia  Carvell;  Athletic  Representative, 
Miss  Mary  Anderson.  Form,  II.  B:  President,  Miss 
Helen  McLoughlin;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss 
Annabelle  Macklin;  Athletic  Representative,  Miss 
Eileen  Quinn.  Form  II. A:  President,  Miss'  Kath- 
leen Barry;  Crusade  Representative,  Miss  Rita 
Colgan;  Athletic  Representative,  Miss  Coba  Braam. 
Form  I.C:  Presilent,  Miss  MoHie  Lancey;  Crusade 
Representative,  Miss  Emilita  Sauer;  Athletic  Re- 
presentative, Miss  Louise  Hilborn.  Form  LB: 
President,  Miss  Thurza  Bond;  Crusade  Represen- 
tative, Miss  Catherine  Temiple;  Athletic  Represen- 
tative, Miss  Mary  McConnell.  Form  LA:  Presi- 
dent, Miss  Rita  Fuller;  Crusade  Representative, 
Miss  Ann  de  Lory;  Athletic  Representative,  Miss 
Dorothy  Dance. 

Septemiber  26th — To-day  the  prosaic  auditor- 
ium was  transformed  into  a  brisk  auction  room 
for  one  of  the  most  remarkable  sales  in  history. 
Pins  and  pens,  tennis  shoes  and  school  bags* — 
all  the  unclaimed  lost  articles  of  last  year — fell 
under  the  hammer.  Miisees  Helen  Brooks  and 
Ethel  Wilson  acted  as  auctioneers.  With  Ethel  as 
auctioneer,  dressed  in  slouch  hat  and  dangling 
overcoat,  the  affair  promised  to  be  exciting  and 
amusing.     And  it  was! 

September  27th — Reverend  Father  Byrne, 
C.S.P.,  returned  to-day  to  continue  his  interesting 
and  instructive  lectures  on  "Our  Great  Faith.  This 
year  he  is  giving  the  Seniors  a  course  in  Church 
History. 

September  29th — Elections  for  the  Executive 
oif  the  Athletic  Society  were  held  to-day;  Miss 
Eileen  Bradley  is  the  new  president,  with  Miss 
Helen  Brooks  as  vice-president;  Miss  Vinetta 
Burke  as  secretary,  and  Miss  Molly  Lancy  as 
treasiurer.  From  present  indications  the  Society 
is  going  to  be  an  active  organization.  Two  cro- 
quet grounds'  and  three  tennis  courts  have  been  set 
us.  A  tennis  club,  with  forty  members,  will  be 
organized  next  week.  Basketball  teamis  are  al- 
ready in  training.  We  are  going  to  work  hard 
this  year — but  It  Is  not  going  to  be  all  work  and 
no  play! 

Evelyn   Murphy. 


